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MEN’S WIVES. 


THE RAVENSWING. 


CHAPTER I. 

WHICH IS ENTIRELY INTRODUCTORY. — CONTAINS AN 
ACCOUNT OF MISS CRUMP, HER SUITORS AND HER 
FAMILY CIRCLE. 

In a certain quiet and sequestered nook of the 
retired village of London — perhaps in the neighbor- 
hood of Bi^rkeley Square, or at any rate soineAvhere 
near Burlington Gardens — there was once a house 
of entertainment called the “Bootjack Hotel.” Mr. 
Grump, the landlord, had, in the outset of life, per- 
formed the duties of boots in some inn even more 
frequeut(Ml than his own, and, far from being ashamed 
of his origin, as many persons are in the days of 
their prosperity, had thus solemnly recorded it over 
the hospitable gate of his hotel. 

Crump married Miss Budge, so well known to the 
admirers of the festive dance on the other side of the 
water as Miss Delaney ; and they had one daughter, 
named Morgiana, after that celebrated part in the 
“ Forty Thieves ” which Miss Budge performed with 
unbounded applause both at the “ Surrey ” and “ The 
Wells,” Mrs. Crump sat in a little bar, profusely 



8 


WIVES. 


have already mentioned, the dark-eyed songstress Mor- 
giana Crump. They were both desperately in love 
with her, that was the truth; and ea(di, in the absence 
of the other, abused his rival heartily. Of tlie hair- 
dresser Woolsey said, that as for Eglantine being his 
real name, it was all in his (Mr. Woolsey’s) eye; that 
he was in the hands of the Jews, and his stook 
and grand shop eaten up by usury. And with regard 
to Woolsey/’Eglantine remarked, that his j)retf*n{V of 
being descended from the Cardinal was all nonsense ; 
that he was a partner, certaiidy, in the firm, but had 
only a sixteenth share ; and that the jirm could never 
get their moneys in, and had an imnnnise numbi^r of' 
bad debts in their books. As is usual, there was a 
great deal of truth and a great deal of malict^ in these 
tales ; however, the gentlenuMi were, take them all in 
all, in a very fashionable way of business, and had 
their claims to Miss Morgiana’s hand ba(*ked by the 
parentis. Mr. Crump was a partisan of tin* tailor; 
while Mrs. C. was a strong advocate for tlie claims of 
the enticing perfumer. 

Now, it was a curious fact, that these two gentle- 
men were each in need of the other’s services— r 
Woolsey being afflicted with premature baldness, or 
some other necessity for a wig still more fatal — 
Eglantine being a very fat man, wdio recpiired much 
art to make his figure at all decent. Ho wore a 
brown frock-coat and frogs, and attempted by all 
sorts of contrivances to hide bis obesity; but'Wool- 
sey’s remark, that, dress as he would, he would 
always look like a snob, and that there was only one 
man in England who co\ild make a gentleman of 
him, went to the perfumer’s soul ; and if there was 
one thing on earth he longed for (not including the 
hand of Miss Crump), it was to have a coat from 
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Linsey’s in which costume he was sure that Morgiana 
would not resist him. 

If Eglantine was uneasy about the coat, on the 
other hand he attacked Woolsey atrociously on the 
score of his wig; for though the latter went to 
the best makers, he never could get a peruke to sit 
naturally upon him ; and the unhappy epithet of Mr. 
Wi^fgins, applied to him on one occasion by the barber, 
stuck to him ever after in the club, aJid made him 
writhe when it was uttered. Each man would have 
quitted the ‘‘ Kidneys in disgust long since, but for 
the other — for each had an attraction in the place, and 
dared not leave the field in possession of his rival. 

To do Miss Morgiana justice, it must be said, that 
she did not encourage one more than another ; but as 
far as accepting eau-de-Cologne and hair-combs from 
the perfumer, — some ojicra tickets, a treat to Green- 
wich, and a piece of real Genoa velvet for a bonnet 
(it had originally been intended for a waistcoat), from 
the admiring tailor, she had been equally kind to each, 
and in return had made each a present of a lock of 
her beautiful glossy hair. It was all she had to give 
poor girl ! and what could she do but gratify her 
admirers by this cheap and artless testimony of her 
regard? A pretty scene and quarrel took place 
between the rivals on the day when they discovered 
that each was in possession of one o-f Morgiana^s 
ringlets. 

Su’ch, then, were the owners and inmates of the 
little Bootjack,” from whom and which, as this 
(diapter is exceedingly discursive and descriptive, we 
must separate the reader for a while, and carry him — 
it is only into Bond Street, so no gentleman need be 
afraid — carry him into Bond Street, where some 
other personages are awaiting his consideration. 
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Not far from Mr. Eglantine’s shop in Bond Street, 
stand, as is very well known, the Windsor chambers. 
The West Diddlesex Association (Western Branch),* 
the British and Foreign Soap Company, the celebrated 
attorneys Kite and Levison, have their respective 
oiBces here ; and as the names of the other inhabitants 
of the chambers are not only painted on the walls, 
but also registered in Mrs. Boyle’s Court Guide,” it 
is quite unnecessary that they should be repeated 
here. Among them, on the entresol (between the 
splendid saloons of the Soap Company on the first 
floor, with their statue of Britannia presenting a 
packet of the soap to Europe, Asia, Africa, and 
America, and the West Diddlesex Western Bi*anch on 
the basement) — lives a gentleman by the name of 
Mr. Howard Walker. The brass plate on the door 
of that gentleman’s chamber^ had the word Agency ” 
inscribed beneath his name ; and we are therefore at 
liberty to imagine that he followed that mysterious 
occupation. In person Mr. Walker was very genteel ; 
he had large whiskers, dark eyes (with a slight cast 
in them), a cane, and a velvet waistcoat. He was a 
member of a club ; had an admission to the opera, and 
knew every face behind the scenes ; and was iii the 
habit of using a number of French phrases in his 
conversation, having picked up a smattering of that 
language during a residence on the Continent ; ” in 
fact, he had found it very convenient at various times 
of his life to dwell in the city of Boulogne, whel*e he 
acquired a knowledge of smoking, iearti^ and billiards, 
which was afterwards of great ^service to him. He 
knew all the best tables in town, and the marker at 
Hunt’s could only give him ten. He had some 
fashionable acquaintances too, and you might see him 
walking arm-in-arm with such gentlemen as my Lord 
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Vauxhall, the Marquis of Billingsgate, or Captain 
Buff ; and at the same time nodding to young Moses, 
the dandy bailiff ; or Loder, the gambling-house 
keeper; or Aminadab, the cigar-seller in the Quadrant. 
Sometimes he wore a pair of mustaches, and was 
called Captain Walker ; grounding his claim to that 
title upon the fact of having once held a commission 
in tjie service of her Majesty the Quecn/jf Portugal. 
It scarcely need be said that he had been through the 
Insolvent Court many times. But to those who did 
not know his history intimately there was some 
, difficulty in identifying him with the individual who 
had so taken the benefit of the law, inasmuch as in his 
schedule his name appeared as Hooker Walker, wine- 
merchant, commission-agent, music-scdler, or what not. 
The fact is, that though he preferred to call himself 
Howard, Hooker was his Christian name, and it had 
been bestowed on him by his worthy old father, who 
was a clergyman, and had intended his son for that 
profession. But as the old gentleman died in York 
jail, where he was a prisoner for debt, he was never 
able to put his pious intentions with regard to his son 
into execution ; and the young fellow (as he was wont 
with many oaths to assert) was thrown on his own 
resources, and became a man of the world at a very 
early age. 

What Mr. Howard Walker’s age was at the time of 
the commencement of this history, and, indeed, for an 
inde^nite period before or afterwards, it is impossible 
to determine. If he were eight-and-twenty, as he 
asserted 'himself. Time had dealt hardly with him ; 
his hair was thin, there were many crows’-feet about 
his eyes, and other signs in his countenance of the 
progress of decay. If, on the contrary, he were forty, 
as Sam Snaffle declared, who himself had mis^fortunes 
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in early life, and vowed he knew Mr, Walker in 
Whitecross Street Prison in 1820, he was a very 
young-looking person considering his age. His figure" 
was active and slim, his leg neat, and he had not in 
his whiskers a single white hair. 

It must, however, be owned that he used Mr. Eg- 
lantine’s llegenerative Unction (which will make 
your whiskers as black as your boot), and, in ^act, 
he was a pretty constant visitor at that gentleman’s 
einporiiim; dealing with him largely for soai)S and 
articles of perfuinory, which he had at an exceedingly 
low rate. Indeed, he was never known to pay Mr. 
Eglantine one single shilling for those objects of 
luxury, and, having them on such moderate terms, 
was enabled to indulge in tliem pretty copiously. 
Thus Mr. Walker was almost as great a nosegay as 
Mr. Eglantine himself : his handkercliief was scented 
with verbena, his hair with jessamine, and his coat 
had usually a fine perfume of cigars, wliicli rendered 
his presence in a small room almost instantaneously 
remarkable. I have described Mr. Walker thus accu- 
rately, because, in truth, it is more with characters 
than with astounding events that this little history 
deals, and M r. Walker is one of the principals of our 
dramatis 2)ers<mw. 

And so, having introduced Mr. W., we will walk 
over with him to Mr. Eglantine’s emporium, where 
that gentleman is in waiting, too, to have his likeness 
taken. 

There is about an acre of plate glass under the 
royal arras on Mr. Eglantine’s shop-window ; and at 
night, when the gas is lighted, and the washballs are 
illuminated, and the lambent flame plays fitfully over 
numberless bottles of vari-colored perfumes — now 
flashes on a case of razors, and now lightens up a 
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crystal vase, containing a hundred thousand of his 
patent tooth-brushes — the effect of the sight may be 
imagined. You don’t suppose that he is a creature 
wl:go has those odious, simpering wax figures in his 
window, that are called by the vulgar dummies ? He 
is above such a wretched artifice ; and it is my belief 
that he would as soon have his own head chopped off, 
and placed as a trunkless dt‘.coration to his shop-win- 
dow, as allow a dummy to figure th(‘re./ On one pane 
you read in elegant gold letters Eglantiiiia ” — ’t is 
his esseiK^e for the handkerchief; on the other is 
written llegeiierative Unction ” — ’t is his invaluable 
pomatum for the liair. 

There is no doubt about it : Eglantine’s knowledge 
of his j)rofession amounts to genius. He sells a cake 
of soap for seven shillings, for which anoth(3r man 
would not get a shilling, and his tooth-brushes go off 
lik(^ wildfire at half a guinea. apiece. If he has to ad- 
minister rouge or j^earl-powder to ladies, he does it 
with a mystery and fascunation which there is no re- 
sisting, and the ladies believij there are no cosmetics 
like his. He gives his wares unh(‘ard of names, and 
obtains for them sums equally prodigious. • He can 
dress hair — that is a fact — as few men in this age 
can ; and has been know’ii to take twenty pounds in a 
single night from as many of the first ladies of Eng- 
land when ringlets wt?re in fasliion. The introduction 
of bands, he says, made a difference of £2,000 a year 
in Itis income ; and if there is one thing in the world 
he hates and despises, it is a Madonna. “I’m not,” 
says he, “a tradesman — I’m a hartist'^ (Mr. Eglan- 
tine was born in London) — “I’m a hartist; and 
show me, a fine ’ead of ’air, and I ’ll dress it for no- 
tliink.” He vows that it was his way of dressing 
Mademoiselle Sontag’s hair, that caused the count 
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her husband to fall in love with her ; and he has a 
lock of it in a brooch, and says it was the finest head he 
ever saw, except one, and that was Morgiana Crump’s. 

With his genius and his position in the profession, 
how comes it, then, that Mr. Eglantine was not a man 
ofc‘ fortune, as many a less clever has been? If the 
truth must be told, he loved pleasure, and was in the 
hands of the Jews. He had been in business twenty 
years : he had- borrowed a thousand pounds to pur- 
chase his stock and shop ; and he calculated that he 
had paid upwards of twenty thousand pounds for the 
use of the one thousand, wliieli was still as much due 
as on the first day when he entered business. 11(5 
could show that lie had received a thousand dozen of 
champagne from the disinterested money-dealers with 
whom he usually negotiated his pai)er. He had pic- 
tures all over his studios,” which liad been purchased 
in the same bargains. If he sold his goods at an 
enormous price, he paid for thcuu at a rate almost 
equally exorbitant. There was not an article in his 
shop but (lame to him through his Israelite providers ; 
and In the very front shop itself sat a gentleman who 
was the nominee of one of them, and who was called 
Mr. Mossrose. He was there to su[)erintend the cash 
account, and to see that certain instalments were paid 
to his principals, acciording to certain agreements en- 
tered into between Mr. Eglantine and them. 

Having that sort of opinion of Mr. Mossrose which 
Damocles may have had of the sword which hung over 
iiis head, of course Mr. Eglantine hated his foreman 
profoundly. He an artist,” would the former gen- 
tleman exclaim ; why, he ’s only a disguised bailiff! 
Mossrose indeed ! The chap’s name ’s Amos, and he 
sold oranges before he came here,” Mr. Mossrose, on 
hU side, utterly despised Mr. Eglantine, and looked 
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forward to the day when he would become the propri- 
etor of the shop, and take Eglantine for a foreman ; 
^and then it would be his turn to sneer and bully, and 
ride the high horse. 

Thus it will be seen that there was a skeleton in the 
great perfumer’s house, as the saying is : a worm in 
his heart’s core, and though to all appearance prosper- 
ous, he was really in an awkward position. 

What Mr. Eglantine’s relations were with • Mr. 
Walker may be imagined from tlie following dialogue 
which took jdace betweem the two gentlemen at fiv(i 
o’clock one summer’s afternoon, when Mr. Walker, is- 
•suing from his chambers, came across to the per- 
fumer’s shop : — 

Is Eglantine at home, Mr. Mossrose ? ” said 
Walker to the foreman, who sat in the front shop. 

• Don’t know — go and look’^ (moaning go and be 
hanged) : for Mossi-osc also hated Mr. W^alker. 

‘^If you’re uncivil I’ll break your bones, Mr, 
AmoSf’’ says Mr. Walker, sternly. 

‘^I should like to see you try, Mr. Hooker Walker,” 
reidies the undaunted shopman ; on Avhich the Cap- 
tain, looking several tremendous canings at him, 
walked into the back room or “ studio.” 

How are you, Tiny my buck ? ” says the Captain. 
“ Much doing ? ” 

Not a soul in town. I ’ave n’t touched the hirons 
all day,” replied Mr. Eglantine, in rather a despond- 
ing way. 

Well, just get them ready now, and give my whis- 
kers a turn. I ’m going to dine with Billingsgate and 
some out-and-out fellows at the ‘ Eegent,’ and so, my 
lad, just do your best.” 

‘‘1 can’t,” says Mr. Eglantine. ‘‘I expect ladies, 
Captain, every minute.^^ 
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^Yeiy good; I don’t want to trouble such a great 
man, I ’m sure. Good-by, and let me hear from you 
this daf/ week, Mr. Eglantine.” “This day weekV 
meant that at seven days froin that time a certain bill 
ac(^ei)ted by Mr. Eglantine would be due, and pre- 
sented for payment. 

“ Don’t be in such a hurry, Captain — do sit down. 
1 ’ll curl you in one minute. And, I say, won’t the 
party renew ” 

“Impossible — it’s the third renewal.” 

“Ihit 1 ’ll make the thing handsome to you; — in- 
deed I will.” 

“ How much ? ” 

“ Will ten pounds do the business ? ” 

“ Wliat ! offer my principal ten pounds ? Are you 
mad, Eglantine? — A litth*. more of the iron to the 
left whisker.” 

“ No, I meant for commission.” 

“Well, I’ll see if that will do. The party I deal 
with, Eglantine, lias power, I know, and can defer the 
matter no doubt. As for me, you know, 1 nothing 
to do in the affair, and only act as a friend between 
you and him. 1 give you my honor and soul, I do.” 

“I know you do, my dear sir.” The two last 
speeches were lic^s. The perfumer knew perfectly 
well that Mr. Walki^.r would pocket the dBlO ; but he 
was too easy to care for paying it, and too timid to 
(|uarrel witli such a powerful friend. And hcj had on 
three different o('(;asions already ])aid £10 line for the 
renewal of the bill in question, all of which bonuses 
he knew went to his friend Mr. Walker. 

Here, too, the reader will perceive what was, in 
part, the meaning of the word “ agency ” on Mr. 
Walker’s door. He was a go-between between money- 
lenders and borrowers in this world, and certain small 



THE RAVENSWING. 


17 


sums always remained with him in the course of the 
transaction. He was an agent for wine, too; an agent 
^br places to be had through the influence of great 
men ; he was an agent for half a dozen theatrical ])eo* 
pie, male and female, and had the interests of tlui lat- 
ter especially, it was said, at heart. Such were a few 
of the means by whi(*h this worthy gcmthunau con- 
triv^al to support hinis(df, and if, as In^, was fond of 
high living, gambling, and pleasures of all kinds, his 
nH^enue was not large enough for his expenditure — 
why, he got into debt, and settled his bills that wjiy. 
.H(i was as much at home in the Fleet as in Pall Jklall, 
and quite as hap])y in the one ])lace as in the other. 

Tliat ’s th(^< way I take things,” would this jdiiloso- 
pher say. If 1 money, I spend ; ,if [ Ve credit, I 
Ijorrow ; if I ’in dunned, 1 whitewash ; and so you 
can’t beat me flown.” Hapi)y (dasticity of teinj)era- 
ment ! J do believe that in spite of his misfortunes 
and precarious jiosition, there was no man in England 
whose eonsiuence was more (ailiu and whose slumbers 
were more tran(piil than those of Captain Howard 
Walker. 

As he was sitting under the hands of Mr. Eglan- 
tine, he reverted to ‘‘ the ladies,” wdioin the latter 
gentleman professed to expect; said he was a sly 
dog, a lueky ditto, and asked him if the ladies were 
handsome. 

Eglantine thought tliere could be no harm in telling 
a bouncer to a gentleman with whom he was engaged 
in money transactions; and so, to give the Captain an 
id(^a of his solvency and the brilliancy of his future 
])rospects, Captain,” said he, I Ve got a hundred 
and eighty pounds out with you, which you were 
obliging enough to negotiate for me. Have 1, or have 
I not,, two bills out to that amount ?” 
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‘•Well, my good fellow, you certainly have; and 
what then ? ” 

“ What then ? Why, I bet you five pounds to onej 
that in three months those bills are paid.” 

“ Done ! five pounds to one. I take it.” 

This sudden closing with him made the perfumer 
rather uneasy; but he was not to pay for three 
months, and, so he said “ Done ! ” too, and went, on ; 
“What would you say if your bills were paid ? ” 

“ Not mine ; Pike’s.” 

“ Well, if Pike’s were paid ; and the Minories’ man 
paid, and every single liability I have cleared off; 
and that Mossrose flung out of winder, and me and 
my emporium as free as hair ? ” 

“You don’t say so? Is Queen Anne dead? and 
has she left you a fortune ? or what ’s the luck in the 
wind now ? ” * 

“ It ’s better than Queen Anne, or anybody dying. 
What should you say to seeing in that very place 
where Mossrose now sits (hang him ! ) — seeing the 
finest head of 'air now in Europe ? A woman, I tell 
you — a slap-up lovely woman, who, I ’m proud to say, 
will soon be called Mrs. Heglantine, and will bring 
me five thousand pounds to her fortune.” 

“Well, Tiny, this is good luck indeed. I say, 
you ’ll be able to do a bill or two for me then, hay ? 
You won’t forget an old friend ? ” 

‘‘ That I won’t. I shall have a place at my board 
for you, Capting ; and many ’s the time I shall ’ope to 
see you under that ma’ogany.” 

“ What will the French milliner say ? She ’ll hang 
herself for despair. Eglantine.” 

“ Hush ! not a word about 'er. I ’ve sown all my 
wild oats, I tell you. Eglantine is no longer the gay 
young bachelor, but the sober married man. I wani 
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a heart to share the feelings of mine. I want repose. 
I ’m not so young as I was, I feel it.” 

, « Pooh ! pooh ! you are — you are — ” ' 

"Well, but I sigh for an ’appy fireside; and I’ll 
have it.” 

“ And give up that club which you belong to, hay ? ” 
“ ‘ The Kidneys ’ ? Oh ! of course, no married man 
should belong to such places : at least, /’ll not ; and 
I ’ll Have my kidneys broiled at home. But be quiet. 
Captain, if you please ; the ladies appointed to — ” 

“ And is it the lady you expect ? eh, you rogue I ” 

^ “ Well, get along. It ’s her and her raa.” 

But Mr. Walker determined he would n’t get along, 
and would see these lovely ladies before he stirred. 

The operation on Mr. Walker’s whiskers being con- 
cluded, he was arranging his toilet before the glass in 
an agreeable attitude : his neck out, his enormous pin 
settled in his stock to his satisfaction, his eyes com- 
placently directed towards the reflection of his left 
and favorite whisker. Eglantine was laid on a settee, 
in an easy, though melancholy posture ; he was twid- 
dling the tongs with which he had just operated on 
Walker with one liand, and his right-hand ringlet with 
the other, and he was thinking — thinking of Mor- 
giana; and then of the bill which was to become due 
on the 16 th ; and then of a light blue velvet waistcoat 
with gold sprigs, in which he looked very killing, and 
so was trudging round in his little circle of loves, 
fears,* tind vanities. " Hang it ! ” Mr. Walker was 
thinking, " I am a handsome man. A pair of whiskers 
like mine- are not met with every day. If anybody 
can see that my tuft is dyed, may I be — ” When 
the door was flung open, and a large lady with a curl 
tm het forehead, yellow shawl, a green-velvet bonnet 
with feathers, half-boots, and a drab gown with tulips 
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and other large exotics painted on it — when, in a 
word, Mrs. Crump and her daughter bounced into the 
room. * 

“Here we are, Mr. E.,” cries Mrs. Crump, in a. gay? 
folatrej confidential air. “ But law ! there ’s a gent in 
the room ! 

“ Don’t mind me, ladies,” said the gent alluded to, 
with his fascinating way, “ I’m a friend of Eglan- 
tine’s ; ain’t *i. Egg ? a chip of the old block, hay '? ” 

“ That you are,” said the perfumer, starting up. 

“An ’air-dresser?” asked Mrs. Crump. “Well, I 
thought he was ; there ’s something, Mr. E., in gentle- 
men of your profession so exceeding, so uncommon 
distangyT 

“ Madam, you do me proud,” replied the gentleman 
so complimented, with great presence of mind. “ Will 
you allow me to try my skill upon you, or upon Miss, 
your lovely daughter ? T ’in not so clever as Eglan- 
tine, but no bad hand, I assure you.” 

“Nonsense, Cai)tain,” interrupted the perfumer, 
who was uncomfortable somehow at the rencontre be- 
tween the Captain and the object of his affection, 
“//a ’5 not in the profession, Mrs. C. This is my 
friend Captain Walker, and proud I am to call him 
my friend.” And then aside to Mrs. C., “ One of the 
first swells on town, Ma’am — a regular tip-topper.” 

Humoring the mistake which Mrs. Crump had just 
made, Mr. Walker thrust the curling-irons into the 
fire in a minute, and looked round at the ladies with 
such a fascinating grace, that both, now made ac- 
quainted with his quality, blushed and giggled, and 
were quite pleased. Mamma looked at ’Gina, and 
’Gina looked at mamma; and then mamma gave 
’Gina a little blow in the region of her little* waist, 
land then both burst out laughing, as ladies will 
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laugh, and as, let us trust, they may laugh for ever 
and ever. Why need there be a reason for laughing ? 
}jet us laugh when we are laughy, as we sleep when we 
are* sleepy. And so Mrs. Crump and her demoiselle 
laughed to their hearts^ content; and both fixed their 
large shining black eyes repeatedly on Mr. Walker. 

I won’t leave the room,” said he, coming forward 
with the heated iron in his hand, and smoothing it on 
the 'brown paper with all the dexterity erf a professor 
(for the fact is, Mr. W. every morning curled his own 
immense whiskers with the greatest skill and care) — 
“I won’t leave the room, Eglantine my boy. My 
lady here took me for a hairdresser, and so, you know, 
I’ve a right to stay.” 

can’t stay,” said Mrs. Crump, all of a sudden, 
blushing as red as a peony. 

* shall have on iny peignoir, Mamina,” said Miss, 
looking at the gentleman, and then dropping down 
her eyes and blushing too. 

<^But he can ’t stay, ’Gina, I tell you: do you think 
that I would, before a gentleman, take off my — ” 

Mamma means her fkont ! ” said Miss, jumping 
up, and beginning to laugh with all her might; at 
which the honest landlady of the ‘^Bootjack,” who 
loved a joke, although at her own expense, laughed 
too, atid said that no one, except Mr. Crump and Mr, 
Eglantine, had ever seen her without the ornament 
in question. 

3o go now, you provoking thing, you!” continued 
Miss 0. to Mr, Walker; I wish to hear the hover- 
ture, and it ’s six o’clock now, and we shall never be 
done against then : ” but the way in w’hich Morgiana 
said go,” 61early indicated ^^don^” to the per* 
Spiduous mind of Mr. Walker. 

Perhaps you ’ad better go,” continued Mr. Egian^ 
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tine, joining in this sentiment, and being, in tratb, 
somewhat uneasy at the admiration which his swell 
friend” excited. ^ 

“I’ll see you hanged first, Eggy my boy! GJo I 
won’t, until these ladies have had their hair dressed : 
didn’t you yourself tell me that Miss Crump’s was 
the most beautiful hair in Europe ? And do you 
think that I ’ll go away without seeing it ? No, here 
I stay.” 

“You naughty, wicked, odious, provoking man!” 
said Miss Crump. But, at the same time, she took 
off her bonnet, and placed it on one^of the side candle- 
sticks of Mr. Eglantine’s glass (it was a black-velvet 
bonnet, trimmed with sham lace, and with a wreath of 
nasturtiums, convolvuluses, and wallflowers within) ; 
and then said, “ Give me the peignoir, Mr. Archibald, 
if you please;” and Eglantine, who would do any- 
thing for her when she called him Archibald, imme- 
diately produced that garment, and wrapped round 
the delicate shoulders of the lady, who removing a 
sham gold chain which she wore on her forehead, two 
br£^s hair-combs set with glass rubies, and the comb 
wkich kept her back hair together, — removing them, 
I say, and turning her great eyes towards the 
stranger, and giving her head a shake, down let 
tumble such a flood of shining, waving, heavy, glossy, 
jetty hair, as would have done Mr. Howland’s heart 
gpod to see. It tumbled down Miss Morgiana’s back, 
and it tumbled over her shoulders, it tumbled over 
the chair on which she sat, and from the midst of it 
her jolly, bright-eyed, rosy face beamed out with a 
triumphant smile, which said, “ A’n’t I now the most 
angelic being you ever saw ? ” 

Heaven! it’s the most beautiful thing I ever 
ahvr !” oi;ied Mr. Walker, with undisguised admiration. 
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“ h n’i it ? ” said Mrs. Crump, who made her 
daughter’s triumph her own. “Heigho! when I 
^ted at ‘The Wells’ in 1820, before that dear girl 
'was Jborn, 1 had' such a head of hair as that, to a 
shade, sir, to. a shade. They called me Eavenswing 
on account of it. 1 lost my head of hair when that 
dear child v(as bom, and I often say to her, ‘ Morgi- 
ana, you came into the world to rob your mother of 
her air.’ Were you ever at ‘Th§ Wells,’ sir, in 1820? 
Perhaps you recollect Miss Delaney ? I am that Miss 
Delaney.. Perhaps you recollect, — 

i.. 

“ ‘ Tink-a-tink, tink-a-tink, 

By the light of the star, * 

On the blue river’s brink, 

I heard a guitar. 

‘ I heard a guitar, 

On the' blue waters clear, 

And knew by its mu-ii-sic, 

That Selim wiis near ! ' 

You remember that in the ^ Bagdad Bells ^ ? Fatima, 
Delaney-; Selim, Benlomond (his real name was 
Bunnion ; and he failed, poor fellow, in the public 
line afterwards). It was done to the tambourine, and 
dancing between each verse, — 

‘‘ ‘ Tink-a-tink, tink-a-tink, 

How the soft music swells, 

And I hear the soft clink 
Of the minaret bells * 

'“Tink-a— ’’’ 


Oh ! here cried Miss Crump, as if in exceeding 
pain (and whether Mr. Eglantine had twitched, 
pulled, or hurt? any oue individual; hair of that 



M 


MEN’S WIVES. 


lovely head I don’t know), “ Oh, yon are killing 
me, Mr, Eglantine ! ” 

And with this mamma, who was in her attitud^ 
holding up the end of her boa as a visionary tam- 
bourine, and Mr. Walker, who was looking at/ her, 
and in his amusement at the mother’s performances 
had almost forgotten the charms of the daughter, — 
both turned round at once, and looked at her with 
many expressions of sympathy, while Eglantine, in a 
voice of reproach, said, Killed you, Morgiana! I 
kill you ? ” 

“I’m better now,” said the young lady, with ^ 
smile, — “I’m better, Mr. Archibald, now.” And if 
the truth must be told, no greater coquette than Miss 
Morgiana existed in all May Eair, — no, not among 
the most fashionable mistresses of the fashionable 
valets who frequented the “ Bootjack.” She believed 
herself to be the most fascinating creature that the 
world ever produced 5 she never saw a stranger but 
she tried those fascinations upon him ; and her 
charms cf manner and person were of tlxat showy 
sort which is most popular in this world, where peo* 
pie are wont to admire most that which gives them 
the least trouble to see ; and so you will find a tulip 
of a woman to be in fashion when a little humble 
violet or daisy of creation is passed over without re- 
mark. Morgiana was a tulip among women, and the 
tulip-fanciers all came flocking round her. 

Well, the said “Oh!” and “I’m better now, Mr. 
Archibald,” thereby succeeded in drawing everybody’s 
attention to her lovely self. By the latter words 
Mr. Eglantine was specially inflamed ; he glanced at 
Mr. Walkor, and said, “ Captingl did n’t I tell you 
she wa$ a &re6ch^? See her hair, sir: it’s as blsmk 
and as glossy as satting. It weighs fifteen pound, that 
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hair, sir; and I wouldn’t let my apprentice — that 
blundering Mossrose, for instance (hang him !) — I 
jTOuld n’t let any one but myself dress that hair for 
five hundred guineas ! Ah, Miss Morgiana, remember 
that you may always have Eglantine to dress your 
hair ! — remember that, that ’s all.” And with this 
the worthy gentleman began rubbing delicately a 
little of the Eglantinia into those ambrosial locks, 
which he loved with all the love of a hian and an 
artist. 

And as for Morgiana showing her hair, I hope none of 
!piy readers will entertain a bad opinion of the poor 
girl for doing so. Her locks were her pride; she 
acted at the private theatre “ hair parts,” where she 
could appear on purpose to show them in a dishevelled 
state ; and that her modesty was real and not affected 
may be proved by the fact that when Mr. Walker, 
stepping up in the midst of Eglantine’s last speech, 
took hold of a lock of her hair very gently with his 
hand, she cried “ Oh ! ” and started with all her 
might. And Mr. Eglantine observed very gravely, 
“Capting! Miss Crump’s hair is to be seen and not 
to be touched, if you jdease.” 

“ No more it is, Mr. Eglantine,” said her mamma ; 
“ and now, as it ’s come t<5 ray turn, I beg the gentle- 
man will be so obliging as to go.” 

^^Mmt /?” cried Mr. Walker; and as it was half- 
past six, and he was engaged to dinner at the “ Re- 
gent Cfub,” and as he did not wish to make Eglantine 
jealous, who evidently was annoyed by his staying, 
he took his hat just as Miss Crump’s coiffure was 
completed, and saluting her and her mamma, left the 
room. 

“ A tip-top swell, I can assure you,” said Eglantine, 
nodding after him : “ a regular bang-up chap^ and no 
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mistake. Intimate witK the Marquis of Billingsgate, 
and Lord Vauxhall, and that set.” 

“ He ’s very genteel,” said Mrs. Crump. 

“ Law ! I ’m sure I think nothing of him,’' said'' 
Morgiana. 

And Captain "Walker walked towards his club, 
meditating on the beauties of Morgiana. “What 
hair,” said he, “ what eyes the girl has ! they ’re as 
big as billidrd-balls ; and £5,000, Eglantine ’s in luck I 
£5,000 — she can’t have it, it ’s impossible ! ” 

No sooner was Mrs. Crump’s front arranged, during 
the time of which operation Morgiana sat in perfect, 
contentment looking at the last French fashions in 
the “ Courrier des Dames,” and thinking how her pink 
satin slip would dye, and make just such a mantilla 
as that represented in the engraving, — no sooner was 
Mrs. Crump’s front arranged, than both ladies, taking 
leave of Mr. Eglantine, tripped back to the “ Bootjack 
Hotel ” in the neighborhood, where a very neat green 
fly was already in waiting, the gentleman on the box 
of which (from a livery-stable in the neighborhood) 
gave' a knowing touch to his hat, and a salute with 
his whip, to the two ladies, as they entered the 
tavern. 

“Mr. W.’s inside,” said 'the man — a driver from 
Mr. Snaffle’s establishment ; “ he ’s been in and out 
this score of times, and looking down the street for 
you.” And in the house, in fact, was Mr. Woolsey, 
the tailor, who had hired the fly, and was Engaged 
to conduct the ladies that evening to the play. 

It was really rather too bad to think that Miss 
Morgiana, after going to one lover to have her hair 
dressed, should go with another to the play ; but such 
is the way with lovely woman ! Let her have a dozen 
admirers, and the dear coquette will exercise hex 



THE RAVENSWING. 


27 


power upon them all : and as a lady, when she has 
a large wardrobe, and a taste for variety in dress, will 
, appear every day in a different costume, so will the 
^oung and giddy beauty wear her lovers, encouraging 
now the black whiskers, now smiling on the brown, 
now thinking that the gay smiling rattle of an admirer 
becomes her very well, and now adopting the sad sen- 
timental melancholy one, according as her changeful 
fancy prompts her. Let us not be too angry with 
these uncertainties and caprices of beauty ; and de- 
^pend on it that, for the most part, those females who 
rfry out loudest against the flightiness of their sisters, 
and rebuke their undue encouragement of this man 
or that, would do as mucli themselves if they had the 
chance, and are constant, as 1 am to my coat just now, 
because I have no other. 

^^Did you see Doiibleyou, ’Gina dear ? ” said her 
mamma, addressing that young lady. He ’s in the 
bar with your pa, and has his military coat with the 
king’s buttons, and looks like an officer.” 

This was Mr. Woolsey’s style, his great aim being 
to look like an army gent, for many of whom he in 
his capacity of tailor made those splendid red and 
blue coats which characterize our military. As for 
the royal button, had not he made a set of coats for 
his late Majesty, George IV. ? and he would add, 
when he narrated this circumstance, Sir, Prince 
Blucher and Prince Swartzenberg’s measure ’s in the 
house irow ; and what ’s more, 1 ’ve cut for Welling- 
ton.” I believe he would have gone to St. Helena 
to make a coat for Napoleon, so great was his ardor. 
He wore a blue-black wig, and his whiskers were of 
the same hue. He was brief and stern in conversa- 
tion ; and he always went to masciuerades and balls 
in a field-marshaFs uniform. 
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“He looks really quite the thing to-night,” con- 
tinued Mrs. Crump. 

“Yes,” said ’Gina; “ but he ’s such an odious wjg, 
and the dye of his whiskers always comes off on hi^ 
white gloves.” 

“Everybody has not their own hairi love,” con- 
tinued Mrs. Crump with a sigh ; “ but Eglantine’s is 
beautiful.” 

“ Every hairdresser’s is,” answered Morgiana, rather 
contemptuously ; “ but what 1 can’t bear is that their 
fingers is always so very fat and pudgy.” 

In fact, something had gone wrong with the fa^.' 
Morgiana Was it that she had but little liking 
for the one pretender or the other ? Was it that 
young Glauber, who acted Romeo in the private 
theatricals, was far younger and more agreeable than 
either ? Or was it, that seeing a real gentleman, 
such as Mr. Walker, with whom she had had her first 
interview, she felt more and more the want of re- 
finement in her other declared admirers! Certain, 
however, it is, that she was very reserved all the 
evening, in spite of the attentions of Mr. Woolsey j 
that she repeatedly looked round at the box-door, as 
if she expected some one to enter ; and that she par- 
took of only a very few oysters, indeed, out of the 
barrel which the gallant tailor had sent dCwn to the 
“ Bootjack,” and off which the party supped. 

“ What is it ? ” said Mr. Woolsey to his ally. 
Crump, as they sat together after the retirement of 
the ladies. “ She was dumb all night. She never 
once laughed at . the farce, nor cried at the tragedy, 
and you know she laughs and cries uncommon. She 
only took half her negus, and not above a quarter of 
her beer.” 

“No more she did!” replied Mr. Crump, -wes 
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calmly. “ I think it must be the. barber as has been 
captivating her : he dressed her hair for the play.” 

,“Hang him, I’ll shoot him ! ” sai<J Mr. Woolsey. 
“ A fat, foolish, effeminate beast like that marry Miss 
Morgiana ? Never ! I will shoot him. I ’ll provoke 
him next Saturday — I ’ll tread on his toe — I ’ll pull 
his nose.” 

“ No quarrelling at the ‘ Kidneys ’ ! ” answered 
Crump, sternly; “there shall be no quarrelling in 
that room as long as I ’»>, in the chair ! ” 

“Well, at any rate you’ll stand my friend ? ” 
t “ You know I will,” answered the other. “ You 
Sxe honorable, and I like you better than Eglantine. 
I trust you more than Eglantine, sir. You ’re more 
of a roan than Eglantine, though you are a tailor; 
and I wish with all my heart you may get Morgiana. 
Mts. C. goes the other way, I know : but T tell you 
what, women will go their own ways, sir, and Morgy ’s 
like her mother in* this point, and depend upon it, 
Morgy will decide for herself.” 

Mr. Woolsey presently went home, still persisting 
in his plan for the assassination of Eglantine. Mr. 
Grump went to bed very quietly, and snored through 
the night in his usual tone. Mr. Eglantine passed 
some feverish moments of jealousy, for he had come 
down to the club in the evening, and had heard that 
Moi^iana was gone to the play with his rival. And 
Miss Morgiana dreamed of a man who was — must we 
say it?— exceedingly like Captain Howard Walker. 
“ Mrs. Captain So-and-so ! ” thought she. “ Oh, I do 
lova a gentleman dearly ! ” 

And about this time, too, Mr. Walker himself, came 
rolling home from the “ Regent,” hiccupping, “ Such 
hair I — such eyebrows 1 — such eyes ! like b-b-billiard- 
balls, by Jove I ” 



CHAPTEE II. 


IN WHICH MK. WALKER MAKES THREE ATTEMPTS TO 
ASCERTAIN THE DWELLING OF MORGIANA. 

The day after the dinner at the “ Eegent Club,” 
lifr. Walker stepped over to the shop of his friend^ 
the perfumer, where, as usual, the young man, Mr. 
Mossrose, was established in the front premises. 

' For some reason or other, the Captain was particu- 
larly good-humored; and, quite forgetful of the words 
which had passed between him and Mr. Eglantine’s 
lieutenant the day before, began addressing the latter 
with extreme cordiality, 

“ A good morning to you, Mr. Mossrose,” said Cap- 
tain Walker. “ Why, sir, you look as fresh as your 
nameshke, — you do, indeed, now, Mossrose;” 

“ You look ash yellow ash a guinea,” responded Mr. 
Mossrose, sulkily. He thought the Captain was 
hoaxing him. 

“My good sir,” replies the other, nothing cast 
down, “I drank rather too freely last night.” 

“ The more beast you ! ” said Mr. Mossrose. 

“ Thank you, Mossrose ; the same to you,” answered 
the Captain. 

“ If you call me a beast I ’ll punch your head off ! ” 
answered the young man, who had much skill in the 
art which many of his brethren practise. 

“ I did n’t, my fine fellow,” replied Walker. “ On 
the contrary, you — ” 
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“ Do you mean to give me the lie ? ” broke out the 
indignant Mossrose, who hated the agent fiercely, and 
did iiot in the least care to conceal his hate. 

In fact, it was his fixed purpose to pick a quarrel 
with Walker, and to drive him, if possible, from Mr. 
Eglantine’s shop. “ Do you mean to give me the lie, 

I say, Mr. Hooker Walker ? ” 

“ For Heaven’s sake, Amos, hold your tongue ! ” ex 
claimed the Captain, to whom the name ■of Hooker 
was as poison : but at this moment a cu.stomer step- 
ping in, Mr. Amos exchanged his ferocious aspect 
for a bland grin, and Walker walked into the* 
stbdio. 

When in Mr. Eglantine’s presence. Walker, too, 
was all smiles in a minute, sunk down on a settee, 
held out his hand to the perfumer, and began confi- 
dedtially discoursing with him. 

“ Such a dinner. Tiny my boy,” said he ; “ such 
prime fellows to eat it, too ! Billingsgate, Vauxhall, 
Cinqbars, Buff of the Blues, and half a dozen more of 
the best fellows in town. And what do you think the 
dinner cost a head ? I ’ll wager you ’ll never guess.” 

“ Was it two guineas a head ? — In course I mean 
without wine,” said the genteel perfumer. 

“ Guess again ! ” 

“ Well, was it ten guineas a head ? I ’ll guess any 
sum you please,” replied Mr. Eglantine : “ for I know 
that when you nobs are together, you don’t spare your 
money. • I myself, at the ‘ Star and Garter,’ at Eich- 
mond, once paid — ” 

“ Eighteenpence ? ” 

“ Heighteenpence, sir ! — I paid five-and-thirty shil- 
lings per ’ead. I ’d have you to know that I can act 
as a gentleman as well as any other gentleman, sir,” 
answered the perfumer with much dignity. 
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“Well, eighteenpence was what we paid, and not 
a rap more upon my honor.” 

“Nonsense, you’re joking. The Marquis of Bill- 
ingsgate dine for eighteenpence ? Why, hang» it, if 
I was a marquis, I ’d pay a tlve-pound note for ^ny 
•lunch.” 

“ Vou little know the person. Master Eglantine,” 
replied the Captain, with a smile of contemptuous 
superiority*; “ you little know the real man of fash- 
ion, my good fellow. Simplicity, sir, — simplicity ’s 
the characteristic of the real gentleman, and so I ’ll 
tell you what we had for dinner.” 

“ Turtle and venison, of course : — no nob dines 
without them.” 

* “ Psha ! we ’re sick of ’em ! We had pea-soup and 

boiled tripe! What do you think of that? We 
had sprats and herrings, a*bullock’s heart, a baked 
shoulder of mutton and potatoes, pig’s-fry and Irish 
stew. I ordered the dinner, sir, and got more credit 
for inventing it than they fiver gave to tide or Soyer. 
The Marquis was in ecstasies, the Earl devoured half 
a bushel of sprats, and if the Viscount is not laid up 
with a surfeit of bullock’s heart, my name’s not 
Howard Walker. Billy, as I call him, was in the 
chair, and gave my health; and what do you think 
the rascal proposed ? ” 

“ What did his loixlship propose ? ” 

“That every man present should subscribe two- 
pence, and pay for my share of the dinUfir. By 
Jove 1 it is true, and the money was handed to me 
in a pewter-pot, of which they also begged to make 
me a present. We afterwards went to Tom Spring’s, 
firom Tom’s to the ‘ Finish,’ from the ‘ Finish ’ to the . 
watch-house — that \%,'they did, — and sent for me, 
just as I was getting into bed, to bail them all out.” 
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They ^re happy dogs, those young noblemen/^ said 
Mr. Eglantine j nothing but pleasure from morning 
tfll night; no affectation neither, — no hot are ; but 
manly, downright, straightforward good fellows.^’ 

Should you like to meet them, Tiny my boy ? 
said the Captain, 

If I did, sir, I hope I should show myself to be 
the gentleman,” answered Mr. Eglantim^ 

‘‘ Well, you shcdl meet them, and Lady Billings- 
gate shall order her perfumes at your shop. We are 
going to dine, next week, all our set, at mealy-faced 
Bob’s, and you shall be my guest,” cried the Captain, 
slapping the delighted artist on the back. And now, 
my boy, tell me how you spent the evening.” 

At my club, sir,” answered Mr. Eglantine, blush-* 
ing rather. 

What ! not at the play with the lovely black-eyed 
Miss — What is her name. Eglantine ? ” 

Never mind her name. Captain,” replied Eglan- 
tine, partly from prudence and partly from shame. 
He had not the heart to own it was Crump, and he 
did not care that the Captain should know more of 
his destined bride. 

You wish to keep the five thousand to yourself — 
eh, you rogue ? ” responded the Captain, with a good- 
humored air, although exceedingly mortified ; for, to 
say . the truth, he had put himself to the trouble of 
telling the above long story of the dinner, and of 
promising to introduce Eglantine to the lords, solely 
that he might elicit from that gentleman’s good- 
humor some further paiticulars regarding the young 
lady with the billiard-ball eyes. It was for the very 
same reason, too, that he had made the attempt at 
reconciliation with Mr. Mossrose which had just so 
signally failed. Nor would the reader, did he know 
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Mr. W. better, at all require to have the above ex- 
planation ; but as yet we are only at the first chapter 
of his history, and who is to know what the* heroes 
motives can be unless we take the trouble to 
explain ? 

Well, the little, dignified answer of the worthy 
dealer in bergamot, Never mind her name, Cap-> 
tarn ! threw the gallant Captain quite aback; and 
though he sat for a quarter of an hour longer, and 
was exceedingly kind ; and though he threw out some 
skilful hints, yet the perfumer was quite uncoinjuer- 
able ; or, rather, he was too frightened to tell : the 
poor, fat, timid, easy, good-natured gentleman was 
always the prey of rogues, — panting and floundering 
in one rascal’s snare or another’s. He had the dis- 
simulation, too, which timid men have ; and felt the 
presence of a victimizer as a hare does of ,a grey- 
hound. Now he would be quite still, now he would 
double, and now he would run, and then came the 
end. He knew, by his sure instinct of fear, that the 
Captain had, in asking these questions, a scheme 
against him, and so he was cautious, and trembled, 
and doubted. And oh ! how he thanked his stars 
when Lady Grogmore’s chariot drove up, with the 
Misses Grogniore, who wanted their hair dressed, 
and were going to a breakfast at three o’clock! 

I ’ll look in again, Tiny,” said the Captain, on 
hearing the summons. 

Captain,” replied the other: ‘Hhank 
and went into the lady’s studio with a. heavy heart. 

Get out of the way, you infernal villain ! ” roared 
the Captain, with many oaths, to Lady Grogmore’s 
large footman, with ruby-colored tights, who was 
standing inhaling the ten thousand perfumes of the 
shop; and the latter, moving away in great terror, 
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the gallant ag^nt passed out, quite heedless of the 
grin of Mr. Mossrose. 

Walker was in a fury at his want of success, and 
walked down Bond Stw^et in a fury. “ I vnll know 
where the girl lives ! ’’ swore he. 1 ’ll spend a five- 
pound note, by Jove ! rather tluiii not know where 
she lives ! ” 

That you would — I know you would ! said a 
little grave low voice, all of n sudden, /by his side. 
‘Q^ooh! what’s money to you?” 

Walker looked down ; it was Tom Dale. 

Who in London did not know litth^ Tom Dale ? He 
had cheeks like an api)h‘, and his hair curled every 
morning, ancl a little blue stock, and always two new 
magazines under his arm, and an umbrella and a 
little brown frock-coat, and big S(piarc-toed shoes with 
which he went jwpinnrj down the street. He was 
everywhere at once. Everylnxly met him every day, 
and he knew everything that everybody ever did ; 
though nobody ever knew what he did. He was, they 
say, a hundred years old, and had never dined at his 
own charge once in those hundred years. He looked 
like a figure out of a wax-work, with glassy, clear, 
meaningless eyes : he always spoke with a grin ; he 
knew what you had for dinner the day before he met 
you, and wliat everybody had had for dinner for a 
century back almost. He was the receptable of all 
the scandal of all the world, from Bond Street to 
Bread Street ; he knew all the authors, all the actors, 
all the notorieties ” of the town, and the private 
histories of each. That is, he never knew anything 
really, but supplied deficiencies of truth and memory, 
with ready-cjoined, never-failing lies. He was the 
most benevolent man in the universe, and never saw 
you without telling you everything most cruel of your 
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neighbor, and when he left you he vent to do the 
same kind turn by yourself. 

Pooh ! what ’s money to you, my dear boy ? said, 
little Tom Dale, who had just come out of Ebers’s, 
where he had been filching an opera-ticket. ‘‘You 
make it in bushels in the City, you know* you do —in 
thousands. I saw you go into Eglantine’s. Pine 
business that ; finest in London. Five-shilling cakes 
of soap, my dear boy. I can’t wash with such. 
Thousands a year that man has made — has n’t he ? ” 

“Upon my word, Tom, I don’t know,” says the 
Captain. 

“ You not know ? Don’t tell me. You know every.* 
thing — you agents. You know he makes five thou- 
sand a year, — ay, and might make ten, but you know 
why he don’t.” 

“ Indeed I don’t.” • 

“Nonsense. Don’t humbug a poor old fellow like 
me, Jews — Amos — fifty per cent, ay ? Wliy can’t 
he get his money from a good Christian?” 

“I have heard something of tliat sort,” said 
Walker, laughing. “Why, by Jove, Tom, you know 
everything ! ” 

“ You know everything, my dear boy. You know 
what a rascally trick that opera creature served him, 
poor fellow. Cashmere shawls — Storr and Morti- 
mer’s — Star and Garter. Much better dine quiet off 
pea-soup and sprats, — ay ? His betters have, as you 
know very well.” 

“ Pea-soup and sprats ! What ! have you heard of 
that already ? ” 

“ Who bailed Lord Billingsgate, ay, you rogue ? ” 
and here Tom gave a knowing and almost demoniacal 
grin. “ Who would n’t go to the ‘ Finish ’ ? Who had 
the piece of plate presented to him filled with sover- 
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eigns ? And you deserved it, my dear boy — you 
deserved it. They said it was only halfpence, but 1 
kpow better ! ” and here Tom went off in a cough. 

“X say, Tom,” cried Walker, inspired with a 
sudden thought, “ you, who know everything, and are 
a theatrical man, did you ever know a Miss Delaney, 
an actress ? ” 

“At ‘ Sadler’s Wells ’ in ’16 ? Of course I did. Real 
name was Budge. Lord Slapper admired her very 
much, my dear boy. She married a man by the name 
of Crump, his Lordship’s black footman, and brought 
him five thousand pounds ; and they keep the ‘ Boot- 
jack ’ public-house in Bunker’s Buildings, and they ’ve 
got fourteen children. Is one of them handsome, eh, 
you sly rogue, — and is it that which you will give 
five pounds to know ? God bless you, my dear, dear 
bdy. Jones, my dear friend, how are you ? ” 

And now, seizing on Jones, Tom Dale left Mr. 
Walker alone, and proceeded to pour into Mr. Jones’s 
ear an account of the individual whom he had just 
quitted ; how he was the best fellow in the world, and 
Jones knew it ; how he \yas in a fine way of making 
his fortune ; how he had been in the Fleet many 
times, and how he was at this moment employed in 
looking out for a young lady of whom a certain 
great marquis (whom Jones knew very well too) had 
expressed an admiration. 

But for these observations, which he did not hear, 
Captain Walker, it may be pronounced, did not care. 
His eyes brightened up, he marched quickly and 
gayly away ; and turning into his own chambers op- 
posite Eglantine’s shop, saluted that establishment 
with a grin of triumph. “ You would n’t tell me her 
name, would n’t you ? ” said Mr. Walker. “ Well, the 
luck 's with me now, and here goes.’’ 
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Two days after, as Mr. Eglantine, with white gloves 
and a case of eau-de-Cologne as a present in his 
pocket, arrived at the Bootjack Hotcl,’^ Little Blin- 
ker’s Buildings, Berkeley Square (for it must qut — 
that was the place in which Mr. Crump’s inn was 
situated), he paused for a moment at*the threshold 
of the little house of entertainment, and listened, 
with beating heart, to the sound of delicious music 
that a wel^known voice was uttering within. 

The moon was playing in silvery brightness down 
the gutter of the humble street. A “ helper,” rubbing 
down one of Lady Smigsmag’s carriage-horses, even 
paused in his whistle to listen to the strain. Mt. 
Tressle’s man, who had been professionally occupied, 
ceased his tap-tap upon the coffin which he was get- 
ting in readiness. The greengrocer (there is always 
a greengrocer in those narrow streets, and he go'es 
out in white Berlin gloves as a supernumerary foot- 
man) was standing charmed at his little green gate : 
the cobbler (there is always a cobbler too) was drunk, 
as usual, of evenings, but, with unusual subordination, 
never sung except when the refrain of the ditty ar- 
rived, when he hiccupped it forth with tipsy loyalty ; 
and Eglantine leaned against the checkers painted on 
the doorside under the name of Crump, and looked at 
the red illumined curtain of the bar, and the vast, 
well-known shadow of Mrs. Crump’s turban within. 
Now and again the shadow of that worthy matron’s 
hand would be seen to grasp the shadow of a bottle ; 
then the shadow of a cup would rise towards the 
turban, and still the strain proceeded. Eglantine, I 
say, took out his yellow bandanna, and brushed the 
beady drops from his brow, and laid the contents of 
his white kids on his heart, and sighed with ecstatic 
sympathy. The song began, — 
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Come to the greenwood tree,^ 

Come where the dark woods be, 

Dearest, 0 come with me ! 

Let us rove — O my love — O my love ! 

O my-y love 1 

{Drunken Cobbler without) — O my-y love 1 

Beast I says Eglantine. 

“ Come — ’t is the moonlight hourg 
Dew is oil leaf and flower, * 

Come to the linden bower, — 

Let us rove — O my love — 0 my love ! 

Let us To*<3-ove, lurlurliety ; yes, we Ml rove, lurluiiiety, 

• Through the gro-o-ove, lurlurliety — lurlurli-e-i-e-i-e-i 1 
( Gobbler as usual) — Let us ro-o-ove,” etc. 

You here ? ” says another individual, coming 
clinking up the street, in a military-cut dress-coat, the 
buttons whereof shone very bright in the moonlight. 

You here, Eglantine ? — You he always here.’’ 

Hush, Woolsey,” said Mr. Eglantine to his rival 
the tailor (for he was the individual in question) ; 
and Woolsey, accordingly, put his back against the 
opposite door-post and checkers, so that (with poor 
Eglantine’s bulk) nothing much thicker than a sheet 
of paper could pass out or in. And thus these two 
amorous caryatides kept guard as the song con- 
tinued : — 

“ Dark is the wood, and wide, 

Dangers, they say, betide ; 

• ' But, at my Albert’s side, 

Nought I fear, O my love — O my love ! 

“ Welcome the greenwood tree, 

Welcome the forest tree, 

Dearest, with thee, with thee, 

Nought I fear, O my love — O ina-a-y love! ” 

^ The words of this song are copyright, nor will the cH)py right 
be sold for leas than twopence-halfpenny. 
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Eglantine’s fine eyes were filled with tears as Mor- 
giana passionately uttered the above beautiful words. 
Little Woolsey’s eyes glistened, as he clenched hjs 
fist with an oath, and said, “ Show me any sin^ng 
that can beat that. Cobbler, shut your mouth, or I ’ll 
break your head ! ” 

But the cobbler, regardless of the threat, continued 
to perform the “ Lurlurliety,” with great accuracy ; 
and when tliat was ended, both on his part and Mor- 
giana’s, a rapturous knocking of glasses was heard in 
the little bar, then a- great clapping of bands, and 
finally, somebody shouted “ Brava ! ” • 

“ Brava ! ” 

At that word Eglantine turned deadly pale, then 
gave a start, then a rush forward, which pinned, or 
rather cushioned, the tailpr against the wall j then 
twisting himself abruptly, round, he sprung to the 
door of the bar, and bounced into that apartment. 

“ How are you, my nosegay ? ” exclaimed the same 
voice which had shouted “Brava.” It was that of 
Captain Walker. 

At ten o’clock the next morning, a gentleman, with 
the King’s button on his military coat, walked ab- 
ruptly into Mr. Eglantine’s shop, and, turning on Mr. 
Mossrose, said, “ Tell your master I want to see him.” 

“ He ’s in his studio,” said Mr. Mossrose. 

“ Well, then, fellow, go and fetch him ! ” 

And Mossrose, thinking it must be the Lord Cham- 
berlain, or Doctor Prsetorius at least, walked into the 
studio, where the perfumer was seated in a very 
glossy old silk dressing-gown, his fair hair hanging 
over his white face, his double chin over his, flaccid, 
whity-brown shirt-collar, his pea-green slippers on 
the hob, and, on the fire, the pot of chocolate which 
was simmering for his breakfast. A lazier fellow 
than poor Eglantine it would be hard to find j where- 
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as, on the contrary, Woolsey was always up and 
brushed, spick-and-span, at seven o’clock; and had 
"‘^one through his books, and given out the work for 
thft journeymen, and eaten a hearty breakfast of 
rashers of bacon, before Eglantine had put the usual 
pound of grease to his hair (his fingers were always 
as damp and shiny as if he had them in a pomatum- 
pot), and arranged his figure for the day. 

“ Here ’s a gent wants you in the simp,” says Mr. 
Mossrose, leaving the door of communication wide 
open. 

“ Say I ’m in bed, Mr. Mossrose ; I ’m out of sper- 
‘rets, and really can see noliody.” 

“ It ’e some one from Vindsor, I think ; he ’s got the 
royal button,” says Mossrose. 

“ It ’s me — Woolsey,” shouted the little man from 
the shop. 

Mr. Eglantine at this jumped up, made a rush to 
the door leading to his private apartment, and dis- 
appeared in a twinkling. But it must not be imagined 
that he fled in order to avoid Mr. Woolsey. He only 
went away for one minute just to put on his belt, for 
he was ashamed to be seen without it by his rival. 

This iH’ing assumed, and his toilet somewhat ar- 
ranged, Mr. Woolsey was admitted into his private 
room. And Mossrose would have heard every word 
of the conversation between those two gentlemen, 
had not Woolsey, opening the door, suddenly pounced 
on the asistant, taken him by the collar, and told him 
to disappear altogether into the shop : which Moss- 
rose did ; vowing he would have his revenge. 

The subject on which Woolsey had come to treat 
was an important' one. “Mr. Eglantine,” says he, 
“there’s ho use disguising from one another that 
we aw both of us in love with Miss Morgiana, and 
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that our chances up to this time have been pretty 
equal. But that Captain whom you introduced, like 
an ass as you were — ” 

An ass, Mr. Woolsey ? I ^d have you to kn(?w, 
sir, that I ’in no more a hass than you are, sir ; and as 
for introducing the Captain, I did no such thing.” 

Well, well, he ^s got a-poaching into our preserves 
somehow. He’s evidently sweet upon the young 
woman, and *fs a more fashionable chap than either 
of us two. We must get him out of the house, sir 
— we must circumweht him ; and Mr. Eglan- 

tine, will be time enough for you and me to try 
which is the best man.” 

“JSe the best man!” thought Eglantine; ^^the 
little, bald, unsightly tailor-creature ! A man with 
no more soul than his sinoothing-hiron ! ” The per- 
fumer, as may be imagined, did not utter this senti- 
ment aloud, but expressed himself quite willing to 
enter into any hamimhle arrangement, by which the 
new candidate for Miss Crump’s favor must be 
thrown over. It was,, accordingly, agreed between 
the two 'gentlemen that they should coalesce against 
the common enemy ; that they should, by reciting 
many perfectly well-founded stories in the Captain’s 
disfavor, influence the minds of Miss Crump’s par- 
ents, and of herself, if possible, against this wolf 
in sheep’s clothing; and that, when they were once 
fairly rid of him, each should be at liberty, as before, 
to prefer his own claim. 

“I have thought of a subject,” said the little tailor^ 
turning very red, and hemming and hawing a great 
deal. ‘^I’ve thought, I say, of a pint, which may 
be resorted to with advantage at the present juncture, 
and in which each of us may be useful to the other. 
An exchange, Mr. Eglantine ; do you take ? ” 
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you mean an accommodation-bill ? said Eglan- 
tine, whose mind ran a good deal on that species of 
S^mhange, 

^Pooh, nonsense, sir! The name of our firm is, 
I flatter myself, a little more up in the market than 
some other people’s names.” 

^^Do you mean to insult the name of Archibald 
Eglantine, sir ? I ’d have you to know that at three 
months — ” • 

^‘Nonsense!” says Mr. Woolsey, mastering his 
emotion. There ’s no use a-quarrelliiig, Mr. E. : 
we ’re not in love with each other, I know that. 
You wish me hanged, or as good, I know that ! ” 
Indeed I don’t, sir ! ” 

‘^You do, sir; I tell you, you do ! and what’s more, 
I wish the same to you — transported, at any rate ! 
6ut as two sailors, when a boat ’s a-sinking, though 
they hate each other ever so much, will help and bale 
the boat out; so, sir, let us act: let us be the two 
sailors.” 

<‘Bail, sir?” said Eglantine, as usual mistaking 
the drift of the argument. ‘^I’ll bail no man! If 
you’re in difficulties, I think you had better go to 
your senior partner, Mr. Woolsey.” And Eglantine’s 
cowardly little soul was filled with a savage sj^isfac- 
tion to think that his enemy was in distress, and 
actually obliged to come to hirii for succor. 

‘^You’re enough to make Job swear, you great fat 
stupid lazy old barber!” roared Mr. Woolsey, in a 
fury. 

Eglantine jumped up and made for the bell-rope. 
The gallant little tailor laughed. 

There ’s no need to call in Betsy,” said he. I ’m 
not a-going to eat you, Eglantine ; you ’re a bigger 
man than me; if you were just to fall on me, you’d 
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smother me ! Just sit still on the sofa and listen to 
reason.^^ 

“Well, sir, pro-ceed,’’ said the barber with a gasp. 4 
“Now, listen! Wliat^s the darling wish of yeHr 
heart ? I know it, sir ! you We told it to Mr. Tressle, 
sir, and other gents at the club. The darling wish of 
your heart, sir, is to have a slap-up coat turned out of 
the ateliers of Messrs. Linsey, Woolsey, and Company. 
You said yoif M give twenty guineas for one of our 
coats, you know you did ! Lord Bolsterton a fatter 
man than you, and look what a figure we turn ki??t 
out. Can any linn in England dress Lord Bolsterton 
but us, so as to make his lordship look decent? 1' 
defy ’em, sir ! We could have given Daniel Lambert 
a figure ! ” 

“If I want a coat, sir,” says Mr. Eglantine, “and 
I don’t deny it, there ’s some people want a head of 
hair / ” • 

“That’s the very point I was coaling to,” said the 
tailor, resuming the violent bliisli which was men- 
tioned as having suffused his countenance at the 
beginnin’g of the conversation. “ Let us l^tve terms 
of, mutual accommodation. Make me a wig, Mr. 
Eglantine, and though I never yet cut a yard of cloth 
except^ for a gentleman, I ’ll pledge you my word I ’ll 
make you a coat.” ^ 

“ Will you, honor bright ? ” says Eglantine. 

“ Honor bright,” says the tailor. “ Look ! ” and in 
an instant he drew from his pocket one of those* slips 
of parchment which gentlemen of his profession 
carry, and putting Eglantine into the proper position, 
began to take the i)reliminary observations. He felt 
Eglantine’s heart thump with happiness as his meas- 
ure passed over that soft part of the perfumer’s 
pei^on. 
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Then pulling down the window-blind, and looking 
that the door was locked, and blushing still moro 
^ieeply than ever, the tailor seated himself in an arm- 
cnSir towards which Mr. Eglantine beckoned him, 
and, taking off his black wig, exposed his head to the 
gjreat perrnquier’s gaze. Mr. Eglantine looked at it, 
■measured it, manipulated it, sat for three minutes 
with his head in his hand and his elbow on his knee 
gazing at the tailor’s cranium with all^ his might, 
walked round it twice or thrice, and then said, “ It ’s 
enough, Mr. Woolsey. Consider the job as done. 
And now, sir,” said he, with a greatly relieved air — - 
*“ and now, Woolsey, let us ’ave a glass of cura§oa to 
celebrate this hauspicious meeting.” 

The tailor, however, stiffly rejdied that he never 
drank in a morning, and left the room without offer- 
ing to shake Mr. Eglantine by the hand : for he 
despised that gentleman very heartily, and himself, 
too, for coming to any compromise with him, and for 
so far demeaning himself iis to make a coat for a 
barber. 

Looking from his chambers on the other side of 
the street, that inevitable Mr. Walker saw the tailor 
issuing from the perfumer’s shop, and was at no loss 
to guess that something extraordinary must be in pro- 
gress when #Wo such bitter enemies met together. 



CHAPTER III. 


WBAT CAME OF MB. WALKBR’h D18C0VBB7 OF 
THE BOOTJACK.” 

It is very easy to state how the Captain came 
to take up that proud position at the “Bootjack” 
which we have seen him occupy on the evening when 
the sound of the fatal “brava” so astonished Mr. 
Eglantine. 

The mere entry into the establishment was, of 
course, not difficjlli Any person by simply uttering 
the words, “ A pint of beer,” was free of the “ Boot- 
jack ; ” and it was some such watchword that Howard 
Walker employed when he made his first appearance. 
He requested to be shown into a parlor where he 
might ropose himself for a while, and was ushered 
into that very sanctum where the “Kidney Club” 
met. Then he stated that the beer was the best he 
bad ever tasted, except in Bavaria, and in some parts 
of Spain, he added ; and professing to be extremely 
« peckish,” requested to know if there were any cold 
meat in the bouse whereof he could make a dinner. 

“I don’t usually dine at this hour, landlord, said 
he, flinging down a half-sovereign for payment of the 
beer ; ** but your parlor looks so comfortable and the 
Windsor chairs are so snug, that I ’m sure I could not 
dine better at the first club in London.” 

“ Om of the first clubs in London is held in this 
very room,” said Mr. CrttuStp, very well pleased} <‘and 
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attended by some of the best gents in town, too. We 
call it the ‘Kidney Club.'” 

Why,*bleB8 my soul ! it is the very club my friend 
E^ntiue has so often talked to me about, and at- 
tended by some of the tip-top tradesmen of the 
^tropOlis ! ” 

’! “There's better men here than Mr. Eglantine,” 
replied Mr. Crump ; “ though he 's a good man — I 
don’t say he’s not a good man — but there .'s better. 
Mr. Clinker, sir 5 Mr. Woolsey, of the house of Linsey, 
Woolsey and Co — ” 

“The great army-clothiers!” cried Walker; “the 
’first house in town ! ” and so continued, with exceed- 
ing urbanity, holding conversation with Mr. Crump, 
until the honest landlord retired delighted, and told 
Mrs. Crump in the Imr that there was a tip-top swell 
in the “ Kidney ” parlor, who was a-going to have his 
dinner there. 

Fortune favored the brave Captain in every way. 
It was just Mr. Crump’s own dinner-hour; and on 
Mrs. Crump stepping into the parlor to ask the guest 
whether he would like a slice of the joint to which 
the family were about to sit down, fancy that lady’s 
start of astpuishment at recognizing Mr. Eglantine’s 
facetious friend of the day before. The Captain at 
once demanded permission to partake of the joint at 
the family table ; the lady could not with any great 
reason deny this request; the Captain was inducted 
into thb bar ; and Miss Crump, who always came 
down late for dinner, was even more astonished than 
her mamma on beholding the occupier of the fourth 
place at the table; . Had she expected to see the fas- 
cinating stranger. SO soon again? 1 think she had. 
Her big eyes atdd much, as, furtively looking up at 
Mr. Wear’s laae,.'^y caught hie looks; and then 
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bouncing down again towards her plate, pretended to 
be very busy in looking at the boiled beef and carrots 
there displayed. She bluslied far redder than tho^ 
carrots, but her shining ringlets hid her confus^n 
together with her lovely face. 

Sweet Morgiana ! the billiard-ball eyes had a tr,f"- 
mendous effect on the Captain. They fell plump, as 
it were, into the pocket of liis heart; and he gallantly 
proposed to treat the company to a bottle of cliain- 
pagne, which was accepted without much difficulty. 

Mr. Crump, under pretence of going to the cellar 
(where he said he had some cases of the finest cham- 
pagne in Europe), called Dick, the boy, to him, and 
despat(died him with all spcnnl to a wine-merchant^s, 
where a couple of bottles of the li(pior were procured. 

Bring up two bottles, Mr. C.,’^ Captain Walker 
gallantly said when Crump made his move, as it were, 
to the cellar ; and it may be imagined after the two 
bottles were drunk (of which Mrs. Crump took at 
least nine glasses to her share), how hapi)y, merry, 
and confidential the whole party had become. Crump 
told his story of the Bootjacjk,” and whose boot it 
had drawn ; the former Miss Delaney expatiated on 
her past theatrical life, and the pictures hanging 
round the room. Miss was equally communicative ; 
and, in short, the Captain had all the secrets of the 
little family in his possession ere sunset. He knew 
that Miss cared little for either of her suitors, about 
whom mamma and papa had a little quarreL He 
heard Mrs. Crump talk of Morgiana^s property, and 
fell more in love with her than ever. Then came tea, 
the luscious crumpet, the quiet game at cribbage, and 
the song — the song which poor Eglantine heard, and 
which caused Woolsey^s rage and his despair. 

At the close of the evening the tailor was in a 
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greater rage, and the perfumer in greater despair than 
ever. He had made his little present of eaivde- 
C'^ogne. Oh fie ! says the Captain, with a horscv 
lau^h, it smells of the shop ! ’’ He taunted the tailor 
about his wig, and the honest fellow had only an oath 
to 'give by way of repartee. He told his stories about 
his club and his lordly friends. Wliat cliance had 
eitlier against the all-accomplished Howard Walker? 

Old Crump, with a good innate sense ‘ot* right and 
wrong, hated the man ; Mrs. Crump did not feel (piite 
at her ease regarding him ; but Morgiana thought him 
the most delightful person the world (iV(M* produced. 

Eglantine’s usual morning costuim^ was a blue satin 
neck-cloth embroidered witli butterflies and orna- 
mented with a brandy-ball brooch, a light shawl 
waistcoat, and a rhubarb-colored coat of the sort 
which, 1 believe, are called Taglionis, and which have 
no waist-buttons, and make a prcteiu'e, as it were, to 
have no waists, but are in reality adopted by tlie fat 
in order to give them a waist. Nothing easier for an 
obese man than to have a waist : he has but to pinch 
his middle part a little and the very fat on either side 
pushed violently forward vmlces a waist, as it were, 
and our worthy perfumer’s figure was that of a bolster 
cut almost in two with a string. 

Walker presently saw him at his shoxMloor grinning 
in this costume, twiddling his ringlets with his dumpy 
greasy fingers, glittering with oil and rings, and look- 
ing so’exceedingly contented and happy that the estate- 
agent felt assured some very satisfactory conspiracy 
had been planned between the tailor and him. How 
was Mr. Walker to learn what the scheme was ? Alas ! 
the poor fellow’s vanity and delight were such, that 
he could not keep silent as to the cause of his satis- 
faction, and rather than not mention it at all, in the 



60 


MEN'S WIVES. 


fulness of his heart he would have told his secret to 
Mr. Mossrose himself. 

‘^When 1 get my coat,” thought the Bond Str^t 
Alnaschar, I ^11 hire of Snaffle that easy-going cream- 
colored \)ss that he bought from Astley^s and I ’ll 
c*anter through the Park, and ivoti^t I pass throu'gh 
Little Bunker’s Buildings, that’s all? I’ll wear my'" 
gray trousers with the velvet stripe down the side, and 
get my spurs lacquered up, and a French polish to my 
boot; and if I don’t do for the Captain and the tailor 
too, my name ’s not Archibald. And I know what I ’ll 
do : I ’ll hire the small Clarence, and invite the 
Crumps to dinner at the ‘ Gar and Starter ’ ” (this was 
his facetious way of calling the Star and Garter ”), 

“ and I ’ll ride by them all the way to Kichmond. 
It ’s rather a long ride, but with Snaffle’s soft saddle 
I can do it 2 )retty easy, I dare say.” And so the hon- 
est fellow built castles upon castles in the air ; and 
the last most beautiful vision of all was Miss Crump 
^Gn white satting, with a horange flower in her ’air,” 
putting him in possession of her lovely ’and before 
the haltar of St. George’s, ’Anover Square.” As for 
Woolsey, Eglantine determined that he should liave 
the best wig his art could produce ; for he had not 
the least fear of his rival. 

These points then being arranged to the poor fellow’s 
satisfaction, what does he do but send out for half a 
quire of pink note-paper, and in a filigree envelope 
despatch a note of invitation to the ladies at the 
Bootjack : ” — 


Bower Of Bloom, Bono Street, 
“Thursday. 

** Mr. Archibald Eglantine presents his compliments to Mrs. 
and Miss Crump, and requests the honor and pleamre ot‘ 
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their company at the ‘ Star and Garter ’ at Richmond to an 
early dinner on Sunday next. 

If agreeable^ Mr. Eglautine^» carriage will he at your door at 
thil\e o’clock, and 1 propose to accompany them on horsebac^k 
if agreeable likewise.” 

This note was sealed with yellow wax, and sent to 
its destination; and of course Mr. Eglantine went 
himself for the answer in the evening : and of course 
he told tlfe ladies to look out for a certain »he\v coat he 
was going to sport on Sunday ; and of course Mr. 
Walker happens to (jail the next day with spare tickets 
for Mrs. Crump and her daughter, when the whole se- 
cl'et was laid bare to liim, — how the ladies were go- 
ing to Richmond on Sunday in Mr. Snafiie’s Clarence 
and how Mr. Eglantine was to ride l)y their side. 

Mr. Walker did not keep horses of his own ; his 
ma,gnifieent friends at the Regent ’’ had plenty in 
their stables, and some of tliese w(*re at livery at the 
establishment of the Captain’s old college ” com- 
panion, Mr. Snaffle. It was easy, therefore, for the 
Captain to renew his acquaintance with that individual. 
So, hanging on tlie arm of my Lord Vauxhall, 
Captain Walker next day made his appi*arance at 
Snaffle’s livery-stables, and looked at the various 
horses there for sale or at bait, and soon managed, by 
putting some facetious (juestioiis .to Mr. Snaffle regard- 
ing the Kidney Club,” etc., to place himself on a 
friendly footing with that gentleman, and to learn 
from him what horse Mr. Eglantine was to ride on 
Sunday. 

The monster Walker had fully determined in his 
mind that Eglantine should fall off that horse in the 
(K)urse of his Sunday’s ride. 

‘^That siug’lar haiiiinal,” said Mr. Snaffle, pointing 
to the old horse, ‘‘ is the celebrated llemperor that 



62 


MEN*S WIVES. 


was the wonder of Hastley^s some years back, sCnd was 
parted with by Mr. Ducrow honly because his feeliii’s 
would n^t allow him to keep him no longer after the 
death of the first Mrs. T)., who invariably rode jkim. 
I bought him, thinking that p’raps ladies and Cock- 
ney bucks might like to ride liim (for his haction is 
wonderful, and he canters like a Imrm-chair) ; but 
he ’s not safe on any djiy exce])t Sundays. 

And wh^ ’s that ? ” asked Captain Walker. Why 
is he safer on Sundays than other days ? ” 

Because there *s no music in the streets on Sundays. 
The first gent that rode him found himself dancing a 
quadrille in Ifupper Brook Street to an hirdy-gurdy 
that was playing ‘Cherry Ripe,’ such is the natur of 
the hanimal. And if you reklcct the play of tlie 
‘Battle of Iloysterlitz,’ in which Mrs. 1). hacted Hlie 
female hussar,’ you may reimmiber liovv she and the 
horse died in the third act to tlu^ toon of ‘God pre- 
serve the Emperor,’ from which this horse took his 
name. Only play that toon to him, and he roars his- 
self up, beats the hair in time with his forelegs, and 
then sinks gently to the ground as thougli he were 
carried oif by a cannon-ball. Ho served a lady hoppo- 
site Hapsley Ouse so one day, and since then I ’ve never 
let him out to a friend except on Sunday, when, in 
course, there’s no danger. Ilcglantino is a friend of 
mine, and of course I would n’t i)ut the poor fellow on 
a hanimal I could n’t trust.” 

After a little more conversation, my lord and his 
friend quitted Mr. Snaffle’s, and as they walked away 
towards the “Regent,” i is lordship might be heard 
shrieking with laughter, crying, “ Capital, by jingo ! 
exthlent ! Dwive down in the dwag ! Take Lungly. 
Worth a thousand pound, by Jove!” and similar 
ejaculations, indicative of exceeding delight. 
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On Saturday morning, at ten o’clock to a moment. 
Mr. Woolsey called at Mr. Eglantine’s with a yellow 
handkerchief under his arm. It contained tlie best 
ap,d handsomest bodycoat that ever gentleman put 
on. Tt fitted Eglantine to a nicety — it did not pincli 
him in the least, and yet it was of so exquisite a cut 
that the perfumer found, as lie gazed delighted in the 
glass, that he looked like a manly, jiortly, high-bred 
gentleman — a lieutenant-colonel in tin;* army, at the 
very least. 

You ’re a full man, Eglantine,” said the tailor, de- 
lighted, too, with his own work; '^but tluit can’t be 
.helped. You look more like Hercules than Falstaff 
now, sir; and if a coat can make a gentleman, a gen- 
tleman you are. Let me recoinnituid you to sink the 
blue cravat, and take the stripes oil your trousers. 
Dress quiet, sir; draw it mild. Plain waistcoat, dark 
trousers, blacik neck -cloth, black hat, and if there ’s a 
tetter-dressed man in Europe to-morrow 1 ’in a Dutcli- 
man.” 

Thank you, Woolsey — thank you, my dear sir,” 
said the charmed perfumer. ‘^And now I’ll just 
trouble you to try on this here.” 

The wig had be(m made with equal skill ; it was 
not in the florid style which Mr. Eglantine loved in 
his own person, but, as the perfumer said, a simple, 
straightforward head of hair. “ It seems as if it had 
grown there all your life, Mr. Woolsey ; nobody would 
tell tljat it was not your nat’ral color ” (Mr. Woolsey 
blushed) — it makes you look ten year younger ; 
and as for that scarecrow yonder, you ’ll never, 1 
think, want to wear that again.” 

Woolsey looked in the glass, and was delighted too. 
The two rivals shook hands and straiglitway became 
friends, and in the overflowing of his heart the per 
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fumer mentioned to the tailor the party which he had 
arranged for the next day, and offered him a seat in 
the carriage and at the dinner at the Star and Gar- 
ter/^ a Would you like to ride ? ’’ said Eglantiji^, 
with rather a consequential air. Snaffle will mount 
you, and we can go one on each side of the ladies, if 
you like.^’ 

But Woolsey humbly said he was not a riding man, 
and gladly ohnsented to take a place in the Clarence 
carriage, provided he was allowed to bear half the 
expenses of the entertainment. This jnoposal was 
agreed to by Mr. Eglantine, and the two gentlemen 
parted to meet once more at the Kidneys ” that 
night, when everybody was edified by the friendly 
tone adopted between them. 

Mr. Snaffle, at the club meeting, made the very 
same proposal to Mr. Woolsey that the perfumer luul 
made ; and stated that as Eglantine was going to ride 
Hemperor, Woolsey, at least, ought to mount too. 
But he was met by the same modest refusal on the 
tailor^s part, who stated that he had never mounted 
a horse yet, and preffured greatly tin* use of a coach. 

Eglantine’s character as a ‘‘swell” rose greatly 
with the club that (wening. 

Two o’(dock on Sunday came: tlie two beaux ar- 
rived punctually at the door to receive the two smiling 
ladies. 

“Bless us, Mr. Eglantine!” said Miss Crump, quite 
struck by him, “ i never saw you look so hai\dsome 
in your life.” He could have flung his arms 
around her neck at the compliment. “ And law, Ma! 
what has happened to Mr. ^ Woolsey ? does n’t he 
look ten years younger than yestenlay ? ” Mamma 
assented, and Woolsey bowed gallantly, and the two 
gentlemen exchanged a nod of hearty friendship. 
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The day was delightful. Eglantine pranced along 
magnificently on liis cantering arm-chair, with his hat 
on one ear, his left hand on his side, and his head 
filing over his shoulder, and throwing under-glances 
at Morgiaiia wlieiitwer the Emperor was in ad- 
vance of tlie Clarence. The Emperor ’’ pricked up 
his ears a little uneasily passing the Ebeiiezer chapel 
in Kiclinioiid, where the congregation were singing a 
hymn, but bejamd this no accidtmt occurred : nor was 
Mr. Eglantine in tlje h^ust stilT or fatigued by tlie 
time the party I'eached Rifdiniojid, wliere he arrived 
time enough to give his ste<Ml into the charge of an 
ostler, and to present his elbow to the ladies as they 
alighted from the (fiareiice (‘.arriage. 

What this jovial party ate for dinner at the ^'Star 
and Garter ” need not here be set down. If they did 
not drink champagne 1 am vinw much mistaken. 
They were as merry as any four i)(‘oi)le in Christen- 
dom ; and between the bewildering attentions of the 
perfumer, and the manly c.ourt<‘sy of the tailor, 
Morgiana very likely forgot tlie gallant Captain, or, 
at least, was very happy in his absence. 

At eight o'cdock they bogan to drive homewards. 

IVon'/: you come into the ^carriage ? ’’ said Morgiana 
to Eglantine, with one of her tenderest looks; “Dick 
can ride the horse. But Archibald was too great a 
lover of e(piestrian exercise. I hu afraid to trust 
anybody on this horse,’’ said he with a knowing look; 
and so he pranced away b}’^ tlie «ide of the little car- 
riage, The moon was brilliant, and, with the aid of 
the gas-lamps, illuminated the whole face of the 
country in a way inexpressibly lively. 

Presently, in the distance, the sweet and plaintive- 
notes of a bugle were heard, and the performer, with 
great delicacy, executed a religious air. ‘‘ Music, too ! 
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heavenly ! said Morgiana, throwing up her eyes to 
the stars. Tlie> music came nearer and nearer, and 
the delight of the (*om})any was only more intense. 
The fly was going at about four miles an hour, t),nd 
the Emperor began cantering to time at the same 
rapid pace. 

^^This must be some gallantry of yours, Mx\ 
Woolsey,” said tlie romanti(*. Morgiana, turning upon 
the gentleman. Mr. Eglantine treated us to the 
dinner, and you have provided us with the inusic.^^ 

Now Woolsey had been a little, a very little, dis- 
satisfied during the course of the evening’s entertain- 
ment, by fancying that Eglantine, a much more 
voluble person than himself, had obtained rather an 
undue share of the ladies’ favor; and as he himself 
paid half of the expenses, he f(dt very much vexed to 
think that the perfumer should take all the credit ©f 
the business to himself. So when Miss Crump asked 
if he had provided the music, he foolishly made an 
evasive re.i)ly to her query, and rather wished her to 
imagine that lie had performed that piece of gallantry. 

If it pleases you^ Miss Morgiana,” sjud this artful 
Schneider, “ what more n^ed any man ask ? would n’t 
I have all Drury Lane ordiesti-a to please you ? ” 

The bugle had by this time arrived quite close to the 
Clarence carriage, and if Morgiana had looked round 
she might have seen whence the music came. Behind 
her came slowly a drag, or private stage-coach, with four 
horses. Two grooms with cockades and folded arms 
were behind ; and driving on the box, a little gentle- 
man with a blue bird’s-eye neck-cloth, and a white coat. 
A bugleman was by his side, who performed the melo- 
dies which so delighted Miss Crump. He played 
very gently a>nd swegtly, and God save the King ” 
trembled so softly out of the brazen orifice of his 
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bugle, that the Crumps, the tailor, and Eglantine 
himself, who was riding close by the carriage, were 
quite charmed and subdued. 

Thank you, dear Mr. Woolsey,^’ said the grateful 
Morgiana; which made Eglantine stare, and Wool s(‘y 
was just saying, “ Really, ujxm my word, 1 ’ve noth- 
ing to do witli it,’^ when the man on the drag-box said 
to the bugleman, Kow ! ’’ 

The bugleman began the tune of — 

Heaven ])reserve our Emperor Fra-an-cis, 

B-uiii tum-ti-tii 111- ti -titti-t i . 

At the sound, the Emperor ’’ reared himself (with a 
roar from Mr. Eglantine) — reared and beat tlie air 
with his fore-paws. Eglantine Hung his arms around 
the beast’s neck, still he k(‘pt beating time with his 
fote-paws. Mrs. Crump screamed ; Mr. Woolsey, 
Dick, the Clarence coachman. Lord Vauxhall (for it 
was he), and his lordsliip’s two grooms, burst into a 
shout of laughter ; Morgiana cries “ Mercy ! mercy ! ” 
Eglantine yells ‘SSto])!’^ — ‘^WoP — '^‘Oh!'' and a 
thousand ejaculations of hideous terror; until, at 
last, down drops the “ Emperor ” stone dead in the 
middle of the road as if carried off by a cannon-ball. ' 
Fancy the situation, ye ca-lldus souls who laugh at 
the misery of humanity, fancy the situation of poor 
Eglantine under the Emperor ! He had fallen 
very easy, the animal lay perfectly quiet, and the 
perfunmr was to all intents and purposes as dead as 
the animal. He had not fainted, but he was immova- 
ble with terror ; he lay in a puddle, and thought it 
was his own blood gushing from him ; and he would 
have lain there until Monday morning, if my lord’s 
grooms, descending, had not dragged him by the coat- 
collars from under the beast, who still lay quiet 
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‘‘ l^lay ‘ Charming Judy Callaghan/ will ye ? ’’ says 
Mr. SiiafHe’s man, th(3.fly“driver ; on which the bugler 
performed that lively air, and up started the horse, 
and the grooms, who were rubbing Mr. Eglantine 
down against a lamp-jmst, invited him to remount. 

But his heart was too broken for that. The ladies 
gladly made room for him in the Clarence. Dick 
mounted ‘‘^Emperor ’’ and rode hoimnvards. ^ The 
drag, too, drove away, playing, “ () dear, what can 
the matter be?^’ and with a scowl of furious hate, 
Mr. Eglantine sat and regarded his rival. His panta- 
loons were split, anrl his coat torn up the back. 

‘‘Are you hurt nimdi, dear Mr. ArcJiibald ? said 
Morgiana, with unaffected compassion. 

“^'-not much,” said the poor fellow, ready to burst 
into tears. 

“ Oh, Mr. Woolsey,” added the good-natured girl, 
“ how could you play such a trick ? ” 

“ U})on my word,” Woolsey began, intending to 
plead innocence ; but the ludicrousuess of the situa- 
tion was once more too much for him, and he burst 
out into a roar of laughter. 

“ You ! you cowardly beast ! ” howled out Eglan- 
tine, now driven to fury, — “ you laugh at me, you 
miserable cretur ! Take tha%y sir ! ” and he fell upon 
him with all his might and wellnigh throttled the 
tailor, and pummelling his eyes, his nose, his ears, 
with inconceivible rapidity, wrenched, finally, his 
wig off his head and filing it into the road. ' 
Morgiana saw that Woolsey had red hair.^ 

1 A French prorerhe furnished the author with the notion of the 
rivalry between the Barber and the Tailor. 
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IN WHICH THE HEROINE HAS A NOMREH MORE 
LOVERS, AND CUTS A VERY DASHING ^•FIOURE IN 
THE WORLD. 

Two years have elaps#tl since the festival at Rich- 
mond, which, begun so peaceably, ended in such gen- 
eral uproar. Morgiana never could be brought to 
pardon Woolsi^y’s red hair, nor to help laughing at 
Eglantine’s disasters, nor could the two gentlemen 
be reconciled to one another. Woolsey, indeed, sent 
a cliallenge to the perfumer to meet him with pistols, 
which the latter declined, saying, justly, tluit trades- 
men had no business with such weapons ; on this the 
tailor proposed to meet him with coats off, and have 
it out like men, in the presence of their friends of 
the ‘^Kidney Club.” The perfumer said he would 
be party to no siudi vulgar transaction; on which, 
Woolsey, exa,s])erat(Hl, inadi^ an oath that he would 
tweak the perfumer’s nose so surely as he ever 
entered the club-room; and tlius.e/?c member of the 
Kidneys ” was compelled to vacate his arm-chair. 
Woolsey himself attended every metting regularly, 
but he did not evince that gayety and good-humor 
which render men’s company agreeable in clubs. On 
arriving, he would order the boy to tell him when 
that scoundrel Eglantine came ; ” and, hanging up his 
hat on a peg, would scowl round the room, and tuck 
up his sleeves very high, and stretch, and shake his 
fingers and wrists, as if getting them ready for that 
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pull of the nose which he intended to bestow upon 
liis rival. So prepared, he would sit down and smoke 
his pipe quite silently, glaring at all, and jumping up, 
and hitching up his coat-sleeves, when any one en- 
tered the room. 

Tlie Kidneys ” did not like this behavior. Clinker 
ceased to come. Bustard, tlie poulterer, ceased to 
come. As for Snaffle, he also disappeared, for Woolsey 
wished to iifaki^ him answerable for the misbehavior of 
Eglantine, and proposed to him the duel which the 
latter had declined. So Hiiaffle went. Presently 
they all went, except the tailor and Tressle, who 
lived down the street, ami these two would sit arid 
puff their tobacco, one on each side of Crimp, the 
landlord, as silent as Indian chiefs in a wigwam. 
There grew to be more and more room for poor old 
Crump in his chair and in his clothes; the ‘^Kid- 
neys were gone, and why should he remain ? One 
Saturday he did not come down to preside at the club 
(as he still fondly called it), and the Saturday follow- 
ing Tressle had made a coffin for him ; and Woolsey, 
with the undertaker by his side, followed to the grave 
the father of the Kidneys.” 

Mrs. Crump was now alone in the world. How 
alone ? ” says some innocent and respected reader. 
Ah ! iny dear sir, do you know so little of human 
nature as not to be aware that, one week after 
the RichinoncJf^ affair, Morgiaha married Captain 
Walker? That did she privately, of course.; and, 
after the ceremony, came tripping back to her parents, 
as young people do in plays, and said, Forgive me, 
dear Pa and Ma, I hii married, and here is my hus- 
band, the Captain ! ” Papa and mamma did forgive 
her, as why should n’t they ? and papa i)aid over her 
fortune Jo her, which she carried horrie delighted to 
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the Captain. This happened several months before 
the demise of old (>rump ; and Mrs. Captain Walkin’ 
was on the Continent witli her Howard when that 
melancholy event took place ; hence Mrs. Crump’s 
loneliness and unprotected condition. Morgiaua had 
not latterly seen much of the old people; how could 
she, moving in her exalted sphere, receive at her gen- 
teel new residence in the Edgeware Epad, the old 
l>ubliean and his wife? ^ 

Being, then, alone in the world, Mrs. Crump could 
not abear she said, to live in the house where she had 
been so respected and hap2)y : so she sold the good- 
will of the “ Boot jack,” and, with the money arising 
from this sale and her own private fortune, being able 
to muster some sixty pounds per annum, retired to 
the neighborhood of her dear old Sadler’s Wells/^ 
where she boarded with one of Mrs. Serle\s forty 
pupils. Her heart was brokem, she fftiid ; but mwer- 
theless, about nine months after Mr. Crun\p’s deatli, 
the wallflowers, nasturtiums, polyanthuses ami con- 
volvnluses began to blossom under her bonnet as 
usual ] in a year she was dressed quite as line as ever, 
and now never missed “The Wells,” or some other 
place of entertainment, one single night, but was as 
regular as the box-keeiier. -Nay, she was a buxom 
widow still, and an old flame of hers, Fisk, so cele- 
brated as pantaloon in Grimaldi’s tiim*, but now doing 
the “ heavy fathers ” at “ The Wells,” proposed to her 
to exebange her name for liis. 

But this proposal the worthy widow declined alto- 
gether. To say truth, she w^as ex(‘eedingly proud of 
her daughter, Mrs. Captain Walker, They did not 
see each other much at flrst; but twery now and then 
Mrs. Crump would pay a visit to the folks in Con- 
naught Square; and on the days when “the Cap 
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taints lady called in the City Koad, there was not a 
single official at The Wells/’ from the first tragedian 
down to the call-boy, who was not made aware of the 
fact. 

It has been said that Morgiana carried home her 
fortune in her own reticule, and smiling placed the 
money in her husband\s lap; and hence the reader may 
imagine, wIk) knows Mr. AValker to be an extremely 
selfish fellow*, that a grcjit scene of ang(‘r must have 
taken place, and many coarse oaths and epithets of 
abuse must have come from him, when he found that 
five hundred pounds was all that his wife had, al- 
though he had expected five tliousand witli her. But,' 
to say the truth, Walker was at this tiim*. almost in 
love with his handsome, rosy, good-humored, simide 
wife. They had made a fortnight’s tour, during which 
they had been exct^edingly Inippy ; and there was 
sometliiiig so frAnk and toiudiing in the way in whi(5h 
the kind civature flung her all into his lap, saluting him 
with a hearty embrace at the same time, and wishing 
that it were a thousand billion billion times more, so 
that her darling Howard miglit enjoy it, that the man 
would have Ixnni a ruffian imhuul could he have found 
it ill his lieart to be angry with her; and so he kissed 
her in return, and patted her on the shining ringlets, 
and then counted over the notes with ratlier a discon- 
solate air, and ended by loijking tlnnn up in his port- 
folio. In fact, she had never deceived him ; Eglantine 
had, and he in return had out-tricked Eglai'itine ; 
and so warm were his affections for Morgiana at this 
time, that, upon my word and lionor, I don’t think he 
repented of his bargain. Besides, five hundred pounds 
in crisp bank-notes was a sum of mom^y such as the 
Captain was not in the liabit of liandling every day ; 
a dashing, sanguine fellow, he fancied there was no 
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end to it, and already thonglit of a dozen ways by 
vvlii(di it should' iiierease and multiply into a plum. 
Woe is me! Has not many a simple soul examined 
live new hundred-pound n(»t(*s in this way, and calcu- 
lated tlnnr j)()wers of duralion and multiplication ! 

This subject, however, is too painful to be dwelt on. 
Let us hear what Walker did with his money. Why, 
he funiislied the ]u)us(* in tlie E(lg(‘ware Road before 
mentioned, he ordered a. ha.n(lsom(‘ s(u*Voice of plate, 
he sported a phaeton and two ponies, he kept a 
couple of smart maids and a. groom foot-boy, — in fact, 
he mounted just siudi a lu'at, unpretending, gentle- 
manlike establishnnuit as beconu's a resp('ctable young 
couple on tlnur outset in life. 1 Ve sown my wild 
oats,” he would say to his acquaintances; a few 
years since, perhaps, 1 would liav(‘ longed to cut a 
dash; but now prudema^ is the word ; and 1 Ve settled 
every farthing of Mrs. Walker’s fifteen thousand on 
lierself.” And the b(^st proof that the world had con- 
fidence in him is the fa(*t, that for the articles of plate, 
(M]uipage, amd furniture, which Inive been mentioned 
a.s being in his j)ossession, he did not |)ay one single 
shilling; and so prudent was he, that but for turn- 
pike's, postage-stamps, and king’s taxes, he hardly had 
o(*(*asion to change a five-pound note of his wife’s 
fortune. 

To t(dl the truth, Mr. Walker had det(‘rmined to 
make his fortuiu'. Ami what is easier in Tjondon ? 
Is not“the share-mark(‘t open to all? Do not Span- 
ish and Coluinbiaai bonds ris(* and fall ? For what 
are eompani(‘S invented but to place thousands in the 
po(tkets of shandiolders a,nd directors? Into thes(i 
commercial [uirsuits the gallant (kiptain now plung(‘d 
with great energy, and made some brilliant hits at 
first starting, and bought and sold so opportunely, 
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that his name began to rise in the City as a capitalist, 
and iniglit be seen in the ])rint(‘(l list of dir(M*tors of 
many excellent and philanthropic,* sclunnes, of whi(di 
there is never any la(*k in London. Business to the 
amount of thousands was done* at Ins ageiu^y ; shaves 
of vast value were bought and sold under his mainigc*- 
ment. How i)oor Mr. Kglant.in(‘ used to hate him and 
envy him, as from tlie door of his emi)orium (the firm 
was Eglantine and Mossrosc* now) he saw the Ca[)- 
taiii daily arrive in his ])ony-[)haeton, and heard of 
the start he had takem in lif(\ 

'riie only rc'gnd- Mrs. Walk(‘r had was that she did 
not enjoy (‘iiough of Iut husbaiurs society. Ilis biisL 
ness calltMl him away all day; his business, too, 
obliged him to leave her of ovemings very frequently 
alone; whilst In* (always in pursuit of business) was 
dining with his great friemds at the club, and drink- 
ing claret and chanijiagne to the sann* end. 

She was a ])erfe(*tly g<)od-naturt*d and simple soul, 
and never mad(‘ him a single* r(*proach ; but when lie 
(!ould pass an ev(‘ning at home with h(*r sin* was de- 
lighted, and wli(‘n b(* could drive with her in tlie 
Park she was hapfiy for a week after. On these oc- 
casions, and in tlu^ fulm*ss of her heart, she* would 
drive to her mother and tell her story. Howard 
drove with me in the Bark yesterday, Mamina;’^ 
^‘Howard has ])romis(‘d to take me to tlui 0])era,” and 
so forth. And that evening the manager, Mr. 
Gawler, the first tragedian, Mrs. Sorle and her forty 
pupils, }dl tlu! box-k<‘epers, bonnet-women — nay, the 
ginger-beer girls themselves at ‘‘The Wells,’' knew 
that Captain and Mrs. Walker were at Kensington 
Gardens, or were to have the Marchioness of Billings- 
gate’s box at the’()j)era. One night — 0 joy of joys ! 
— Mrs* Captain Walker appeared in a private box at 
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‘^Tlie Wells.” That’s she witli the bla(*k ringlets 
and Cashmere shawl, smelling-bottle, and blacdi vcdvet 
gown, and bird of paradise in her hat. Goodness 
gracious ! how they all acted at her, Gawler and all, 
and how happy Mrs. Crump was ! She kissed her 
daughter between all tlie acts, sht* nodded to all her 
friends on the stage, in the sli])s, or in the real wabu'; 
she introduced her daughter, Mrs. (-aptaiu Walker, to 
the box-opener; and Melvil Dehuner^ (the first 
comic), Canterfield (the tyrant), and Jonesini (the 
celebrated Fontarabian Statuescpie), W(u*e all on tlu' 
steps, and shouted for Mrs. Ca})taiu Walker's carriage, 
ajid waved th(‘ir hats, and bowiMl as ih(‘ little pony- 
phaeton drove away. Walker, in bis mustaches, had 
come in at the end of the i>lay, tnnl was not a little 
gratified by the compliments paid to himself and Lady. 

Among the other articles of luxury with which the 
Captain furnished his house we must not omit to 
mention an extremely gra,nd juano, which occupied 
four-fifths of Mrs. Walker’s little back drawing-room, 
and at which sln^ was in the liabit of practising con- 
tinually. All day and all niglit during Walker’s ab- 
sences (and these occurred all night and all day) you 
might hear — the whole street might hear — the voice 
of the lady at No. 23 gurgling, and shaking, and 
(piavering, as ladies do when they jiractise. Th(‘ 
street did not approve of the continuance of the noise ; 
but neighlKirs are dittieult to please, and what would 
Morgiajia have had to do if she had ceased to sing? 
It would bo hard to lo<tk a blackbird in a cage and 
prevent him from singing too. And so Walker’s 
blackbird, in the snug little cage in the Edgeware 
Road, sang and was not iinhap})y. 

, After the jiair had been married for about a year, 
the omnibus that passes both by Mrs. Crump’s house 
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near ‘^The Wells/^ and by Mrs. Walker’s street off 
the Edgeware Road, brought uj) tlie former-named 
lady almost every day to her daughter. She came 
when the Cai)taiu had gone to his business; she 
staycul to a two-o’eloek dinner with Morgiana, she 
drov(^ with h(-r in tin; ])()ny-(;arriage round tlui l^ark, 
but she iK^ver stopped later than six. Had she not 
GO go to the play at s(‘ven ? And, besides, th(»- Caj)- 
tain mujht t^ome home with some of his great friends, 
and lie always swon^. and grumbled much if he found 
his mother-in-law on tlie premises. As for Morgiami, 
she was one of thos(^ womtm who eneourage^ des])otisni 
in husbands. What tin* liusband says must be right, 
bt'cause he says it; what he orders must be obeyed 
tremblingly. Mrs. Walker ga.ve up her (Uitire reason 
to her lord. Why was it? Before marriage she had 
been an independent little person ; she had far more 
brains than lier Howard. I think it must have been 
his mustaches that frightened her, and caused in her 
this humility. 

Seltish husbands have this advantage in maintaining 
with easy-minded wives a rigid and inflexible luduivior, 
viz., that if they do by any chanc.e grant a little favor, 
the ladi(\s reetdvi* it with sucli transports of gratitude 
as they would never think of showing to a lord and 
niast(U* Avho was ac'customed to give them everything 
they asked for; and hence, when Captain Walker sig- 
nifled liis assent to his wife’s prayer that she should 
take a singing-mastin’, she tliought his gi^ierosity 
almost divim*, and fell u])on her mamma’s neck, when 
that lady came tin', lunxt day, and said what a dear 
adorable angel her Howard was, and what ought slie 
not to do for a. man wlio liad taken her from her hum- 
ble situation, and raised her to be what she was ! 
What she was, poor soul 1 She was the wife of a 
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swindling parvenu gentleman. She received visits 
from six ladies of her husband’s a.(!(|uaintances, — 
two attorneys’ ladies, his bill-brok(n*’s lady, and one 
or two more, of whose characters we had best, if you 
please, say nothing ; and she thought it an honor to 
bo so distinguished : as if Walker had Ikhui a Lord 
Exeter to marry a humble maiden, or a noble prince 
to fall in lov(^ with a hiimbhi (hmlendla, (u* a majestic 
fJove to come down from lu^aven and ^^•oo a Semele. 
Look through the world, respoctabh' reader, and 
among your honorable a.(*(]uaintan('es, and say if this 
sort of faith in women is not v(M-y fre([U(‘nt ? They 
iVtll believe in their husbands, whatt^ver the latter do. 
Lot d'ohn be dull, ugly, vulgar, and a humbug, his 
Mary Ann nevan* finds it out; Ivt him tell his stories 
ev(n* so many tinu'S, tluu'e is she always ready with 
her kind smile; let him be stingy, slie says he is pru- 
d(mt; let him (piarrel wdth liis b(*st friend, she says 
he is always in tin* right; let him he ju'odigal, she 
says h(‘ is g(‘nerous, and that his health requires 
enjoyment; l(d him be itlh^, he must have relaxation ; 
and she will [)inch herself and hm* honscdiold that he 
may have a guinea for his club. V(*s ; and every 
morning, as she wakes and looks at tin* face, snoring 
on tin* ])ill('»w by her side — ev(*ry morning, I say, she 
blesses that dull, ugly countenance, and tln^ dull ugly 
soul r(*j)osing then*, and thinks both are sometliing 
diviiH*. I want to know how it is that women do not 
find out their husbands to be humbugs ? Nature has 
so provided it, and thanks to her. Wli(*n last year 
they were acting the ‘‘ Midsummer Night’s Dream,’’ 
and all the boxes began to roar with great coarse hee- 
haws at Titania liugging Hottom’s long long ears — to 
me, considering these things, it seemed that there were 
a hundred other male brutes squatted round about, and 
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treated just as reasonably as Bottom was. Their 
Titanias lulled them to sleep in their laps, summoned 
a hundred smiling, delicate, household fairies to tickle 
their gross intellects and minister to their vulgar 
pleasures ; and (as the above remarks are only sup- 
posed to apply to honest woimui loving their own law 
ful spouses) a mercy it is that no wicked Buck is in 
the way to. open their eyes, and point out their folly. 
Ciu bono? let them live on in their deceit: I know 
two lovely ladies who will read this, and will say it 
is just very likely, and not see in the least that it has 
been written regarding them. 

Another point of sentiment, and one curious to 
speculate on. Have you not remarked the immense 
works of art that women get througli ? The worsted- 
work sofas, tlie counterpanes patclied or knitted (but 
these are among the old-fashioned in tlie country), 
the bushels of pincushions, the albums they labo- 
riously fill, the ti’cmendous pieces of music they prac- 
tise, tlie thousand otluu* iiddle-faddl(\s which occupy 
the attention of the dear souls — nay, have we not 
them seated of evenings in a squad or company, 
Louisa employed at the \vorsted-work before men- 
tioned, Eliza at the pincushions, Amelia*at card-racks 
or filigree niatclies, and, in the midst, Tlieodosia with 
one of the candles, reading out a novel aloud ? Ah ! 
my dear sir, mortal creatures must bo very hard put 
to it for amusement, be sure of that, when they are 
forced to gather together in a company an’d liear 
novels read aloud ! They only do it because they 
can’t help it, depend upon it: it is a sad life, a poor 
pastime. Mr. Dickens, in Ins American book, tells of 
the prisoners at the silent prison, how they had orna- 
mented their rooms, some of them with a frightful 
prettiness and elaboration. Women’s fancy-work is 
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of this sort often — only prison work, done because 
there was no other exercising-ground for their pooi- 
little thouglits and fingers ; and hem^e these won- 
derfiil pincushions are executed, thes(^ counterpanes 
woven, these sonatas learned. !>¥ everything seriti- 
niental, when I see two kind, innocent, fresh-cheeked 
young women go to a piano, and sit down opposite to 
it ujmii two chairs piled with more or l(‘.ss^ music-books 
(according to their convenienc(‘), and, ^o seated, go 
through a set of double-barrel hnl variations upon this 
or that tune by llerz or Kalkbrenner, — I say, far 
from receiving any satisfaction at the noise made by 
the performance, my too sus(*eptible heart is given 
U]) entirely’ to bleeding for the performers. Wliat 
hours, and weeks, nay, prepara, tory years of study, has 
that infernal jig cost them! What sums has papa 
paid, what scoldings has juamma administered (^‘Lady 
Hullblock does not ])lay herself,’’ Sir Thomas says, 
but she has naturally the finest ear for music ever 
known ! ” ) ; what evidcmces of slavery, in a word, are 
there! It is the condition of tln^ young lady’s exist- 
ence. She breakfasts at eight, she does ‘‘MangnaH’s 
Questions with tlie govern<*ss till ten, she practises 
till one, she* walks in the S(piare with ba,rs round her 
till two, then she practises again, then she sews or 
hems, or reads French, or Hume’s History,” tlum 
she comes down to play to papa, because he likes 
music whilst he is asleep after dinner, and then it is 
bedtiihe, and the morrow is another day with what 
are called the same ‘‘duties” to be gone through. A 
friend of mine went to call at a nobleman's house the, 
other day, and one of the young ladies of the house 
came into the room with a tray on her head ; this tniy 
was to give Lady Maria a graceful carriage. Moyi 
Dieu ! and who knows but at that moment Lady Bel] 



70 


MEN'S WIVES. 


was at work with a pair of her dumb namesakes, and 
Lady Sophy lying flat on a stretching-board ? I could 
write whole articles on this theme : but peace ! we 
are ‘^keeping Mrs. Walker waiting all the while. 

Well, then, if the above disquisitions liave anything 
to do with the story, as no doubt they have, I wish it 
to be understood that, during her husband’s absence, 
and her own solitary confinement, Mrs. Howard 
Walker bestowed a prodigious quantity of her time 
and energy on the cultivation of her musical talent ; 
and having, as before stated, a very fine loud voice, 
speedily attained no ordinary skill in the use of it. 
She first had for teacher little Podmore, the fat 
chorus-master at Tlie Wells,” and who had taught 
her mother the Tink-a-tink ” song which has been 
such a favorite since it first appeared. He grounded 
her well, and bade her eschew the singing of all those 
Eagle Tavern ” ballads in whicli her heart formerly 
delighted ; and when he had brouglit her to a certain 
point of skill, the honest little chorus-master said she 
should have a still better . instructor, and wrote a note 
to Captain Walker (enclosing his own little account), 
speaking in terms of the most flattering encomium 
of his lady’s progress, and recommending that she 
should take lessons of the celebrated Baroski. Cap- 
tain Walker dismissed Podmore then, and engaged 
Signor Baroski, at a vast expense; as he did not fail 
to tell his wife. In fact, he owed Baroski no less 
than two hundred and twenty guineas when he svas — 
But we are advancing matters. 

Little Baroski is the author of ttie opera of Elio- 
gabalo,” of the oratorio of Purgatorio,” which made 
such an immense sensation, of songs and ballet-musics 
innumerable. He is a German by birth, and shows 
such an outrageous partiality for pork and sausageS; 
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and attends at church so constantly, that I am sure 
there cannot be any foundation in the story that he is 
a member of tlie ancient religion. He is a fat little 
man, with a hooked nose and jetty whiskers, and 
coal-bla(dc sliining eyes, and plenty of rings and jewels 
on his fingers and about his person, and a very con- 
siderable portion of his shirt-sleeves turned over his 
coat to take tlie air. His great liands^ (whie.h can 
sprawl over half a piano, and j)roduee those effects on 
the instrument for which he is ceh‘brated) are encased 
in lemon-colored kids, new, or cleaned daily, raren- 
thetieally, let us ask why so many men, with coarse 
I'Cd wrists and big hands, persist in the white kid 
glove and wristband system ? Haroski’s gloves alone 
must cost him a little fortune; only he says with a 
leer, when a,sk(Hl the question, ^MJet along vid you; 
don’t you know dere is a gloveress that lets me have 
dem very she.ap ? ” He rides in the J^ark ; has 
splendid lodgings in Dover Street ; and is a iiKunljer 
of the Reg(mt Club,” where he is a great source of 
amusement to the members, to whom he tells aston- 
ishing stories of his successes with the ladies, and for 
whoin he has always play and opera tickets in store. 
His eye glistens and his little heart beats when a 
lord speaks to hihi ; and he has been known to spend 
large sums of money in giving treats to young sprigs 
of fashion at Uiehmond and elsewhere. In my 
bolyticks,” he says, I am consarevatitf to de bag- 
bone.”* In fine, he is a puppy, and withal a man of 
considerable genius in his profession. 

This gentleman then undertook to complete the 
musical educa-tion of Mrs. Walker. He expressed 
himself at once ‘‘enshanted vid her gababilities,” 
found that the extent of her voice was brodigious,’’ 
and guaranteed that she should become a first-rate 
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singer. The ]}nin\ was apt, the master was exceed- 
ingly skilful ; and, accordingly, Mrs. Walker’s prog- 
ress was very remarkable : although, for her part, 
honest Mrs. Crump, who used to attend her daughter’s 
lessons, would grumble not a little at the new system, 
and the endless exercises which she, Morgiana, was 
made to go through. It was very different in Iier 
time, she sj^id. Incledoii kntnv no music, and who 
could sing sb well now? Give her a good English 
ballad ; it was a thousand times sweeter than your 
‘^Figaros” and Semiramides.” 

In spite of these objections, however, and with 
amazing perseverance and cheerfulness, Mrs. Walker 
pursued the method of study pointed out to her by 
her master. As soon as her husband went to the City 
in the morning her operations began ; if he remained 
away at diun(‘r, her labors still continued : nor is it 
necessary for me to y)articul arize her course of study, 
nor, indeed, possible ; for, between ourselves, none of 
the male Fitz-Boodles ever could sing a note, and the 
jargon of scales and solfeggios is quite unknown to 
me. But as no man can have seen persons addicted 
to music without remarking the pitxligious energies 
they display in the pursuit, as there is no father of 
daughters, howev(u* ignorant, but is aware of the 
[)iano-rattling and voice- exercising which goes on in 
his house from morning till night, so let all fancy, 
without further inquiry, how the heroine of our story 
was at this stage of her existence occupied. 

Walker was delighted with her progress, and did 
everything but pay Baroski, her instructor. We know 
why he did n’t pay. It was his nature not to pay 
bills, except on extreme compulsion ; but why did not 
Baroski employ that extreme comymlsion ? Because^ 
if he had received his money, he would have lost his 
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pupil, and because lie loved liis pupil more than 
money. liatluT than lose her, he would have given 
her a guinea as well as her cavhet. lie would some- 
times disappoint a great personage, but he never 
missed his attendance on her; and th(‘ truth must out 
that he was in love with her, as Woolsc^}’ and Eglan- 
tine had been before. 

T>y the imniortel Cliofe ! he would say, ^^dat 
lotell ding sents me mad vid her big ic? ! But only 
vait avile : in six veeks I can bring any voman in 
England on her knees to me ; and you shall see v'^at 
I vill do vid my Morgiana.” He attended her for 
six weeks punctuallj^, and j^et Morgiana was never 
brought down on her knees; he exhausted his best 
stock of goinblimends,’’ and she never seemed dis- 
posed to receive tlnnu with anything but laughter. 
And, as a ma,tt(‘r of course, he only gr(‘w more infatu- 
ated with the lovely creature who was so provokingly 
good-huiuor(‘d and so laughingly cruel. 

Benjamin BarrAi was one of the chief ornaments 
of the musical profession in London ; he charged a 
guinea for a lesson of three-cpiarters of an hour 
abroad, and he had, furthermore, a school at his own 
residene(», wluu’e pu])ils assembled in considerable 
numbers, and of that curious mixed kind which those 
may see who frequent these places of instruction. 
There were very innocent young ladi(\s with their 
mammas, who Avould hurry them off trembling to tlie 
farthei* corner of the room when certain doubtl’ul 
professional characters made their appearance. There 
was Miss Grigg, who sang at tin? “ Foundling,’’ and 
Mr. Johnson, who sang at the Eagle Tavern,” and 
Madame Fioravanti (a rert/ doubtful character), who 
sang nowhere, but was always coming out at the 
Italian Opera. There was Lumley Liinpiter (Lord 
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dently stronger, wliereas that of the canary was seen 
evidently to droop. When Morgiana sang, all the 
room would cry “ bravo ; ” when Amelia performed, 
scarce a hand was raised for applause of her, except 
Morgiana’s own, and that the Larkinses thought was 
lifted in odiou.s triumph, rather than in sympathy, 
for Miss L. was of an envious turn, and little un- 
derstood the generosity of her rival. 

At last, one day, the crowning victory of the 
Kavenswiug came. In the trio of Baroski’s own 
opera of “ Eliogabalo,” “Rosy lips and rosy wine,” 
Miss Larkins, who was evidently unwell, was taking 
the part of the English captive, wiiich she had sung 
in public concerts before royal dukes, and with con- 
siderable applause, and, from some reason performed 
it so ill, that Baroski, slapping,down the music on 
the piano in a fury, cried, “Mrs. Howard Walker, 
as Miss Larkins cannot sing to-day, will you favor 
us by taking the part of Boadicetta ? ” Mrs. Walker 
got up smilingly to obey — the triumph was too 
great to be withstood ; and, as she advanced to the 
piano, Miss Larkins looked wildly at her, and stood 
silent for awhile, and, at last shrieked out, '•'Benja- 
min 1 ” in a tone of extreme agony, and dropped 
fainting down on the ground. Benjamin looked ex- 
tremely red, it must be confessed, at being thus called 
by what we shall denominate his Christian name, and 
Limpiter looked round at Guzzard, and Miss Brunck 
nudged Miss Horsman, and tlie lesson concluded 
rather abruptly that day ; for Miss Larkins was 
carried off to the next room, laid on a couch, and 
sprinkled with water. 

Good-natured Morgiana insisted that her mother 
should take Miss Larkins to Bell Yard in her car- 
riage, and went herself home on foot; but 1 don’t 
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know that this piece of kindness prevented Larkins 
from hating her. I should doubt if it did. 

Hearing so much of his wife’s skill as a singer, the 
astute Captain Walker determined to take advantage 
of it for the purpose of increasing his connection.” 
He had Lumley Limpiter at his house before long, 
which was, indeed, no great matter, for honest Lum 
would go anywhere for a good dinner, and an oppor- 
tunity to show off his voice afterwards^ and Lumley 
was begged to bring any more clerks in the Treasury 
of his acquaintance ; Captain Guzzard was invited, 
and any officers of the Guards whom he might 
uhoose to bring; Bulger received occasional cards; 
— in a word, and after a short time, Mrs. Howard 
Walker’s musical parties began to be considerably 
suivies. Her husband had the satisfaction to see 
bis rooms filled by many great personages ; and once 
or twice in return (indeed, whenever she was wanted, 
or when people could not afford to hire the first 
singers) she was asked .to parties elsewhere, and 
treated with that killing civility which our English 
aristocracy knows how to bestow on artists. Clever 
and wise aristocracy I It is sweet to mark your 
ways, and study your commerce with inferior men. 

I was just going to commence a tirade regarding 
the aristocracy here, and to rage against the cool 
assumption of superiority which distinguishes their 
lordships’ commerce with artists of all sorts : that 
politeness which, if it condescend to receive artists 
at all, takes care to have them altogether, so that 
there can be no mistake about their rank — that 
august patronage of art which rewards it with a silly 
flourish of knighthood, to be sure, but takes care to 
exclude it from any contact with its betters in so- 
ciety, — I was, I say, just going to commence a tirade 
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against the aristocracy for excluding artists from 
their company, and to be extrinnely satirical upon 
them, for instance, for not receiving my friend Mor- 
giaiia, when it suddenly came into my head to ask, 
was Mrs. Walker tit to move in the best society ? 
— to which (piery it must humbly be replied that 
slie was not. Her education was not such as to 
make her quite the ecpial of Baker Street. Slie was 
a kind, lioneat, and clever creature ; but, it must be 
c.onfess(Hl, not refined. Wlierever she went she had, 
if not the finest, at any rate the most showy gown 
in the room ; her ovu iments were tlie biggest : her 
hats, toques, berets, marabouts, and other fallals, 
always the most conspicuous. She drops h’s ’’ here 
and there. 1 have seen her eat peas with a knife 
(and Walker, scowling on the opposite) side of the 
table, striving in vain to catch her eye) ; and I shall 
never forget Lady Sniigmag’s horror when she asked 
for porter at dinner at Richmond, and began to drink 
it out of the pewter pot. It was a fine sight. She 
lifted up the tankard with one of the fiimst arms, 
covered witli the biggest bracelets ever seen ; and 
had a bird of paradise on her head, that curled 
around tlie p(»wter disk of tlie pot as she raised it 
like a halo. These peculiarities she had, and has 
still. She is best away from the genteel world, that 
is the fact. When she says that The weather is 
so ’ot that it is quite debiliatiiig ; when she laughs, 
when she hits her neighbor at dinner on the side of 
the waistcoat (as she will if he should say anything 
that amuses her), she does what is perfectly natural 
and unaffected on her part, but what is not custom- 
arily done among polite persons, who can sneer at 
her odd manners and her vanity, but don’t know 
the kindness, honesty, and simplicity which distin- 
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guish her. This point being admitted, it follows, 
of course, that the tirade against the aristocracy 
would, in the present instance, be out of place — so 
it shall be reserved for some other occasion. 

The Ravenswing was a person admirably disposed 
by nature to be happy. She had a disposition so 
kindly that any small attention would satisfy it; was 
pleased when alone; was delightc'd ina^crowd; was 
charmed with a joke, however old; was 'always ready 
to laugh, to dan(*.e, to sing, or to be merry ; was so 
tender-hearted that the smallest ballad would make 
her cry, and lienee was suppostal, by many persons, 
to be extremely affecttul, and by almost all, to be a 
downright coipiette. Several comjietitors for her 
favor present(»d thenisidves besides Jhiroski. Young 
dandies used to canter round her [ihaeton in the 
Park, and might be seen haunting her doors in the 
mornings. The fashionable artist of the day made a 
drawing of her, which was engraved and sold in the 
sho])S; a cojiy of it was printed in a song, ‘^Black- 
eyed Maiden of Araby,” the words by Desmond 
IMulligan, Esep, tlie music composed and dedicated 
to Mrs. Howard \Yalkku, by her most faithful and 
obliged servant, Benjamin l>aroski ; and at night her 
Opera-box was full. Her Opera-box ? Yes, the heir- 
ess of the “ Bootjack ” actually had an Opera-box, 
and some of th(»- most fashionable manhood of London 
attended it. 

Jfow, in fact, was the time of her greatest pros- 
perity; and hm- husband gathering these fashionable 
characters about him, extended his “ agency ’’ consid- 
erabljy and began to thank his stars that he had 
married a woman who wiis as good as a fortune to 
him. 

In extending his agency, however, Mr. Walker 
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increased his -^expenses proj)ortionably, and multi- 
plied his debts accordingly. More furniture and 
more plate, more wines and more dinner-parties, 
became necessary ; the little pony-phaeton was ex- 
changed for a brougham of evenings ; and we may 
fancy our old friend Mr. Eglantine\s rage and dis- 
gust, as hti looked up from the pit of the Opera, to 
see Mrs. Walker surrounded by what he called ^Hhe 
swell youngs nobs ” about London, bowing to my 
lord, and laughing with his grace, and led to her 
carriage by Sir John. 

The Ravenswing’s position at this period was rather 
an exceptkmal one. She was an honest woman, vis- 
ited by that peculiar class of our aristocracy who 
chiefly associate with ladies who are not honest. She 
laughed with all, but she encouraged none. Old 
Crump was constantly at her side now when she 
appeared in public, the most watchful of mammas, 
always awake at the Opera, though she seemed to be 
always asleep ; but no dandy debaiudiee could deceive 
her vigilance, and for this reason, Walker, who dis- 
liked her (as every man naturally will, must, and 
should dislike his mother-in-law), was contented 
to sufter her in his house to act as a chaperon to 
Morgiana. 

iSoiie of the young dandies ever got admission of 
mornings to the little mansion in the Edgeware Road ; 
the blinds were always down ; and though you might 
hear Morgiaiia’s voice half across the Park -as she 
was practising, yet the youthful hall-porter in the 
sugar-loaf buttons was instructed to deny her, and 
always declared that his mistress was gone out, with 
the most admirable assurance. 

After some two years of her life of splendor, there 
were, to be sure, a good number of morning visitors, 
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who came with single knocks, and asked for Captain 
Walker; but these were no more admitted* than the 
dandies aforesaid, and were referred, generally, to 
the Captain’s office, whither they went or not at their 
convenience. The only man who obtained admission 
into the house was Baroski, whose cab transported 
him thrice a week to the neighborhood of Connaught 
Square, and who obtained ready entrance in his pro- 
fessional capacity. • 

But even then, and much to the wicked little 
music-master’s disappointment, the dragon Crump 
was always at the piano with her endless worsted 
work, or else reading her unfailing ^SSunday Times;” 
and Baroski could only emplo}^ ^^de langvitch of de 
ice,” as he called it, with his fair pupil, who used to 
mimic his manner of rolling his eyes about after- 
wards and performed Baroski in love,” for the 
amusement of her husband and her mamma. The 
former had his reasons for overlooking the attentions 
of the little music-master ; and as for the latter, had 
she not been on the stage, and had not many hun- 
dreds of persons, in jest or earnest, made love to 
her ? What else can a pretty woman expect, who is 
much before the public ? And so the worthy mother 
counselled her daughter to bear these attentions with 
good-humor, rather than to make them a subject of 
perpetual alarm and quarrel. 

Baroski, then, was allowed to go on being in love, 
and was never in the least disturbed in his passion ; 
and if he was not successful, at least the little wretch 
could have the pleasure of hinting that he was, and 
looking particularly roguish when the Kavenswing 
was named, and assuring his friends at the club, that 
‘^upon his vort dere vas no trut in dat rehoTt^ 

At last one day it happened that Mrs. Crump did 
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not arrive in time for her daughter’s lesson (perhaps 
it rained and the omnibus was full — a smaller cir- 
cumstance than that has changed a whole life ere 
now) — Mrs. Crump did not arrive, and Ilaroski did, 
and Morgiana, seeing no great harm, sat down to her 
lesson as usual, and in the midst of it down went the 
music-master on his knees, and made a declaration in 
the most eloquent tmiiis he could muster. 

Don’t be a fool, Raroski!” said the lady — (I 
can’t help it if her language was not more choice, and 
if she did not rise with cold dignity, exclaiming. 
Unhand me, sir ! ”) — don’t be a fool ! said Mrs. 
Walker, but get up and let’s finish the lesson.”' 

You hard-luvarted adorable litth'- grcmture, vil you 
not listen to me ?” 

‘^No, T vill not listen to you, Renjamin!” con- 
cluded tiie lady ; “ get up and take a chair, and doldt 
go on in that ridiklous way, don’t!” 

But Raroski, Imving a spet^eh by heart, determined 
to deliver himself of it in that posture, and begged 
Morgiana not to turn avay her divine hice, and to 
listen to de voica^ of his despair, and so forth ; he 
seized the lady’s hand, and was going to press it to 
his lips, when she said, with more spirit, perha2)s, 
than grace, — 

Leave go my hand, sir; I’ll box your ears if you 
don’t ! ” 

But Baroski would n’t release her hand, and was 
proceeding to im})rint a kiss upon it, and Mrs. Grump, 
who had taken the omnibus at a ([uarter past twelve, 
instead of that at twelve, had just opened the draw- 
ing-room door and was walking in, when Morgiana, 
turning as red as a peony, and unable to disengage 
her left hand which the musician hdd, raised up her 
right hand, and, with all her might and main, gave 
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her lover such a tremendous slap in the face as 
caused him abrui)tly to release the hand which he 
held, and would have laid him prostrate on the 
carpet but for Mrs. Crump, who rushed forward and 
prevented him from falling by administering right 
and left a whole shower of slaps, such as he had 
never endured since the day he was at school. 

^‘Wliat imperence!’’ said that worthy l^idy; you’ll 
lay hands on my daughter, will you ?• (one, two). 
You ’ll insult a woman in distress, you little coward ? 
(one, two). Take that, and mind your manners, you 
filthy monster ! ” 

• Baroski bounced up in a fury. ‘^By Cliofe, you 
shall hear of dis ! ” shouted he ; you shall pay me 
dis ! ” 

‘^As many more as you please, little Benjamin,” 
cried the widow. Augustus” (to the page), ^^was 
that the Caj)tain’s knock?” At this Baroski made 
for his hat. ‘^Augustus, show this im])er(‘nce to the 
door, and if he tries to come in again, call a police- 
man : do you hear ? ” 

The rnusic-inaster vanished very rapidly, and the 
two ladies, instead of being frightened or falling into 
hysterics as their bett(U’s would have done, laughed 
at the odious monster’s discomfiture, as they called 
him. ^^Sucli a man as that set himself up against 
my Howard!” said Morgiana, with bt‘Coming pride; 
but it was agreed between them tluit Howard should 
know •nothing of what had occurred, for fear of 
quarrels, or lest he should be annoyed. So when he 
came home not a word was said; and only that his 
wife met him with more warmth than usual, you 
could not have guessed that a.nything extraordinary 
had occurred. It is not my fault that my heroine’s 
sensibilities were not more keen, that she had not the 
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least occasion for sal-volatile or symptom of a faint- 
ing fit ; but so it Avas, and Mr. Howard Walker knew 
nothing of the quarrel between his wife and her 
instructor, until — 

Until he was arrested next day at the suit of Ben- 
jamin Baroski for two hundred and twenty guineas, 
and, in default of payment, was conducted by Mr. 
Tobias Larkins to his principal’s lock-up house in 
Chancery Lahe. 



CHAPTER V. 


IN WHICH MR. WALKER FALLS INTO DIFFICULTIES, 
AND MRS. WALKER MAKES MANY FOOLISH AT- 
TEMPTS TO RESCUE HIM. 

I HOPE the beloved reader is not silly enough to 
imagine that Mr. Walker, on finding liiinself inspunged 
for debt in Chancery Lane, was so foolish as to think 
of applying to any of his friends (those great person- 
ages who have appeared every now and then in tlie 
course of this little history, and have served to give 
it a fashionable air). No, no ; he knew the world too 
w(dl ; and that, though Billingsgate would give him as 
many dozen of claret as he could carry under his belt, 
as the phrase is (T can’t h(dp it. Madam, if the ])hrase 
is not more gente.el), and though Vanxhall would lend 
him his carriage', slap him on the back, and dine at his 
house : their lordships would have seen Mr. Walker 
depending from a beam in front of the Old Baihy 
rather than havi' helped liim to a hundred ])ounds. 

And why, forsooth, should we exp(‘ct otherwise in 
the world ? T observe that men who complain of its 
selfisliness are quite as scdtish as the world is, and no 
more liberal of money than tludr ncughbors ; and I am 
quite sure with regard to Captain Walker that lu^ 
would have treated a friend in want exactly as he 
when in want was treated. There was only his lady 
who was in the least afflicted by his captivity ; and as 
for the club, that went on, we are bound to say, ex- 
actly as it did on the day previous to his dis- 
appearance. 
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By the way, about clubs, — could we not, but for 
fear of detaining the fair reader too long, enter into a 
wholesome dissertation here, on the manner of friend- 
ship established in those institutions, and the noble 
feeling of selfishness which tln^y are likely to encour- 
age in the male race ? I put out of the question the 
stale topics of complaint, such as leaving home, en- 
couraging gormandizing and luxurious liabits, etc. ; 
but look also at the dealings of club-men with one 
another. Look at the rush for the evening paper ! 
See how Shiverton orders a fire in the dog-days, and 
Swettenham opens the windows in February. See 
how Cramley takes the whole breast of the turkey on 
his plate, and how many times Jenkins sends away his 
beggarly half-pint of sheriy ! Clubbery is organized 
egotism. Club intimacjy is carefully and wonderfully 
removed from friendship. You meet Smith for twenty 
years, exchange the day’s news with him, laugh with 
him over the last joke, grow as well acquainted as two 
men may be together — and one day, at the end of the 
list of members of the club, you read in a little 
paragraph by itself, with all the honors, 

MEMBER DECEASED. 

fSiriith, Jo/m, jEsq. ; 

of he, on the other hand, has the advantage of reading 
your own name selected for a similar typographical 
distinction. There it is, that abominable little exclu- 
sive list at the end of every club catalogue — you can’t 
avoid it. I belong to eight clubs myself, and know that 
one year Fitz-Boodle, George Savage, Esq. (unless it 
should please fate to remove my brother and his six 
sons, when of course it would be Fitz-Boodle, Sir George 
Savage, Bart.), will appear in the dismal category. 
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There is that list ; down I must go in it : — the day 
will come, and I sha’n’t be seen in the bow- window, 
some one else will be sitting in the vacant arm-chair : 
the rubber will begin as usual, and yet somehow Fitz 
will not be there. Where ’s Fitz ? says Trumping- 
ton, just arrived from the Khine. Don’t you know ? ” 
says Punter, turning down his^ thumb to the carpet. 

You led tlie club, 1 think ? ” says Huff to his part- 
ner (the othtr partner ! ), and the waiter snuffs tlu* 
candles. 

I hope in the course of the above little pause, every 
siligle member of a club who reads this has profited 
by the perusal. He may belong, I say, to eight clubs, 
he will die and not be missed by any of the five thou- 
sand members. Peace be to him ; the waiters will for- 
get* him, and his name will pass away, and anotlier 
great-coat will hang on the hook whence his own used 
to be dependent. 

And this, I need not say, is the beauty of the club- 
institutions. If it were otherwise, — if, forsooth, we 
were to be sorry when our friends died, or to draw 
out our purses when our friends were in want, we 
should be insolvent, and life would be miserable. Be 
it ours to button up our pockets and our hearts ; 
and to make merry — it is enough to swim down this 
life-stream for ourselves ; if Poverty is clutching hold 
of our heels, or Friendship would catch an arm, kick 
them both off. Every man for himself, is the word, 
and plenty to do too. 

My friend Captain Walker had practised the above 
maxims so long and resolutely as to be quite aware 
when he came himself to be in distress, that not a 
single soul in the whole njiiverse would help him, and 
he took his measures accordingly. 
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When carried to Mr. Bendigo’s lock-up house, he 
suiiiiiioned that gentleman in a very haughty wa^, 
took a blank banker’s cheek out of Ids pocket-book, 
and filling it up for the exact sum of the writ, orders 
Mr. Bendigo forthwith to open the door and let him 
go fortli. 

Mr. Bendigo, smilipg with exceeding archness, and 
putting a finger covered all over with diamond rings 
to his extremely aquiline nose, inquired of Mr. Walker 
whether he saw anything green about his face ? in- 
timating by this gay and good-humored interrogatory 
his suspicion of the unsatisfactory nature of the doc- 
ument handed over to him by Mr. Walker. 

Hang it, sir ! ” says Mr. Walker, go'and get the 
check cashed, and be quick about it. Send your man 
in a cab, and here ’s a half-crown to pay for it.” The 
confident air somewhat staggers the bailiff, who asked 
him whether he would like any refreshment while his 
man was absent getting the amount of the check, and 
treated his prisoner with great civility during the 
time of the messenger’s journey. 

But as Captain Walker had but a balance of two 
pounds five and twopence (this sum was afterwards 
divided among his creditors, the law expenses being 
previously deducted from it), the bankers of course 
declined to cash the Captain’s draft for two hundred 
and odd pounds, simply writing the words ‘‘no ef- 
fects” on the paper; on receiving which reply Walker, 
far from being cast down/ burst out laughing very 
gayly, produced a real five-pound note, and called 
upon his host for a bottle of champagne, which the 
two worthies drank in perfect friendship and good- 
humor. The bottle was scarcely finished, and the 
young Israelitish gentlemaii who acts as waiter in 
Cursitor Street had only time to remove the flask and 
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the glasses, when poor Morgiana with a flood of tears 
rushed into her husband’s arms, and flung herself 
on his neck, and calling him her dearest, blessed 
Howard,” would have fainted at his feet ; but that 
he, breaking out in a fury of oaths, asked her how, 
after getting him into that serapfe through her infer- 
nal extravagance, she dared to show her face before 
him ? This address speedily frightened the poor 
thing out of her fainting fit — there is nothing so 
good tor female hysterics as a little conjugal stern- 
ness, nay brutality, as many husbands can aver who 
are in the habit of employing the remedy. 

My extravag^y:lce, Howard ? ” said she, in a faint 
way ; and quite put off her purpose of swooning by 
the sudden attack made uj)on her — ^SSurely, my love, 
you have nothing to complain of — ” 

*''‘To complain of, Ma’am?” roared the excellent 
Walker. “ Is two hundred guineas to a music-master 
nothing to complain of? Did you bring me such a 
fortune as to authorize your taking guinea lessons ? 
Have n’t I raised you out of your sphere of life and 
introduced you to the best of the land ? Have n’t I 
dressed you like a duchess ? Have n’t I been for you 
su(di a husband as very few woimm in the world ever 
had, Madam ? — answer me that.” 

“Indeed, Howard, you were always very kind,” 
sobbed the lady. 

“ Have n’t I toiled and slaved for you, — been out 
all day* working for you ? Have n’t I allowed your 
vulgar old mother to come to your house — to my 
house, I say ? Have n’t I done all this ? ” 

She could not deny it, and Walker, who was in a 
rage (and when a man is in a rage, for what on earth 
is a wife made for but that he should vent his rage 
on her ?), continued for some time in this strain, and 
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SO abused, frightened, and overcame poor Morgiana, 
that she left her husband fully convinced that she 
was the most guilty of beings, and bemoaning his 
double bad fortune, that her Howard was ruined and 
she the cause of his misfortunes. 

When she was gone, Mr. Walker resumed his 
c‘(|uaiiimity (for he was not one of those men wdioni 
a few months of the King’s Bench w^ere likely to 
terrify), and drank several glasses of punch in com- 
pany with his host; with whom in ))erfect calmness 
he talked over his affairs. That he intended to pay 
his debt and (piit the spongiiig-house next day is a 
matter of course; no one ever w^as yet put in a spong- 
ing-hous(‘ that did not pledge his veracity he intended 
to quit it to-morrow. Mr. Bendigo said he should be 
heartily glad to open the door to him, and in the 
meantime sent out diligently to see among his friends 
if there w^ere any more detainers against the Captain, 
and to inform the Captain’s creditors to come forward 
against him. 

Morgiana went home in profound grief, it may be 
imagined, and could hardly refrain from bursting into 
tears when the sugar-loaf pag(i asked wh(*thor master 
was coming home early, or whether he had taken his 
key; she lay awm,ke tossing and wretched the whole 
night, and very early in the morning rose up, and 
dressed, and went out. 

Before nine o’clock she was in Cursitor Street, and 
once more joyfully bounced into her husband’s arms ; 
who woke up yawning and swearing somewhat,, with 
a severe headache, occasioned by the jollification of 
the previous night : for, strange though it may seem, 
there ‘are perhaps no places in Europe where jollity 
is more practised than in prisons for debt; and I de- 
clare for my own part (I mean, of course, that I went 
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to visit a friend) I have dined at Mr. Aminadab’s as 
sumptuously as at Long^s. 

But it is necessary to account for Morgiana’s joy- 
fulness ; which was strange in her husband^s per- 
plexity, and after her sorrow of the previous night. 
Well, then, when Mrs. Walker went out in the inorn.- 
ing, she did so with a very large basket under her 
arm. 81iall 1 carry the basket, Ma’am ” said the 
page, seizing it with much alacrity. 

*^No, thank you,” cried his mistress, with equal 
eagerness : “ it ’s only — ” 

‘‘ Of course. Ma’am,” replied the boy, sneering, I 
knew it was that.” 

Glass,” continued Mrs. Walker, turning extremely 
red, Have the goodness to call a coach, sir, and not 
to speak till you are questioned.” 

The young gentleman disappeared upon his errand ; 
the coach was called and came. Mrs. Walker slipped 
into it with her basket, and the page went down stairs 
to his companions in the kitclien, and said, It ’s a 
coinin’ ! mast(*r ’s in quod, and missus has gone out to 
pawn the plate.” When the cook went out that day, 
she somehow had by mistake placed in her basket a 
dozen of table-knives and a plated egg-stand. When 
the lady’s-maid took a walk in the course of the after- 
noon, she found she had occasion for eight cambric 
pocket-handkerchiefs (marked with her mistress’s 
cii)her), half a dozen pair of shoes, gloves, long and 
short, ^ome silk stockings, and a gold-h(*aded scent- 
bottle. ‘‘ Both the new cashmeres is gone,” said she, 
and there’s nothing left in Mrs. Walker’s trinket-, 
box but a paper of pins and an old coral bracelet.” 
As for the page, he rushed incontinently to his mas- 
ter’s dressing-room and examined every one of the 
pockets of his clothes ; made a parcel of some of 
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them, and opened all the drawers which Walker had 
not locked before his departure. He only found 
three Jialf-pence and a bill-stamp, and about forty- 
five tradesmen’s accounts, neatly labelled and tied 
up with red tape. These three worthies, a groom, 
who was a great admirer of Trimmer tlie lady^s-maid, . 
and a policeman, a friend of the cook’s, sat down to ' 
a comfortable dinner at the usual hour, and it was 
agreed amofig them all tliat Walker’s ruin was cer- 
tain. The cook made the policeman a present of a 
china puiich-bowl which Mrs. Walker had given her ; 
and the lady’s-maid gave her friend the Book of 
Beauty ” for last year,* and the third volume of 
Byron’s poems from the drawing-room table. 

I ’ill dash’d if she ain’t taken the little French 
clock, too,” said the page, and so indeed Mrs. Walker 
had ; it slipped in the basket where it lay enveloped 
in one of her shawls, and then struck madly and un- 
naturally a great number of times, as Morgiana was 
lifting her store of treasures out of the hackney-coach. 
The coachman wagged his head sadly as he saw her 
Willkiiig as quick as she could under her heavy load, 
and disappearing round the corner of the street at 
which Mr. Balls’s celebrated jewelry establishment 
is situated. It is a grand shop, with magnificent 
silver cups and salvers, rare gold-headed canes, flutes, 
watches, diamond brooches, and a few fine specimens 
of the old masters in the window, and under the 
words — 

BALLS, JEWELLEE. 

you read, 

Money Lent 

in the very smallest type on the door. 

The interview with Mr. Balls need not be de- 
scribed; but it must have been a satisfactory one, 



TJIE l^AVE.NBWING. 


93 


for at the end of half an hour Morgiaua returned and 
boundiMl into the (*,oach with sparkling eyes, and told 
the driver to gallop to Cursitor Street ; which, sniil- 
ing, he promised to do, and accordingly set otf in that 
direction at the rate of four miles an hour. ] 
thought so,” said the philosophic charioteer. “When 
a man ’s in quod, a woman don’t mind her silvei 
spoons ; ” and he was so deligJited with her acti(jn, 
that he forgot to grumble wlien she came to settle 
accounts with him, even thougli ijic gave him onl} 
doubh‘. his fare. 

Take me to him,'’ said she to the young Hebivw 
who opem^d tlie door. • 

“To whom?” says the sarcastic youth; “there’s 
twenty hims here. You’re paecious early.” 

“ To Captain Walker, young man,” rejdied Morgiaua 
haughtily ; wher<'U[)on the youth opening the second 
door, and S(?eing INIr. Bendigo in a flowered dressing- 
gown descending tin* stairs exclaimed, “Papa, here’s 
a lady for the (kiptain.” “ 1 ’m come to free him,” 
said she, tnunbling and holding out a bundle of bank- 
notes. “ Here ’s the amount of your claim, sir — ^two 
hundred and twenty guineas, as you told me last 
night.” The Jew took the iiot(‘s, and grinned as he 
looked at her, and grinned double as he looked at liis 
son, and begged Mrs. Walker to step into his study 
and take a receipt. When the door of tluit apartment 
closed upon tli(‘ lady and his father, Mr. Bendigo the 
youngerfell back in an agony of laughter, which it is 
impossible to describe in words, and presently ran out 
into a court where some of the luckless inmates of the 
house were already taking the air, and communicated 
something to them wliich made those individuals also 
laugh UvS uproariously as he had previously done. 

Well, after joyfully taking the receipt from Mi, 
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Bendigo (how her cheeks flushed and her heart flut- 
tered as she dried it on the blottiiig-book !), and after 
turning very pale again ’on hearing that the Captain 
liad had a very bad night, — And well he might, poor 
dear!’’ said she (at which Mr. Bendigo, having no 
]jerson to grin at, grinned at a marble bust of Mr. 
Pitt, which ornamented liis sideboard), — Morgiana, I 
say, these# preliminaries being concluded, was con- 
ducted to Her husband’s apartment, and once more 
flinging her arms Tound her dearest Howard’s neck, 
told him, with one of the swecb^st smiles in the Avorld, 
to make liaste and get up and come home, for break- 
fast was waiting and thfe carriage at the door. 

What do you mean, love ? ” said the Captain, 
starting up and looking exceedingly surprised. 

1 mean that my dearest is free ; that the odious 
little creature is paid — at least the horrid bailiff is.” 

^^Have you been to Baroski?” said AValker, turn- 
ing very red. 

“ Howard ! ” said the wife, quite indignant. 

‘^Did — did your mother give you the money?” 
asked the Captain. 

No ; 1 had it by me,” replies Mrs. Walker^ with 
a very knowing look. 

Walker was more surprised than ever. Have j^ou 
any more money by you ? ” said he. 

Mrs. Walker showed him her [nirse with two guin- 
eas. “ That is all, love,” she said. “ And 1 wish,” con- 
tinued she, ^^you would give 'me a draft to pay a 
whole list of little bills that have somehow all comei^ 
in within the last few days.” 

Well, well, you shall have the check,” continued 
Mr. Walker, and began forthwith to make his toilet, 
which completed, he rung for Mr. Bendigo, and his 
bill, and intimated his wish to go home directly. 
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Tlie honored bailiff brought the bill, but with regard 
to his being free, said it was impossible. 

How impossible ? said Mrs. Walker, turning 
very red and then very pale. Did I not pay just 
now ? ’’ 

So you did, and you Ve got the reshipt ; but 
there ’s another detainer against the (Captain for a 
hundred and fifty. Eglantine and Mossrose, of Bond 
Street ; — perfumery for five years, you know.” 

You don’t mean to say you were such a fool as to 
pay without asking if there were any more detain- 
ers?” roared Walker to his wife. 

^^Yes she was though,” chuckled Mr. Bendigo; 
but she ’ll know better the next time : and, besides. 
Captain, what ’s a hundred and fifty pounds to you ? ” 
Though Walker desired nothing so much in the 
world at that moment as the liberty to knock down 
his wife, his sense of prudence overcame his desire 
for justice : if that feeling may be called prudence on 
his part, which consisted in a strong wish to cheat the 
bailiff into the idea that he (Walker) was an exceed- 
ingly respectable and wealthy man. Many worthy 
persoi^ indulge in this fond notion, that they are im- 
posing upon the world ; strive to fancy, for instance, 
that their bankers consider them men of property be- 
cause they keep a tolerable balance, pay little trades- 
men’s bills with ostentatious punctuality, and so forth, 
— but the world, let us be pretty sure, is as wise as 
need be, 'and guesses our real condition with a mar- 
vellous instinct, or learns it with curious skill. The 
London tradesman is one of the keenest judges of 
human nature extant ; and if a tradesman, how much 
more a bailiff? In reply to the ironic question, 
^‘What’s a hundred and fifty pounds to you?” 
Walker, collecting himself, answers, It is an infa- 
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mous imposition, and I owe the money no more than 
you do ; but, nevertheless, I shall instruct my lawyers 
to pay it in the course of the morning : under pro- 
test, of course/’ 

‘^Oh, of course,” said Mr. Bendigo, bowing and 
quilting the room, and leaving Mrs. Walker to the 
pleasure of a tefe-a4ete with her husband. 

And now being alone with the partner of liis bosom, 
the worthy ‘gentleman began an address to lier which 
cannot be put down on paper here ; because the world*, 
is exceedingly squeamish, and does not care to hear 
the whole truth about rascals, and because the fact is 
that almost every other word of the Captain’s speech 
was a curse, such as would shock the beloved reader 
were it put in print. 

Fancy, then, in lieu of the conversation, a scoundrel 
disappointed and in a fury, wreaking his brutal 
revenge upon an amiable woman, wlio sits trembling 
and pale, and wondering at this sudden exhibition of 
wrath. Fancy how he clenches his fists and stands 
over her, and stamps and screams out curses with a 
livid face, growing wilder and wilder in his rage; 
wrenching lier hand when she wants to turn away, 
and only stopping at last when slie has fallen^off the 
chair in a fainting fit, with a heart-breaking sob that 
made the Jew-boy who was listening at the key-hole 
turn quite pale and walk away. Well, it is best, 
perhaps, that such a conversation should not be told 
at length: — at the end of it, when Mr. Walker had 
his wife lifeless on the floor, he seizes a water-jdg 
and poured it over her ; which operation pretty soon 
brought her to herself, and shaking her black ringlets, 
she looked up once more again timidly into his face, 
and took his hand, and began to cry. 

He spoke now in a somewhat softer voice, and let 
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her keep paddling on with his hand as before; he 
could nH speak very fiercely to the poor girl in her 
attitude of defeat, and tenderness, and supplication. 

Morgiana/’ said he, ^‘your extravagance and care- 
lessness have brought me to ruin, 1 hn afraid. If 
you \1 chosen to have gone to Baroski, a word from 
you would have made him withdraw the writ, and my 
property would n’t have been sacrificed, as it has now 
been, for nothing. It may n’t be yet too late, how- 
ever, to retrieve ourselves. This bill of Eglantine’s is 
a regular conspiracy, I am sure, between Mossrose 
and Bendigo here ; you must go to Eglantine — he ’s 
an old — an old flame of yours, you know.” 

She dropped his hand. ‘‘I can’t go to Eglantine 
after what has passed between us,” she said ; but 
Wjilk^r’s face instantly began to wear a certain look, 
and she said with a shudder, Well, well, dear^ I will 
go.” You will go to Eglantine, and ask him to take a 
bill for the amount of this shameful demand — at any 
date, never mind what. Mind, however, to see him 
alone, and I ’m sure if you choose you can settle the 
business. Make haste; set off directly, and come 
baclj^ as there may be more detainers in.” 

Trembling, and in a great flutter, Morgiana put on 
her bonnet and gloves and wTut towards the door. 

It’s a fine morning,” said Mr. Walker, looking out : 

a walk will do you good ; and — Morgiana — did n’t 
you say you had a couple of guineas in your 
pocket ? ” 

Here it is,” said she, smiling all at once, and hold- 
ing up her face to be kissed. She paid the two guineas 
for the kiss. Was it not a mean act ? Is it possible 
that people can love where they do not respect ? ’’ says 
Miss Prim : I never would.” Nobody asked you, Miss 
Prim ; but recollect Morgiana was not born with your 



98 


MEN»S WIVES* 


advantages of education and breeding ; and was, in 
fact, a poor vulgar creature, who loved Mr. Walker, 
not because her niaiuina told her, nor because he was 
an exceedingly eligible and well-brought-up young 
man, but because she could not help it, and knew no 
better. Nor is Mrs. Walker set up as a model of 
virtue ; ah, no ! when I want a model of virtue I will 
call in Bakea* Street, and ask for a sitting of my dear 
(if I may be' permitted to say so) Miss Prim. 

We have Mr. Howard Walker safely housed in Mr. 
Bendigo’s establishment in Cursitor Street, Chancery 
Lane ; and it looks like mockery and want of feeling 
towards the excellent hero of this story (or, as should 
rather be said, towards the husband of the heroine), 
to say what he mujlit have been but for the unlucky 
little circumstance of Baroski’s passion for Morgiana. 

If Baroski had not fallen in love with Morgiana, he 
would not have given her two hundred guineas’ ^vorth 
of lessons ; he would not have so far presumed as to 
seize her hand, and attempt to kiss it-; if he had not 
attempted to kiss her, she would not have boxed his 
ears'; he would not have taken out the writ against 
Walker; Walker would have been free, very possi- 
bly rich, and therefore certainly respected: he 
always said that a month’s more liberty would have 
set him beyond the reach of misfortune. 

Th,e assertion is very likely a correct one^; for 
Walker had a flashy, enterprising genius, which ends 
in wealth sometimes, in the King’s Bench not seldom, 
occasionally, alas, in Van Diemen’s Land! He might 
have been rich, could he have kept his credit, and had 
not his personal expenses and extravagances pulled 
him down. He had gallantly availed himself, of his 
wife’s fortune ; nor could any man in Loudon, as he 
proudly said, have made five hundred pounds *go so 
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far. He had, as we have seen, furnished a bouse, 
sideboard, and cellar with it ; he had a carriage, and 
horses in his stable, and with the remainder lie had 
purchased shares in four companies — of three of 
which he was founder and directoi*, had conducted 
innumerable bargains in the foreign stocks, had lived 
and entertained sumptiously, and made himself a very 
considerable income. He had set up The Capitol 
Loan and Life Assurance Company, h«ail discovered 
the Chimborazo gold mines, and the Society for Re- 
covering and Draining the l\mtine Marshes ; capital 
ten millions; ])atron ms Holtxess the Pope. It 
oertainly was stated in an evening paper that His 
Holiness had made him a Knight of the Spur, and had 
offei'ed to him the rank of Count ; and he was raising 
a loan for his Highness the Caci(pie of Panama, who 
has sent him (by way of dividend) the grand cordon 
of his Highness’s order of the Castle and IMcqn, 
which might be seen any day at his office in Bond 
Street, with tlie parchments signed and sealed by the 
Grand Master and Falcon King-at-Arms of his High- 
ness. In a week more, Walker would have raised a 
hundred thousand pounds on his Highness’s twenty 
per cent loan ; he would have liad fifteen thousand 
pounds commission for himself; his companies would 
have risen to par, he would have realized his shares ; 
he would have gone into Parliament ; he would have 
.been made a baronet, who knows ? a peer, probably ! 

And Ji appeal to you, sir,” Walker would say to his 
friends, could any man have shown better proof of 
his affection for his wife, than by laying out her little 
miserable money as I did ? They call n>e heartless, 
sir, because I did n’t succeed ; sir, my life has been a 
series of sacrifices for that woinEin, such as no man 
ever performed before.^^ 
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A proof of Walker^s dexterity and capability for 
business may be seen in tbe fact that he had actually 
appeased and reconciled one of his bitterest enemies 
— our honest friend Eglantine. After Walker’s mar- 
riage^ Eglantine, who had now no mercantile dealings 
with his former agent, became so enraged with him, 
that, as the only means of revenge in his power, he 
sentg^iin in Jhis bill for goods supplied to the amount 
of one hundred and fifty guineas, and sued him for 
the amount. But Walker stepped boldly over to his 
enemy, and in the course of half an hour they were 
friends. 

Eglantine promised to forego his claim ; and accepted 
in lieu of it three £100 shares of the ex-Panama stocky 
bearing 25 per cent, payable half-yearly at the house 
of Hocus Brothers, St. Swithin’s LaAe ; three £100 
shares, and the second class of the order of the Castle 
and Ealcon, with the ribbon and badge. ^^In four 
years, Eglantine, my boy, I hope to get you the Grand 
Cordon of the order,” said Walker : I hope to see 
you a Knjght Grand Cross, with a grant of a hun- 
dred thousand acres reclaimed from the Isthmus.” 

To do my poor Eglantine justice, he did not eare 
for the hundred thousand acres — it was the star that 
delighted him : — ah ! how his fat chest heaved with 
delight as he sewed on the cross and ribbon to his 
dress coat, and lighted up four wax candles and 
looked at himself in the glass. He was known to* 
wear a great-coat after that — it was that he- might 
wear the cross under it. That year he went on a trip 
to Boulogne. He was dreadfully ill during the voy- 
age, but as the vessel entered the port he was seen to 
emerge from the cabin, his coat open, the star blazing 
on his chest ; the soldiers saluted him as he walked 
the streets ; he was called Monsieur le Chevalier, and 
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when he went home he entered into negotiations with 
Walker, to purchase a commission in liis Highness’s 
service. Walker said he would get him the nominal 
rank of Captain, the fees at the Panama War Office 
were five-and-twenty pounds, which sum honest Eg- 
lantine produced, and had his commission, and a pack 
of visiting cards printed as Captain Archibald Eglan- 
tine, K, C. F. Many a time he looked at them as 
they lay in his desk, and he kept the# cross it his 
dressing-table, and wore it as he shaved every morning. 

His Highness the Cacique, it is well known, came 
to England, and had lodgings in Ptegent IStreet, where 
he held a levee, at which Eglantine appeared in the 
Panama uniform, and was most graciously received 
by his Sovereign. His Highness proposed to make 
Captain Eglantine his aide-descamp with the rank of 
Colonel, but the Captain’s exchequer was rather low at 
that moment, and the fees at the AVar Office were 
peremptory. Meanwhile his Highness left liegent 
Street, was said by some to have returned to Panama, 
by others to be in his native city of Cork, by others 
to be leading a life of retirement in the Hew Cut, 
Lambeth ; at any rate was not visible for some time, 
so that Captain Eglantine’s advancement did not take 
place. Eglantine was somehow ashamed to mention 
his military and chivalfic rank to Mr. Mossrose, when 
that gentleman came into partnership with him ; and 
left these facts secret, until they were detected by a 
very painfhl circumstance. On the very day when 
Walker was arrested at the suit of Benjamin Baroski, 
there appeared in the newspapers an account of the 
imprisonment of his Highness the Prince of Panama, 
for a bill owing to a licensed victualler in Ratclitf High- 
way. The magistrate to whom the victualler subse- 
quently came to complain, passed many pleasantries 
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on the occasion. He asked whether his Highness 
did not drink like a swan with two necks ; whether 
he had brought any Belles savages with him from 
Panama, and so forth ; and the whole court, said the 
report, “ was convulsed with laughter, when Boniface 
produced a green and yellow ribbon with a large star 
of the order of the Castle and Falcon, with which his 
Highness proposed to gratify him, in lieu of paying 
his little bill.” 

It was as he was reading the above document with 
a bleeding heart that Mr. Mossrose came in from his 
daily walk to the City. “ Veil, Eglantine,” says he, 
“ have you heard the newsh ? ” 

“ About his Highness ? ” 

“About your friend Valker; he’s arrested for two 
hundred poundsh ! ” , 

Eglantine at this could contain no more ; but told 
his story of how he had been induced to accept iBSOO 
of Panama stock for his account against Walker, and 
cursed his stars for his folly. 

“ Veil, you ’ve only to bring in another bill,” said 
the younger perfumer; “swear he owes you a hun*- 
dred and fifty pounds, and we ’ll have a writ out 
against him this afternoon.” 

And so a second writ was taken out against Captain 
Walker. ^ 

“ You ’ll have his wife here very likely in a day or 
two,” said Mr. Mossrose to his partner ; “ them chaps 
always sends their wives, and I hope you know how 
to deal with her.” 

“I don’t value her a fig’s hand,” said Eglantine. 
“ 1 ’ll treat her like the dust of the heartfi. After 
that woman’s conduct to mcT, I should like to see her 
have the haudaeity to come here; and if she does, 
you’ll see how I ’ll serve luer.” 
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The worthy perfumer, was, in fact, resolved to be 
exceedingly hard-hearted in his behavior towards his 
old love, and acted over at night in bed the scene 
which was to occur when the meeting should take 
place. Oh, thought he, but it will be a grand thing to 
see the proud Morgiana on her knees to me ; and me 
a pointing to the door ; and saying, Madam, you Ve 
steeled this ’cart against you, you have; — bury the 
recollection of old times, of those old times when I 
thought my ’eart would have broke, but it did nT — 
no, ’earts are made of sterner stuff. I did n’t die as I 
thought I should; 1 stood it, and live to see the 
woman I despised at my feet — ha, ha, at my feet! ’’ 

In the midst of these thoughts IMr. Eglantine fell 
asleep ; but it was evident that the idea of seeing 
Morgiana once more, agitated him considerably, else 
why should he have been at the i)ains of preparing so 
much heroism ? His sleej) was exceedingly fitful 
and troubled ; he saw Morgiana in a hundred shapes ; 
he dreamed tliat he was dressing her hair ; that he 
was riding with her to Richmond ; that tin? horse 
turned into a dragon, and Morgiana into Woolsey, 
who took him by the throat and choked him, while 
the dragon i)layed the key-bugle. And in the morn- 
ing when Mossrose was gone to his business in the 
City, and' he sat reading the ‘^Morning Post” in his 
study, ah ! what a thump his heart gave as the lady 
of his dreams actually stood before him ! 

Many a lady who purchased brushes at Eglantine’s 
shop, would have givcni ton guineas for such a color 
as his when he saAv her. His heart beat violently, he 
was almost choking in his stays : he had been pre- 
pared for the visit, but his courage failed him now it 
had come. They were both silent for some minutes. 

ktiow what I am come for,’^ at last said 
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Morgiana from under her veil, but she put it aside as 
she spoke. 

((I — that is — yes — it’s a painful affair, Mem,” 
he said, giving one look at her pah? face, and then 
turning away in a flurry. I beg to refer to you 
l>lunt, Hone, and Sharpus, my lawyers, Mem,” he 
added, collecting himself. 

“ I did n’t expect this from youj Mr. Eglantine,” 
said the latly, and began to sob. 

“And after what’s ’appened, I didn’t expect a 
visit from you, Mom. I thought Mrs. (Jn pting Walker 
was too great a dame to visit poor Ifandiibald Eglan- 
tine (though some of tlie first men in the country do 
visit him). Is there anything in whicdi 1 can oblige 
you, Mem ? ” 

“ 0 heavens I ” cried the poor woman ; “ have I no 
friend left ? I never thought that you, too,- would 
have deserted me, Mr. Archibald.” 

The “ Archibald,” pronounced in the old way, had 
evidently an effect on the perfumer ; he winced and 
looked at her very eagerly for a moment. “What 
can I do for you, Mejii ?” at last said he. 

“What is this bill against Mr. Walker, for which 
he is now in prison ? ” ' 

“ Perfumtiry supplied for five years ; that man 
used more ’air brushes than any duke in the land, 
and as for eau-de-Cologne, he must have batlied him- 
self in it. He bordered me about like a lord. He 
never paid me one shilling, — he stabbed ine^ in my 
most vital part — but, ah ! ah ! never mind that : and 
I said I would be revenged, and 1 am.” 

The perfumer was quite in a rage again by this 
time, and wiped his fat face with his pocket-hand- 
kerchief, and glared upon Mrs. Walker with a most 
determined air. 
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Eevenged on whom ? Archibald — Mr. Eglan 
tine, revenged on me — on a X)Oor woman whom you 
made miserable ! You would not have done so once.” 

^^Hal and a precious way you treated me once^^ 
said Eglantine : don’t talk to me, Mem’ of ortee. 
Bury the recollection of once forhever ! I thought 
my ^eart would have broke once, but no ; ’earts are 
made of sterner stuff. I did n’t die as 1 thought 1 
should ; I stood it — and I live to see tine woman who 
despised me at my feet.” 

Oh, Archibald ! ” was all the lady could say, and 
she fell to sobbing again : it was perhaps her best 
argument with the perfumer. 

“ Oh, Harchibald, indeed ! ’’ continued he, begin- 
ning to swell ; don’t (;all me Harchibald, Morgiana. 
Think what a position j^ou might have held, if you ’d 
chose : when, when — you mttjld have called me 
Harchibald. Jsow it’s no use,” added he, with har- 
rqwing pathos ; but though I ’ve been wronged, T 
can’t bear to see women in tears — tell me what I 
can do ? ” 

‘^Dear, good Mr. Eglantine, send to your lawyers 
and stop this horrid prosecution — take Mr. Walker’s 
acknowledgment for the dt^bt. If he is free, he is 
sure to have a very large sum of money in a few 
days, and will pay you,, all. Do not ruin him — do 
not ruin me by persisting now. Be the old kind 
Eglantine you were.” 

Eghpitine took a habd, which Morgiana did not re- 
fuse ; he thought about old times. He had known 
her since childhood almost ; as a girl he dandled her 
on his knee at the Kidneys ; ” as a woman he had 
adored her, — his heart was melted. 

“ He did pay me in a sort of way,” reasoned the 
perfumer with himself — these bonds, though they 
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are not worth much, 1 took ^em for better or for 
worse, and I can’t bear to see her crying, and to 
trample on a woman in distress. Morgiana,” he 
added, in a lond, cheerful voice, cheer up ; 1 ’ll give 
you a release for your husband : I will be the old 
kind Eglantine 1 was.” 

l>e the old kind jackass you vash ! ” here roared 
a voice that jnade Mr. Eglantine start. Vy, vat an 
old fat fool you are, Eglantine, to give u}) our just 
debts because a voman comes snivelling and crying to 
you — and such a voman, too ! ” exclaimed Mr. Moss- 
rose, for his was the voice. 

Such a woman, sir ? ” cried the senior partner. 

“ Yes ; such a woman — vy did n’t she jilt you her- 
self? — hasn’t she been trying the same game with 
Baroski : and ari^you so green as to give up a hundred 
and fifty pounds because she takes a fancy to come 
vimperiug her(^. ? I won’t, T can tell you. The 
money ’s as much mine as it is yours, and I ’ll have 
it, or keep Walker’s body, that ’s what I will.” 

At the pres(‘n(*,e of his partner, the timid good 
genius of Eglantine, wliich liad pronipt(^d him to 
mercy and kindness, at once outspread its frightened 
wings and flew away. 

^^You see how it is, Mrs. W.,” said he, looking 
down ; it ’s an affair of business — in all these here 
affairs of business Mr. Mossrose is the managing 
man; ain’t you, Mr. Mossrose?” 

A pretty business it would be if I was n’t,” re- 
plied Mossrose doggedly. ‘^Cume, Ma’am,” says he, 
I ’ll tell you vat 1 do : I take fifty per shent ; not 
a farthing less — give me that, and out your husband 
goes.” 

Oh, sir, Howard will pay you in a week.” 

Well, den let him stop at my uncle Bendigo’s for 
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a week, and come out den — lie ’s very comfortable 
there,” said Shylock with a grin. “ Had idtyou better 
go to the shop, Mr. Eglantine,” continued he, ^^and 
look after your business? Mrs. Walker can’t want 
you to ^isten to her all day.” 

Eglantine was glad of the excuse, and slunk out of 
the studio ; not into the shop but into his parlor ; 
wher(‘ he drank off a grcv.it glass of ]\lai^\s(diino, and 
sat blushing and excet‘dingly agitated, ufitil Mossrose 
came to tell him that Mrs. W. was gone, and would n’t 
trouble him any more. J>ut althoiigli he drank several 
moj’e glasses of Maraschino, and went to the play that 
night, and to the cider-cellars afterwards, neither the 
liquor, nor the play, nor the deliglitful comic songs 
at the (Cellars, could drive Mrs. Walker out of his 
head, and the memory of old times, and the image of 
her pah' weeping face. 

Morgiami tottered out of the shoj), scarcely heed- 
ing the voice of Mr. Mossrose, who said, I ’ll take 
forty pin shent ” (and went back to his duty cursing 
himsell’ for a soft-hearted fool for giving up so much 
of his rights to a puling woman). Morgiana, I say, 
tottered out of the shop, and went up Conduit fStreet, 
weeping, weejiing with all her eyes. She was quite 
faint, for she ha(l taken nothing that morning but the 
glass of water which the pastry-cook in tln^ Strand 
had given her, and was forced to take hold of the 
railings of a house for support, just as a little gentle- 
man with a yellow handkerchief under his arm was 
issuing from the door. 

‘‘Good heavens, Mrs. Walker!” said the gentle- 
man. It was no other than Mr. Woolsey, who was 
going forth to try a body-coat for a customer ; “ are 
you ill ? — what ’s the matter ? for God’s sake come 
in ! ” and he took her arm under his, and led her into 
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his back parlor, and seated her, and had some wine 
and water before her in one minute, before she had 
said one single word regarding herself. 

As soon as she was somewhat recovered, and with 
the interruption of a thousand sobs, the poor thing 
told as well as she could her little story. Mr. Eglan- 
tine had arrested Mr. Walker : she had been tiying 
to gain tinie.for him ; Eglantine had refused. 

The liarcT-hearted, cowardly brute to refuse her 
anything!’’ said loyal Mr. Woolsey. ^^My dear,” 
said he, I ’ve no reason to love your husband, and I 
know too much about him to respect liim ; but I love 
and respect and will spend my last shilling to 
serve you.” At which Morgiana (^ould only take his 
hand and cry a great deal more than ever. She said 
Mr. Walker would have a great deal of money in a 
week, th.M-t he was the best of husbands, and she was 
sure Mr. Woolsey would think better of him when he 
knew him ; that Mr. Eglantine’s bill was one hun- 
dred and tifty pounds, but that Mr. Mossrose would 
take forty per cent, if Mr. Woolsey could say how 
much that was. 

‘^I’ll pay a thousand pound to do you good,” said 
Mr. Woolsey, bouncing up ; stay here for ten min- 
utes, my dear, until my return, and all shall be right, 
as you will see.” He was back in ten minutes, and 
had called a cab from the stand o])posite (all the 
coachmen th(u*e had seen and comnumted on Mrs. 
Walker’s woe-begone looks), and they were o’ff for 
Cursitor Street in a moment. ‘‘ They ’ll settle the 
whole debt for twenty pounds,” said he, and showed 
an order to that effect from Mr. Mossrose to Mr. 
Bendigo, empowering the latter to release Walker on 
receiving Mr. Woolsey’s acjknowledgment for the 
above sum. 
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There’s no use paying it,” said Mr. Walker, 
doggedly, it would only be robbing you, Mr. Wool- 
soy, — seven more detainers have come in while my 
wile has been away. 1 must go tlirough the court 
now; but ” he added in a whisper to tli(‘ tailor, ^^niy 
good sir, my debts of honor an* sacu'od, and il you 
wall have tlie goodness to lend mv llie twenty pounds, 
I ])l(Hlg(* you my word as a gentleman J:o return it 
wlum I come out of quod.’* • 

It is probable that Mr. Woolsey declined this, for 
as soon as he was gone, Walkor, in a tremendous 
fury, began (airsing his wif(* for dawdling three hours 
dn the road. Why the deuce, Ma’am, didn’t you 
take a (^ab ? ” roared he, wln'ii \u) h(‘ard she had 
walked to Hond Stn*et. “Those writs have only 
been in half an hour, and J might have been off but 
fov you.” 

“(di, Howard,” said she, “didn’t you take — 
didn’t I give* you my — my last shilling?” and fell 
badv and we})t again more bitterly than ever. 

“Well, love,” said her amiable liusband, turning 
rather red, never mind, it was n’t your fault. It is 
but going tlirough the court. It’s no gr(‘.at odds. I 
forgive you.’* 



CHAPTER VI. 


tN WHICH Ml*. WALKElt STll.L RKM.\IN.'< IN DIFFICUL- 
TIES, RUT SHOWS GREAT KESUJNATJON UNDER HIS 
MISFORTUNES. 

The exemplaiy Walker, .sp(*ing that (>scape from 
his enemies was hopeless, and that it was his duty as 
a man to turn on them and face, them, now deter- 
mined to quit the splendid though narrow lotlgings 
which Mr. IJeiidigo had provided for him, and un- 
dergo the martyrdom of the Elect. Accordingly, in 
company with tliat gentleman, he came over to her 
Majesty’s prison, and gave himself into the custody 
of the otlicers there ; and did not apply for the ac- 
commodation of the rules (by which in those days the 
captivity of some debtors was considerably lightened),* 
because he knew pei'fectly well that there was no 
person in tin; wide world who would give a security 
for the heavy sums for which Walker was answer- 
able. What these sums were is no matter, and on 
this head we do not think it at all neco.ssary to satisfy 
the curiosity of the reader. He may have owed hun- 
dreds — thousands, his creditors only can tell ; he 
paid the dividend which has been formerly men- 
tioned, and showed thereby his desire to satisfy all 
claims upon him to the uttermost farthing. 

As for the little house in Eonnaught Sipiare, when, 
after quitting her husband, Morgiana drove back 
thither, the door was opened by the page, who 
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instantly thanked her to pay his wages ; and in th^^ 
drawing-room, on a yellow satin sofa, sat a seedy 
man (with a pot of porter beside? him placed on an 
album for fear of staining the rose^wood table), ami 
the seedy man signified that he had taken possession 
of the furniture in execution for a judgment d(d)t. 
Another seedy man was in the dining-room, reading a 
newspap(‘r and drinking gin; he inbirnuMl ]\Irs. 
Walker that lie was the rc^presentati of another 
judgment debt and of another execution : — There ’s 
anothtu’ on ’em in the kitchen,” said tli(‘, page, ^Hak- 
ing an inwentory of the furniture ; and he swears 
lie ’ll have you took up for swindling, for pawning 
the ])late.” 

‘SSir,” said Mr. Woolsey, for that worthy man had 
conducted jVlorgiana Jiome — “sir,” said In*, shaking 
his stick at tli(‘ young ])age, “ if you give any more of 
your imj)iidcnc-e I ’ll beat every button off your 
jacket : ” and as th(u*e were some four hundred of 
these ornaments, the page wa,s silent. Jt was a great 
mercy for Morgiana that the honest and faithful 
tailor had aca-ompanied her. The good fellow had 
waited very ))atieiitly for her for an hour in the jiar- 
lor or coff(?e-room of the lock-up housi‘, knowing full 
well that sli(^ would want a i)rotector on inn- way 
homewards ; and his kiiidness will be more ap]>reci- 
ated when it is stattal that, during the tiun^. of his 
delay in the coffe(?-room, he had been subject to the 
entreaties, nay, to the insults of Cornet Fipkin of the 
Blues, who was in prison at the suit of Linsey, Wool- 
sey, and Co., and who hap})ened to be taking his 
breakfast in the ai)artment when his obdurate credi- 
tor entered it. The cornet (a hero of eightcien, who 
stood at least five feet three in his boots, and owed 
fifteen thousand pounds) was so enraged at the ob- 
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(luracy of liis creditor that he said he would have 
thrown him out of the window but for the bars which 
guarded it ; and entertained serious thoughts of 
kno(iking tlie tailor’s head off, but that the latter, 
putting liis right leg forward and his lists in a proper 
attitude, told the young olficer to ^‘coine on;” on 
which the cornet cursed the tailor for a “ snob,” and 
went bae.k t() his breakfast. 

The execution })eople liaving taken charge of Mr. 
Walker’s house, Mrs. Walker was driven to take 
refuge with her mamma near Sadler’s Wells,” and 
the Captain remained comfortably lodged in the Fleet. 
Ho had some ready money, and with it managed to 
make his existence exceedingly comfortable. He 
lived with the best society of the place, consisting of 
several distinguished young noblemen and gentlemen. 
He spent the morning playing at fives and smoking 
cigars ; tlui evemiug smoking cigars and dining com- 
fortably. Cards came after dinner; and, as the Cap- 
tain was an experienced player, and near a score of 
years older than most of his friends, he was generally 
pretty successful : indeed if he had received all the 
money that was owed to him, he might have come out 
of prison and paid his creditors twenty shillings in 
the pound — that is, if he had been minded to do so. 
But there is no use in examining into tliat point too 
closely, for the fact is, young Fipkiii only paid him 
forty pounds out of seven hundred, for which he gave 
him I. 0. U.’s ; Algernon Deuceace not only did not 
pay him three hundred and twenty which he lost at 
blind hookey, but actually borrowed seven and six- 
pence in money from Walker, which has never been 
repaid to this day; and Lord Doublequits actually 
lost nineteen thousand pounds to him at heads and 
tails, which he never paid, pleading drunkenness and 
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his minority. The reader may recollect a paragraph 
which went the round of the papers entitled, Affair 
of Honor in the Fleet Prison, — Yesterday morning 
(behind the pump in the second court) Lord D-bl- 
qu-ts and Captain H-w-rd W-lk-r (a near relative, we 
understand, of his Grace the Duke of N-rf-lk) had a 
hostile meeting and exchanged two shots. These 
two young sprigs of nobility were atteifded to the 
ground by Major Flush, who, by the way, is f ush no 

longer, and Captain Pam, late of the Dragoons. 

Play is said to have been the cause of the quarrel, 
apd the gallant Captain is report(ul to have handled 
the noble lord’s nose rather roughly at one stage of 
the transactions,” When Morgiana at ‘SSadler’s 
Wells” heard these news, she was ready to faint with 
terror; and rushed to the Fh^et Prison, and embraced 
her lord and master with her usual expansion and fits 
of tears : very much to that gentleman’s annoyance, 
who happened to be in comj)any with Pam and Flush 
at the time, and did not care that his handsome wife 
should be seen too much in the dubious precincts of 
the Fleet. He had at least so much shame about 
him, and had always rejected her entreaties to be 
allowed to inhabit tlie prison with him. 

“ It is enough,” would he say, casting his eyes 
heavenward, and with a most lugubrious countenance 
— ‘Gt is enough, Morgiana, that / should suffer, even 
though your thoughtlessness has been the cause of 
my ruin. But enough of that! I will not rebuke 
you for faults for which I know 3^011 are now repent- 
ant ; and 1 never could bear to see you in the midst 
of the miseries of this horrible place. Remain at 
home with your mother, and let me drag on the 
weary days here alone. If you can get me any more 
of that pale sherry, my love, do. I require some* 
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tiling to cheer me in solitude, and have found my 
chest very much relieved by that wine. Put more 
pepper and eggs, my dear, into the next veal-pie you 
make me. I can’t eat the horrible messes in the 
coffee-room here.” 

It was Walxer’s wish, 1 can’t tell why, except that 
it is the wish of a great number of other persons in 
this strange world, to make his wife believe that he 
was wretched in mind and ill in health ; and all as- 
sertions to this effect ohc simple creature received 
with numberless tea.rs of credulity : she would go 
home to Mrs. Crump, and say how her darling 
Howard was pining away, how he was ruined for 
hevy and with what angelic sweetness he bore his 
captivity. The fact is, he bore it with so much res- 
ignation that no other person in the world could see 
that he was unhappy. Ris life was undisturbed by 
duns ; his day was his own from morning till night ; 
his diet was good, his acquaintances jovial, liis purse 
tolerably well supplied, and he had not one single 
care to annoy him. 

'Mrs. (Jrunip and Woolsey, perhaps, received Mor- 
giana’s account of her husband’s miseries with some 
incredulity. The latter was now a daily visitor to 
“Sadler’s Wells.” His love for Morgiana had be- 
come a warm, fatherly, generous regard for her ; it 
was out of the honest fellow’s cellar that the wine 
used to come which did so much good to Mr. 
Walker’s chest; and he tried a thousand ways to 
make Morgiana happy. 

A very happy day, indeed, it was when, returning 
from her visit to the Fleet, she found in her mother’s 
sitting-room her dear grand rosewood piano, and 
every one of her music-books, which the kind-hearted 
tailor had purchased at the sale of Walker’s effectsi, 



Tim liAVENSVVlNG. 


115 


And I am not asliamed to say that Morgiaiia 
self was so charmed, that when, as usual, Mr. Wool- 
sey came to drink tea in the evening, slie actually 
gave him a kiss; which frightened Mr. Woolsey, and 
made him blush exceedingly. She sat down, and 
played him that evening every one of tlie songs 
which he liked — the old songs — none of your Italian 
stuff. Podmore, th(‘ old music-inast(‘r, was there too, 
and was delighted and astonished at the .progress in 
singing which Morgiaiia had made ; and when the 
little party separat(‘d, he took Mr. Woolsey by the 
hand, and said, ‘‘Give me leave to tell you, sir, that 
yen a Iramp.^^ 

That he is,’^ said Canterfield, the first tragic ; “ an 
honor to human nature. A man whose hand is ojien 
as day to melting charity, and whose heart ever melts 
at the tale of woman’s distrciss.” 

‘^Pooh, jiooh, stuff and nonsens(‘, sir,” said the 
tailor; but, upon my word, Mr. Canterfield’s words 
were perfectly correct. I wish as much could be 
said in favor of Woolscy\s old rival, Mr. Eglantine, 
who attended the sale too, but it was with a horrid 
kind of satisfaction at the thought that Walker was 
ruined. He bought the yelloAV satin sofa before 
mentioned, and transhuTcd it to what he calls his 
“ sitting-room,” wheri^ it is to this day, bearing many 
marks of the best bears’ grease. Woolsey bid against 
Baroski for the piano, v(u*y nearly up to the actual 
value Qf the instrument, when the artist withdrew 
from competition ; and when he was siH*ering at the 
ruin of Mr. AValker, tin*, tailor sternly interrupted him 
by saying, “What the deuce are //o?/ sneering at? 
You did it, sir : and you’re jiaid every sliillingof your 
claim, ain’t you?” On which Baroski turned round 
to Miss Larkins, and said, “Mr. AVoolsey was a 
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^ snop ; ^ ’’ the very words, though pronounced some- 
what differently, which the gallant Cornet Fipkin had 
applied to him. 

Well ; so he was a snob. But, vulgar as he was, I 
declare, for my part, that T have a greater respect for 
Mr. Woolsey than for any single nobleman or gentle- 
man mentioned in this true liistory. 

It will be seen from the names of Messrs. Can- 
tertield and. Podmore that Morgiana was again in 
the midst of the widow Crump’s favorite theatrical 
society; and this, indeed, was the case. The widow’s 
little room was hung round with the ])ietures which 
were mentioned at the commencement of the story 
as decorating the bar of the Bootjack ; ” and several 
times in a week she received her friends from the 
Wells,” and entertained them with such humble 
refreshments of tea and crumpets as her modest 
mf\ans permitted her to purcliase. Among these 
persons Morgiana lived and sung quite as contentedly 
as she had ever done among the demireps of her 
husband’s society ; and, only she did not dare to own 
it to herself, was a great deal happier than she had 
been for many a day. Mrs. Captain Walker was still 
a great lady amongst them. Even in his ruin. 
Walker, the director of three companies, and the 
owner of the s})lendid pony-chaise, was to these 
simple persons an awful character; and when men- 
tioned, they talked with a great deal of gravity of 
Ills being in the country, and hoped Mrs. Captain W. 
had good news of him. They all knew he was in the 
Fleet ; but had he not in prison fought a duel with 
a viscount ? Montmorency (of the Norfolk circuit) 
was in the Fleet too ; and when Canterfield went to 
see poor Montey, the latter had pointed out Walker 
to his friend, who actually hit Lord George Tennison 
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across the shoulders iii jday witli a racket-hat ; which 
event was soon made known to the whole gr(M‘ii- 
room. 

^^Tliey had me up one day,” said Montmorency, 
^Ho sing a comic song, and give my recitations; and 
we had champagne and lobster-salad : svrh nobs ! ” 
added the player. Billingsgate and V'auxhall were 
there too, and left colh‘ge at eight o^clock.” 

When Morgiana was told of the circylmstance by 
her mother, she ho])ed her dear Howard had enjoyed 
the evening, and was thankful that for once lie could 
forget his sorrows. Kor, soimOiow, was she ashamed 
of herself for Indng hap])y afterwards, but gave way 
to her natural good-humor without rt'pentance or self- 
rebuke. I believe, indeed (alas ! why are we made 
accpiainted with the same fact n'garding ourselves 
long after it is past and gone ?), — 1 believe these 
were the hai)])i(\st days of Morgiana’s whole life. 
She had no cares excejit the pleasant oiw, of attend- 
ing on her husband, an easy, smiling tem])erament 
which made her regardless of to-morrow ; and, add to 
this, a delightful hope relatives to a certain interesting 
event which was about to occur, aiul which I shall not 
particularize further than by saying, that she was 
cautioned against too much singing by iMr. Squills, 
her medical attendant; and that widow Crump was 
busy making up a vast miiuber of little cajis and di- 
minutive cambric shirts, such as delighted fjrand^ 
mothers are in the habit of fashioning. I hope this 
is as genteel a way of signifying the (dreiiinstance 
which was about to take place in the Walker family 
as Miss Prim herself could desire. Mrs. WalkePs 
mother was about to become a grandmother. There 
a phrase! The ^’Morning Post,” which says this 
story is vulgar, I hn sure caimot quarrel with that. I 
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don’t believe the whole ‘‘Court Guide would convey 
an intimation more delicately. 

Well, Mrs. Crump’s little grandchild was born, 
entirely to the dissatisfaction, 1 must say, of his 
father ; who, when the infant was brought to him in 
the Fleet, had him abruptly covered up in his cloak 
again, from which he had been removed by the jealous 
prison door-keepers ; why, do you think ? Walker 
had a cpiarre] with one of them, and the wn*tch per- 
sisted in beliiwing that the bundle Mrs. Crumi) was 
bringing to her son-in-law was a bundle of disguised 
brandy ! 

“ The brutes ! ” said the lady ; “ and the father ’s a 
brute too,” said she. ‘‘He takes no more notice of 
me than if T was a kitchen-maid, and of Woolsey than 
if he was a leg of mutton — the dear, blessed little 
cherub ! ” 

Mrs. Crump was a motlier-in-law ; h‘t us pardon her 
hatred of her daughter’s husband. 

The Woolsey compared in the above sentence both 
to a leg of mutton and a ch(*rul), was not the eminent 
member of the firm of Linsiy, Woolsey, and Co., but 
the little baby, who was (diristemal Howard Woolsey 
Walker, with the full (‘onsent of tin; father ; who said 
the tailor was a deuiced good fellow, and felt really 
obliged to him for the sherry, for a frock-coat which 
he let him have in prison, and for his kindness to 
Morgiaiia. The tailor loved the little boy with all his 
soul ; he attended his mother to her churching, and 
the child to the font ; and, as a present to his little 
godson on his christening, he sent two yards of the 
finest white kerseymere in his shop to make him a 
cloak. The Duke had had a pair of inexpressibles 
off that very piece. 

House-furniture is bought and sold, music-lessons 
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are given, children are born and christened, ladies are 
confined and churched — time, in other words, passes 
— and yet Captain Walker still remains in prison ! 
Does it not seem strange that he should still languish 
there between palisaded walls near Fleet Market, and 
that he should not be restored to that active and 
fashionable world of which he was an ornament ? 
The fact is, tln^ Captain had been before the Court 
for the examination of his debts ; and tlie (k)mmis- 
sioner, with a cruelty quite sliameful towards a fallen 
man, had (lualified his ways of g(‘tting money in most 
severe language, and had sent him back to prison 
again for tlie space of nine calendar months, an in- 
definite period, and until his accounts could be made 
up. This delay Walker bore like a i)hilosoplier, and, 
tar from repining, was still the gayest fellow of the 
tennis-court, and the soul of the midnight carouse. 

There is no use in raking up old stories, and hunt- 
ing through files of dead news 2 >apers, to know what 
were the specific acts which made tln^ Commissioner 
so angry Avith Captain Walker. Many a rogue has 
come before the Court, and passed through it since 
then : and 1 would lay a wager that HoAvard Walker 
was not a bit worse than his neighbors. But as he 
was not a lord, and as he had no friends on coming 
out of j)rison, and had settled no money on his wife, 
and had, as it must be confessed, an exceedingly bad 
character, it is not likely that the latter would be for- 
given him when once more free in the world. For in- 
stance, when Doublequits left the Fleet, he was 
received with open arms by his family, and had two- 
aiid-thirty horses in his stables before a week was 
over. Pam, of the Dragoons, came out, and instantly 
got a place as government courier, — a ]>lace found so 
good of late years (and no wonder, it is better pay 
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that! tbat of a colonel), that our noblemen and gentry 
eagerly press for it. Frank Hurricane was sent out 
as registrar of Tobago, or Sago, or Ticonderago 5 in 
fact, for a younger son of good family it is rather ad- 
vantageous to get into debt twenty or thirty thousand 
I)Ounds ; you are sure of a good pLace afterwards in the 
colonies. Your friends are so anxious to get rid of 
you, that they will move heaven and earth to serve 
you. And so all the above companions of misfortune 
with Walker were speedily made comfortable ; but he 
had no rich parents ; his old father was dead in York 
jail. „ How was he to start in the world again ? 
What friendly hand was there to fill his pocket with 
gold, and his cup with sparkling champagne ? He 
was, in fact, an object of the greatest pity, — for I 
know of no greater than a gentleman of his habits 
without the means of gratifying them. He must live 
well, and he has not the means. Is thexe a more pa- 
thetic case ? As for a mere low beggar — some labor- 
less laborer, or some weaver out of place — don^t let 
us throw away our compassion upon them, Psha! 
‘they ’re accustomed to starve. They can sleep upon 
boards, or dine off a crust; whereas a gentleman 
would die in the same situation. I think this was 
poor Morgiana’s way of reasoning. For Walker’s 
cash in prison beginning presently to run low, and 
knowing quite well that the dear fellow could not 
exist there without the luxuries to which he had been 
accustomed, she borrowed money from her mother, 
until the poor old lady was a sec. She even con- 
fessed, with tears, to Woolsey, that she was in par- 
ticular want of twenty pounds, to pay a poor milliner, 
whose debt she could not bear to put in her husband’s 
schedule. And t need not say she carried the money 
to her husband, who might have been greatly benefited 
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by it, — only he had a bad rim of luck at the cards ; and 
how the deuce can a man help that ? 

Woolsey had repurchased for her one of the Cash- 
mere shawls. She left it behind her one day at the 
Fleet Prison, and some rascal stole it there ; having 
the grace, however, to send Woolsc}^ the ticket, signi- 
fying the place where it had been pawned. Who could 
the scoundrel have been ? Woolsey swore a, great oath, 
and fancied he knew ; but if it was Walker himself 
(as Woolsey fancied, and probably as was the case) 
who made away wdth the shawl, being pressed thereto 
by necessity, was it fair to call him a scoundrel for so 
ddiiig, and should we not rathei* laud the delicacy of 
his proceeding ? He was poor ; who can command 
the cards ? but he did not wish his wife should know^ 
how poor : he could not bear tliat she should suppose 
him arrived at the necessity of pawning a shawl. 

She who had such beautiful ringlets, of a sudden 
pleaded cold in the head, and took to wearing caps. 
One summer evening, as she and the baby and Mrs. 
Crump and Woolsey (let us say all four babies to- 
gether) were laugliing and playing in Mrs. Crump’s 
drawing-room, — jdaying the most absurd gambols, 
fat Mrs. Crun^), for instance, hiding beliind the sofa, 
Woolsey chuck-chuckling, cock-a-doodle-dooing, and 
performing those indescribable freaks which gentle- 
men with philoprogenitive organs will execute in the 
company of children, — in the midst of their play 
the baby gave a tug at his mother’s cap ; off it came 
— her hair was cut close to her head ! 

Morgiana turned as red as sealing-wax, and trembled 
very much ; Mrs. Crump screamed, ^^My child, where 
is your hair?” and Woolsey, bursting out with a 
most tremendous oath against Walker that would send 
Miss Prim into convulsions, put his handkerchief to 
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his face, and actually wept. ‘^The infernal bubble- 
ubble-ackguard ! ” said he, roaring and clenching his 
lists. 

As he had i)assed the Bower of Bloom a few days 
before, he saw Mossrose, who was combing out a jet- 
black ringlet, and held it up, as if for Woolsey^s 
examination, with a peculiar grin. The tailor did not 
understand the joke, but he saw now what had hap- 
])ened. Morgiana had sold her hair for five guineas ; 
she would have sold her arm had her husband bidden 
her. On looking in her drawers it was found she had 
sold almost all her wearing a})par(d ; the child’s clothes 
were all there, however. It was because her husband 
talked of disposing of a gilt coral that the child had, 
that she had parted with the locks which had formed 
her pride. 

I ’ll give you twenty guineas for that hair, you in- 
famous fat coward,” roared the little tailor to Eglan- 
tine tliat evtming. ‘‘ Give it up, or I ’ll kill you — ” 

“ ]Mr. Mossrose ! Mr. Mossrose ! ” shouted the 
perfumer. 

Veil, vatsh de matter, vatsh de row, fight avay, 
my boys ; two to one on the tailor,” said Mr. Moss- 
rose, much enjoying the sport (for Woolsey, striding 
through the shop without speaking to him, had rushed 
into the studio, where he plumped upon Eglantine). 
‘^Tell him about that hair, sir.” 

^^That hair! Now keep yourself quiet. Mister 
Tirnble, and don’t tink for to bully me. You mean 
Mrs. Valker’s ’air ? Vy, she sold it me.” 

And the more blackguard you for buying it ! Will 
you take twenty guineas for it ? ” 

No,” said Mossrose, 

^^Twenty-five ? ” 

Can’t,” said Mossrose. 
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Hang it ; will you take forty ? There ! ” 

I vish I ’d kep it,’’ said tlie Hebrew gentleman, 
with unfeigned regret. ‘‘Eglantine dressed it this 
very night.” 

“ For Countess Baldcnstiern, the Swedish Hambas- 
sador’s lady,” says Eglantine (his Hebrew partner 
was by no means a favorite with the ladies, and only 
superintended the accounts of the concern). “It’s 
this very night at Devonshire ’Ouse, witb four lies- 
trich plumes, lappets, and trimmings. And now, Mr. 
Woolsey, I ’ll trouble you to apologize.” 

Mr. Woolsey did not answer, but walked up to Mr. 
Eglantine, and snapped his lingers so close under the 
perfumer’s nose that the latter started back and seized 
the bell-rope. Mossrose burst out laughing, and the 
tailor walked majesticall}^ from the shop, with both 
hands stuck between the lappets of his coat. 

“ My dear,” said he to Morgiana a short time after- 
wards, “ you must not encourage that husband of yours 
in his extravagance, and sell the clothes off your poor 
back, that h<^ may feast and act the fine gentleman 
in prison.” 

“ It is his health, ])oor dear soul ! ” interposed Mrs. 
Walker: “his chest. Every farthing of the money 
goes to the doctors, poor fellow ! ” 

“Well, now listen: I am a rich man” (it was a 
great fib, for Woolsey’s income, as a junior partner of 
the firm, was but a small one) ; “ I can very well 
afford to. make him an allowance whih^ he is in tlu^ 
Fleet, and have written to him to say so. But if you 
ever give him a penny, or sell a trinket belonging to 
you, upon my word and honor 1 will withdraw the 
allowance, and, though it would go to my heart, I ’ll 
never see you again. You wouldn't make me urn 
happy, would you ? ” 
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‘‘ I ’d go on my knees to serve you, and Heaven 
bless you,’^ said the wife. 

tlieu, you must give me this promise.^^ 
And she did. And now,” said he, your mother, 
and l^odmore, and T, liav^e been talking over matters, 
and we ’ve agre(Ml that you may make a very good in- 
(*.ome for yourstdf ; though, to be sure,* I wish it could 
have be(m^ managed any other way 5 but needs must, 
you know. You tlie finest singer in the universe.” 
‘^La!” said Morgiana, highly delighted. 

‘‘i never heard anything like you, though Ibn no 
judge. Podniore says he is sure you will do very 
well, and has no doubt you might get very good en- 
gagements at concerts or on tlie stage ; and as that 
liusband will never do any good, and you have a child 
to su])port, sing you must.” 

“ Oh ! how glad I should be to pay his debts and 
repay all he has done for me,” cried Mrs. Walker. 

Think of his giving two hundred guineas to Mr. 
llaroski to have me taught. Was not that kind of 
him ? Do you rmlhj think 1 should sue.ceed ?” 

Tlu*re ’s Miss Larkins has succeeded.” 

“ The little, high-shouldered, vulgar thing ! ” says 
Morgiana. “ I • m sure I ought to succeed if i^lie did.” 

“ She sing against Morgiana ? ” said Mrs. Crump. 
‘‘ 1 \l like to see her, indeed ! She ain’t fit to snuff a 
candh* to her.” 

1 dare say not,” said the tailor, though I don’t 
understand the tiling myself ; but if Morgiana can 
make a fortune, why should n’t she ? ” 

“ Heaven knows we want it, Woolsey,” cried Mrs. 
Ciaimp. And to see her on the stages was always the 
wish of my heart : ” and so it had formerly been the 
wish of Morgiana ; and now, with the hope of helping 
lier husband and child; the wish became a duty^ and 
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she fell to practising once more from morning till 
night. 

(hie of the most generous of men and tailors who 
ever lived now^ promised, if further instruction sliould 
be (ionsidered necc^ssary (though that he could hardly 
believe possible), that he would lend Morgiana any 
sum required for the paynuuit of lessons ; and accord- 
ingly she once mor(^ betook lierself, undcu* Podinore’s 
advice, to the singing scdiool. Ilaroski's academy 
was, after the passages b(‘tw(‘en them, out of flie 
question, and sho herscif under tl.'e instruction 

of the excellent English composer Sir (hM)rge Thrum, 
A^liose large and awful wif(\ Lady Thrum, dragon of 
virtue and pro])riety, ke])! Avatch ov('r the master and 
the pu])i]s, and Avas the sternest guardian of female 
virtue on or off any stag(\ 

Morgiana canic at a ])ropitious moment. Ihiroski 
had launched l\liss Larkins uiuhn* the name of Ligouicu*. 
The Ijigonier was enjoying considerable success, and 
was singing classi(uil music to tolerable audiences, 
whereas Miss lUitt.s, Sir Georges’s last pu])il, had turn(‘d 
out a conipl(d/(‘ failure, and the rival house Avas only 
able to mak(' a faint ojqKisition to the noAv star with 
Miss M’Whirter, who, though an old favorite, had 
lost her upper notes and her front teeth, and, the fact 
was, dr(‘W no longer. 

I)irt‘ctly Sir George heard Mrs. Walker, he tapped 
Todniore, who accompanied her. on the waist(*oat, and 
said, ^^Poddy, thank you ; wo ’ll cut the orange-boy’s 
throat Avith that voice.” It Avas by the familiar title 
of orange-boy that the great Baroski Avas knoAvii 
among his ()])ponents. 

We ’ll crush him, Podmore,” said Lady Thrum, in 
her deep hollow voice. ‘^You may stop and dine.” 
And Podmore stayed to dinner, and ate cold mutton, 
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aud drank Marsala with the greatest reverence for 
the great English coiuposor. The very next day 
Lady Tlirum hired a pair of horses, and paid a visit 
to Mrs. Crump and her daughter at “ Sadler’s Wells.” 

All these tilings M^ere kept profoundly secret from 
Walker, who received very luaguaniniously the allow- 
ance of two guineas a-week wlifch Woolsey made him, 
and with tly* aid of the few shillings his wife could 
bring him, nfanaged to exist as best he might. He 


dislikt* gin when he could get no claret, and 
(lut iio . th(ic’’'V>ViV '^jfditajie,” used to 

the former i.V *' ’ 

be measured out iiretty liberally in what was ior- 
merly her Majesty’s prison of the Fleet. 

Morgiaua pursued her studies under 'Ihrum, and 
we shall hear in the next chapter how it was she 


changed her name to Kavknswixg. 



CHAPTER VII. 


IN WIIKMT MOUOIANA AI)VAN<’KS TO^VAIJDS FAMK 

AND HONOK, AM) JN WllK'H SKVKHA l.*DKKAT LIT- 

KKAHY (JllAKAl'TKliS MAKE I’JIEJK APEKAKANCK. 

‘‘ Wk must begin, my dear madam,'' said Sir George 
T^liruin, “ by unlearning all that Baroski (of 

whom I do not wish to S])eak with the slightest dis- 
resjjeet) has taught you ! ’’ 

Morgiaiia knew that every professor says as much, 
and submitted to undergo the study recpiisite for Sir 
George’s system Avith perlVet good graca^. Au f(»ul, 
as I was given to understand, the methods of tli(‘ two 
artists were jiretty similar; but as ther(‘ was rivaliy 
between them, and (u)ntinual d(‘S(M’lion of scholars 
from one school to anotlnu', it was fair for each to 
take all the credit he could get in the siua*ess of any 
])Uj)iL If a puj)il failed, for instance, Tliruni would 
say Baroski had sjioiled Inn* irr(‘trievably ; whil(‘ tln^ 
German would regret ‘^I)at dat yong voman, who had 
a good organ, should have trown UAfay her dinn* wdd 
dat old Drum.” When one of these deserters suc- 
ceeded, “Yes, yes,” would either i)r()fessor cry, “I 
formed* her, sIk^ oavcs h(‘r fortum* to nn‘.” Both of 
tluuu thus, in future days, claiim'd tlu^ education of 
the famous Ravenswdng; and (*v(mi Sir (ieorg(‘ Tlirum, 
though he wished to eVyvosrr tin* Ligonicr, })r(‘tended 
that her present success w^as his work, because once 
she had been brought by her mother, Mrs. Larkins, 
to sing for Sir George’s approval. 
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When the two professors met it was with the most 
delighted (cordiality on the part of both. “ Mein 
lieher ITcrr^"' Thrum would say (witli some malice), 
^^yoiir sonata in x flat is divine.’^ ‘^Chevalier,’’ 
Ihiroski would re])lv, "'^dat andante movement in w is 
worthy of Beetlioven. I gif you my sacred honor, 
and so fortli. In fact, tln^y lovtcd eaeh other as gem 
tlenuMi in their profession always do. 

Tli(^ two hinions ])rofessors conduct their academies 
on vtny ()j)j)osit(‘ judnciples. Baroski writes ballet 
niusic; Tliriun, on the contrary, says ‘^le cannot but 
(bcplore the dangt'rous fascinations of the dance,’’ and 
writes more for Kxeter Hall and Birniingliam. While 
Baroski drives a (cab in the Ba,rk with a very suspic- 
ious Mademoistdlo Lcocadie, or Aiminaide by his side, 
you may see Thrum walking to (evening church with 
his lady, and hymns anc sung th(*re of his own com- 
position. Ilic belongs to the Athemeum Club,” he 
goes to the levee omce a-year, he does everything that 
a respectable man should, and if, by the means of this, 
respecctability, he manages to make his little trade far 
more profitable than it otherwise would be, are we to 
(piarrel with him for it? 

Sir tb'orge, in fact, had every reason to be respect- 
able. H(c had been a choir-boy at Windsor, had 
played to the old King’s violoncello, had been inti- 
mate' witli him, and had received knighthood at the 
hand of his revened sovereign. He had a snuff-box 
wliich his Majesty gave him, and portraits of him 
iind the young princes all over the house. H(c had 
also a foreign order (no other, indeed, than the Ele- 
phant and Castle of Kalbsbrat(m-Pumpernickel), con- 
ferred upon him by the Grand Duke when here with 
the allied sovereigns in 1814. With this ribbon round 
his neck, on gala days, and in a white waistcoat, the 
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old gentleman looked sjdendid as he moved along in 
a V)lue coat with the Windsor button, and neat black 
small-clothes, and silk stockings. H(^ lived in an old, 
tall, dingy house, furnished in the reign of George 
III., his beloved master, and not much nion* cheerful 
now than a family vault. Tliey are. awfully funereal, 
those, ornaments of tln^ (dose of tlie last (‘(‘iitury, — 
tall, gloom}^ hors(‘-luiir chairs, mouldy Ihirkey carjiet.s, 
with wreteln^d druggets to guard them, Titth* cracked 
sticking-plaster miniatures of pt'ople in tours and 
pigtails over liigh-sliouldered ma.nbd’pii'ces, two dis- 
mal urns on each side of a lanky side-board, and in 
the midst a (^ueer twisted receptacle for worn-out 
knives with green handles. Under the sid(‘board 
stands a cellaret that looks as if it held half a bottle 
of currant wim^, and a shivering plate-warmer that 
never (iould g(*t any e.omfort out of th(‘. wiadclied old 
cramped grate yonder. Don't you know in such 
houses the gray gloom that hangs over the stairs, the 
dull-cohjred old carpet that winds its way uj) tlie 
same, growing thinner, duller, and mor(‘ tlinnidbare, 
as it mounts to tlio bedrcx)m floors \* There is some* 
tiling awful in the bedroom of a res[)ectable old(‘ouph‘ 
of sixty -live. Think of tlie old feathers, turbans, 
bugles, petticoats, pomatum-pots, spencers, white satin 
shoes, false fronts, the old flaccid, boneh'ss stays ti(‘d 
up in faded ribbon, the dusky fans, the old forty- 
years-old baby-linen, the hitters of Sir George wlum 
he was .young, the doll of poor Maria, who died in 
1803, Frederiek\s first corduroy breeches, and the 
newspaper wliich contains the account of his distin- 
guishing liimself at the siege of Seringapatam. All 
thcvse lie somewhere, dam]) and squeezed down into 
glnm old presses and wardrobes. At that glass the 
wife has sat many times these fifty ^mars ; in that 
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old morocco bed her children were born. Where are 
they now ? Fred, the brave captain, and Charles, the 
saucy colleger ; there hangs a drawing of him done 
by Mr, Beechciy, and that skc^tch by Cosway was the 
very likeness of Louisa before — 

Mr. Fitz-Loodle ! for Heaven’s sake come down. 
What are you doing in a lady’s bedroom ? ” 

^^Thefacit is, Madam, I had no business there in 
life; but, liaving had (piite enough wine with 8ir 
George, my tliouglits liad wandered up stairs into the 
sanctuary of female excellence, where your ladyship 
nightly re])oses. Vou do not sleep so well now as in 
old days, though there is no patter of little steps to 
wake you overhead.” 

They call that room the nursery still, and the little 
wicket still hangs at the upper stairs ; it has been 
there for forty years — hon IHeu ! Can’t you see the 
ghosts of little faces peering over it ? I wonder 
whether they get up in the night as the moonlight 
shines into the blank, vacant old room, and play there 
solemnly with litth? ghostly horses, and the spirits of 
dolls, and tops that turn and turn but don’t hum. 

On(*.e more, sir, come down to the lower story — 
that is, to the Morgiana story — with which the above 
senteiKjes have no more to do than this morning’s 
leading article in The Times ; ” only it was at this 
house of Sir George Tlinim’s that T met Morgiana. 
Sir (ieorge, in old days, had instructed some of the 
female members of our family, and I recollect cutting 
my fingers as a (diild with one of these attenuated 
green-handled knives in the queer box yonder. 

In those days Sir George Thrum was the first great 
musical teacher of London, and the royal patronage 
brought him a great number of fashionable pupils, of 
whom Lady Fitz-Boodle was one. It was a long, long 



THE RAVENS WING. 


131 


time ago : in fact, Sir George Thrum was old enough 
to, remember persons who ha,d been present at Mr. 
Brahaiids first appearance, and the old gentleman’s 
days of triumph had been those of Billington and 
Incledon, Catalan i and Madame Storace. 

He was the author of several operas Tlie Camel 
Driver,” Britons Alarmed ; or the Siege of ]>ergen- 
op-Zoom,” etc. etc.), and, of course, of song« whic'h liad 
considerable success in their day, but Tire forgotten 
now, and are as much faded and out of fashion as 
those old carpets which we hav(* described in the 
professor’s house, and whi(*,h were, doubtless, v(n*v 
b*rilliant once. Ihit sucli is the fate of car])ets, of 
flowers, of musi(% of men, and of the most admirable 
novels — even this story will not be alive for many 
centuries. W(dl, well, why struggle against Fate ? 

But, though his hey-day of fashion was gone, Sir 
(T(H)rge still held his place among the musicians of 
tin* old s(diool, conducted occasionally at the Ancient 
Concerts and the “ Philha.rmonic-,''‘ and his glees are 
still favorites aftei* i)ublic dinners, and are sung by 
those old bac(*hanalians, in chestnut wigs, who attend 
for the purposes of amusing the gu(*sts on such occa- 
sions of festivity. The great old pt‘oj)le at the gloomy 
old (‘oiKHU’ts before Jiieiitioued always ])ay Sir George 
marked respe('t ; and, indeed, from the old gentleman’s 
peculiar behavior to his superiors, it is imj)ossible 
they should not be didighted with him, so he leads at 
almost .every one of tlie concerts in the old-fashioned 
houses in town. 

Becomingly obsequious to his superiors, he is with 
the rest of the world properly inaji^stic, and has ob- 
tained no small success by his admirable and undevia- 
ting respectability. Respectability has been his grtiat 
card through life; ladies can trust then r daughters at 
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Sir George Thrum’s academy. A good musician, 
Madam,” says he to the mother of a new puj)!!, 
should not only have a fine ear, a good voice, and an 
indomitable industry, but, above all, a faultless char- 
acter — faultless, that is, as far as our poor nature 
will permit. And you will remark that tljose yottng 
persons with whom your lovely daughter, Miss Smith, 
will pursue her musicnil studies, are all, in a moral 
point of view, as spotless as that charming young 
lady. How should it be otherwise ? I have been 
myself the father of a family; I have been honored 
with the intimacy of tlie wisest and best of kings, my 
late sovereign (xcorge HI., and I can proudly show 
an example of deciorum to my pupils in my Sophia. 
Mrs. Smith, I have the honor of introducing to you 
my X^ady Thrum.” 

The old lady would rise at this, and make a gigan- 
tic curtsy, such a one as had begun the minuet at 
Ranelagh fifty years ago, and, the introduction ended, 
Mrs. Smith would retire, after having seen the por- 
traits of the princes, his late Majesty’s snuff-box, and 
a piece of music which he used to play, jioted by 
himself — Mrs. Smith, I say, would drive back to 
Baker Street, delighted to think that, her Frederica 
had secured so eligible and respectable a master. I 
forgot to say that, during the interview between Mrs. 
Smith and Sir George, the latt(u* would be called out 
of his study by his black servant, and my Lady Thrum 
would take that opportunity of mentioning when he 
was knighted, and how he got his foreign order, and 
deploring the sad condition of other musical professors, 
and the dreadful immorality which sometimes arose 
in consequence of their laxness. Sir George was a 
good deal engaged to dinners in the season, and if in- 
vited to dine with a nobleman, as he might possibly be 
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on the day when Mrs, Smith requested the honor of his 
company, he would write back that he should have 
bad the siucerest happiness iii waiting upon Mrs. 
Smith in Baker Street, if, previously, iny Lord Tweed- 
ledale had not been so kind as to engage liiiu.’^ Tliis 
letter, of course, shown by Mrs. Smith to her friends, 
was received by thexn with proper respect; and thus, 
in spite of age and new fashions, Sir George still 
reigijpd pre-eminent for a mile rountl Cavendish 
Square. By the young pupils of the academy he was 
called Sir Charles Grandison ; and, indeed, fully de- 
served this title on account of the indomitable respec- 
tability of his whole actions. 

It was under this gentleman that Morgiana made 
her dehut in public life. I do not know what arrange- 
ments may have been made between Sir George Thrum 
and his pupil regarding the profits which were to 
accrue to the former from engagements procured by 
him for the latter ; but there was, no doubt, an under- 
standing between them. For Sir George, respectable 
as he was, liad the reputation of being (jxtremely 
clever at a bargain ; and Lady Thrum herself, in her 
great high-tragedy way, could purchase a pair of soles 
or select a leg of mutton with the best housekeeper 
in London. 

When, however, Morgiana had been for some six 
months under his tuition, he began, for some reason 
or other, to be exceedingly liospitable, and invited his 
friend,8 to numerous entertainments ; at one of wliieh, 
as I have said, I had the pleasure of meeting Mrs. 
Walker. 

Although the worthy musician’s dinners were not 
good, the old knight had some excellent wine in his 
cellar, and his arrangement of his party deserves tn 
be commended, 
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' For instance, he meets me and Bob Fitz«Urse in 
Pall Mall, at whose paternal house he was also a 
visitor. “ My dear young gentlemen,” says he, will 
you come and dine with a poor musical composer ? I 
have some comet-hock, and, what is more curious to 
you perhaps, as men of wit, one or two of the great 
literary characters of London whom you would like 
to see — quite curiosities, my dear young friends.” 
And we agreed to go. ^ 

To tlie literary men he says, I liave a little quiet 
party at home, Lord Rouudtowers, the Honorable Mr. 
Fitz-Urse of the Life Guards, and a few more. Call 
you tear yourself away from the war of wits, and take 
a quiet amner with a few mere men about town ? ” 
The literary men instantly purchase new satin 
stocks and white gloves, and are delighted to fancy 
themselves members of the world of fashion. Instead 
of inviting "twelve Royal Academicians, or a dozen 
authors, or a dozen men of science to dinner, as his 

Grace the Duke of and the Right Honorable Sir 

Robert are in the habit of doing once a year, this 

plan of fusion is the one they should adopt. Not in- 
vite all artists, as they would invite all farmers to a 
rent-dinner ; but they should have a proper comming- 
ling of artists and men of the world. There is one of 
the latter whose name is George Savage Fitz-Boodle, 
who — But let us return to Sir George Thrum. 

Fitz-Urse and I arrive at the dismal old house, and 
are conducted up the staircase by a black servant, who 
shouts out, Missa Fiss-Boodle — the Honorable Missa 
Fiss-Urse!” It was evident that Lady Thrum had 
instructed the swarthy groom of the chambers (for 
there is nothing particularly honorable in my friend 
Fitz^s face that I know of, unless an abominable 
squint ms*y be said to be so).. Lady Thrum, whose 
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figure is something like that of the shot-tower opposite 
Waterloo Bridge, makes a majestic inclination and a 
speech to signify her pleasure at receiving under her 
roof two of tlie children of Sir George’s best pupils. 
A lady in black velvet is seated by the old fireplace, 
with whom a stout gentleman in an exceedingly light 
coat and ornamental waistcoat is talking very busily. 

The great star of the night,” whispers our host. 

Mrs. Walker, gentlemen — the Ravenlwing / She 

is talking to the famous Mr. Slang, of the 

theatre.” 

^ ^^Is she a fine singer?” says Fitz-Urse. “She’s 
a very fine woman.” 

“ My dear young friends, you shall hear to-night ! 
I, who have heard every fine voice in Europe, confi- 
dently pledge my respectability that the Ravenswing 
is equal to them all. She has the graces, sir, of a 
Venus with the mind of a muse. She is a siren, 
sir, without the dangerous qualities of ofte. She is 
hallowed, sir, by her misfortunes as by her genius ; 
and I am proud to think that my instructions have 
been the means of developing the wondrous qualities 
that were latent within her until now.” 

“ You don’t say so ! ” says gobemouche Fitz-Urse. 

Having thus indoctrinated Mr. Fitz-Urse, Sir George 
takes another of his guests, and proceeds to work upon 
him, “ My dear Mr. Bludyer, how do you do ? Mr. 
Fitz-Boodle, Mr. Bludyer, the brilliant and accom- 
plished wit, whose sallies in the “ Tomahawk ” delight 
US every Saturday. Nay, no blushes, my dear sir; 
you are very wicked, but oh ! so pleasant. Well, Mr. 
Bludyer, I am glad to see you, sir, and hope you will 
have a favorable opinion of our genius, sir. As 1 was 
saying to Mr. Fitz-Boodle, she has the graces of a 
Venus with the mind of a muse. She is a siren, with' 
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out the dangerous qualities of one,” etc. This little 
speech was made to half a dozen persons in the course 
of the evening — persons, for the most part, connected 
with the public journals or the theatrical world, 
lliere was Mr. Squinny, the editor of the Flowers 
of Fashion ; ” Mr. Desmond Mulligan, the poet, and 
reporter for a morning paper ; and other worthies of 
their calling. For though Sir George is a respectable 
man, and as 'high-minded and moral an old gentleman 
as ever wore knee-buckles, he does not neglect the 
little arts of popularity, and can condescend to receive 
very queer company if need be. 

For instance, at the dinner-party at which I had 
the honor of assisting, and at which, on the right 
hand of Lady Thrum sat the ohligi nobleman, whom 
the Thrums were a great deal too wise to omit (the 
sight of a lord does good to us commoners, or why 
else should we be so anxious to have one ?). In the 
second place of honor, and on her ladyship’s left hand, 
sat Mr. Slang, the manager of one of the theatres j a 
gentleman whom my Lady Thrum would scarcely, but 
for a great necessity’s sake, have been induced to 
invite to her table. He had the honor of leading 
Mrs. Walker to dinner, who looked splendid in black 
velvet and turban, full of health and smiles. 

Lord Koundtowers is an old gentleman who has 
been at the theatres five times a week for these fifty 
years, a living dictionary of the stage, recollecting 
every actor and actress who has appeared upon it for 
half a century. He perfectly well remembered Miss 
Delaney in Morgiana 5 he knew what had become of 
Ali Baba; and how Cassim had left the stage, and was 
now the keeper of a public-house. All this store of 
knowledge he kept quietly to himself, or only 
delivered in confidence to his next neighbor in the 
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intervals of the banciuet, which he enjoys prodig- 
iously* He lives at an hotel: if not invited to dine, 
eats a mutton-chop very humbly at his club, and fin- 
ishes his evening after the play at Crockford’s/’ 
whither he goes not for the sake of the play but of the 
supper there. He is described in the Court Guide"' 
as of Simmer’s Hotel/’ and of Roundtowers, county 
Cork, It is said that the round towers^'really exist. 
But he has not been in Ireland since the rebellion ; 
and his property is so hampered with ancestral mort- 
gages, and rent-charges, and annuities, that his income 
is barely sufficient to provide the modest mutton-chop 
before alluded to. He has, any time these fifty years, 
lived in the wickedest comj)any in London, and is 
withal, as harmless, mild, good-natured, innocent an 
old gentleman as can readily be seen. 

Rouudy,” shouts the elegant Mr. Slang, across the 
table, with a voice which makes Lady Thrum shudder, 
^^Tuff, a glass of wine.” 

My lord replies meekly, Mr. Slang, I shall have 
very much pleasure. What shall it be ? ” 

‘^Tliere is Madeira near you, my lord,” says my 
lady, pointing to a tall thin decanter of the fashion of 
tlie year. 

Madeira! Marsala, by Jove, your ladyship means !*” 
shouts Mr, Slang. ‘‘No, no, old birds are not caught 
with chaff. Thrum, old boy, let’s have some of your 
comet-hoek.” 

“ My Lady Thrum, I believe that is Marsala ! 
says the knight, blushing a little in reply to a question 
from his Sopliia. “ Ajax, the hock to Mr. Slang.” 

“ I ’m in that,” yells Bludyer from the end of the 
table. “ My lord, I ’ll join you.” 

«Mr. — I beg your pardon— I shall be very 
happy to take wine with you, sir.” 
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is Mr. Bliulyer, the celebrated newspaper 
writer/^ whispers Lady Thrum. * 

Bludyer, Bliulyer ? A very clever man, I dare 
say. He has a very loud voice, and reminds me o£ 
Brett. Does your ladyship remember Brett, who 
played the ‘ Fathers ’ at the Haymarket in 1802 ? ” 
What an old stupid Roundtowers is ! ’’ says Slang, 
arelily, nudging Mrs. Walker in the side. How 's 
AValker, eli 

^^My husband is in the country,’’ replied Mrs. 
Walker, hesitatingly. 

Gammon ! I know where he is ! Law bless you 
— don’t blush. I ’ve been there myself a dozen 
times. We were talking about quod. Lady Thrum. 
Were you ever in college ? ” 

1 was at the Commemoration at Oxford in 1814, 
wlien the sovereigns were there, and at Cambridge 
when Sir George received his degree of Doctor of 
Music.” 

‘‘ Laud, Laud, that ’.s not the college we mean.” 
There is also the college in Gower Street, where 
my grandson — ” 

This is the college in Queer Street^ Ma’am, haw, 
haw ! Mulligan, you divvle (in an Irish accent), a 
glass of wine with you. Wine, here, you waiter ! 
What ’s your name, you black nigger ? ’l^ossiim up 
a gum-tree, eh ? Fill him up. Dere he go ” (imitat- 
ing the Mandingo manner of speaking English). 

In this agreeable w,ay would Mr. Slang rattle on, 
speedily making liimself the centre of the conversa- 
tion, and addressing graceful familiarities to all the 
gentlemen andyadies round him. 

It was good TO see how the little knight, the most 
moral and calm of men, was compelled to receive- Mr. 
Slang’s stories, and the frightened air with which, at 
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the conclusion of one of them, he would venture upon 
a commendatory grin. His lady, on her part too, had 
been laboriously civil ; and, on the occasion on which 
I had the honor of meeting this gentleman and Mrs. 
Walker, it was the latter who gave the signal for with- 
drawing to the lady of the house, by saying, J think. 
Lady Tliriim, it is quite time for us to retire.” Some 
exquisite joke of Mr. Slang’s was the cause of this 
abrupt disappearance. But, as they Wicnt up stairs 
to the drawing-room, Lady Tlirum took occasion to 
say, My dear, in the course of your profession you 
will have to submit to many such familiarities on the 
part of persons of low breeding, such as I fear Mr. 
Slang is. But let m(‘ caution you against giving way 
to your temi)er as you did. Did you not perceive that 
Z never allowed him to see my inward dissatisfaction? 
And J make it a particular point that you should be 
very civil to him to-night. Your interests — our in- 
terests — depend upon it.” 

And are my interests to make me,, civil to a wretch 
like that ? ” 

Mrs. Walker, would you wish to give lessons in 
morality and behavior to Lady Thrum ? ” said the 
old lady, drawing herself up with great dignity. It 
was evident that she had a very strong desire imhcul 
to conciliate Mr. Slang; and lienee 1 liavc no doubt 
that Hi r George was to liave a considerable share of 
Morgiana’s earnings. 

Mr. Bludyer, the famous editor of the ‘‘Toma- 
hawk,” whose jokes Sir George pretended to admire 
so much (Sir George who never made a joke in his 
life), was a press bravo of considerable talent and no 
principle, and who, to use his owt||, words, would 
“ back himself for a slashing article against any man 
in England ! He would not only write, but fight on 
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a pinch ; was a good scholar, and as savage in his 
manner as with his pen. Mr. Squinny is of exactly 
the opposite school, as delicate as milk and water, 
harmless in his habits, fond of the flute when the 
state of his chest will allow him, a great practiser of 
waltzing and dancing in general, and in his journal 
mildly mali(uous. He never goes beyond the bounds 
of politeness, but manages to insinuate a great deal 
tliat is disag.veeable to an author in the course of 
twenty lines of criticism. Personally he is quite 
respectable, and lives with two maiden aunts at 
Brompton. Nobody, on the contrary, knows where 
Mr. Bludyer lives. He has houses of cull, Jiiysterious 
taverns where he may lx*, found at particular hours by 
thole who need him, and where panting publishers 
are in the habit of hunting him up. Por a bottle of 
wine and a guinea he will write a page of praise or 
abuse of any man living, or on any subject, or on 
any line of politics. ‘‘ Hang it, sir,’’ says he, “ ])ay 
iue enough and 1 will write down my own father ! ” 
According to the state of his credit, he is dressed 
either almost in rags or else in the extreinest flush 
of fashion. With the latter attire he puts on a 
haughty and aristocratic air, and would slap a duke 
on the shoulder. If there is one thing jnore danger- 
ous than to refuse to lend him a sum of money when 
he asks for it, it is to lend it to him ; for he ne*r 
pays, and never pardons a man to whom he owes. 

Walker refused to cash a bill for rue,” he had been 
heard to say, and I ’ll do for his wife when she comes 
out on the stage ! ” Mrs. Walker and Sir George 
Thrum were in an agony about the Tomahawk ; 
hence the latj||r^s invitation to Mr. Bludyer. Sir 
George was in a great tremor about the Flowers of 
Fashion/’ hence his invitation to Mr. Squinny* Mr. 



THE KAVENSWING. Ul 

Squinny was introduced to Lord Boundtowers and 
Mr. Fitz-Urse as one of the most delightful and 
talented of our young men of genius ; and Fitz, who 
believes everything any one tells him, was quite 
pleased to have the honor of sitting near the live 
editor of a paper. I have reason to think that Mr. 
Squinny himself was no less delighted: I saw him 
giving kis card to Fitz-Urse at the end of the second 
course. 

No particular attention was paid to Mr. Desmond 
Mulligan. Political enthusiasm is his forte. He 
lives and writes in a rapture. He is, of course, a 
member of an inn of court, and greatly addicted to 
after-dinaer speaking as a preparation for the bar, 
where as a young man of genius he hopes one day to 
shine. He is almost the only man to whom Bludyer 
is civil, for, if the latter will fight doggedly when 
there is a necessity for so doing, the former fights like 
an Irishnan, and has a pleasure in it. He has been 
“on the fround ” I don’t know how many time.s, and 
quitted his country on account of a quarrel with Govern- 
ment regwding certain articles published by him in the 
“ Phoenii ” newspaper. With the third bottle, he be- 
comes over-poweringly great on the wrongs of Ireland, 
and at that period gejierally volunteers a couple or more 
of Irish melodies, selecting the most melancholy in the 
cffiecticn. At five in the afternoon, you are sure to 
see him about the House of Commons, and he knows 
the “Iteform Club” (he calls it the Befawrum) as 
well aa if he were a member. It*is curious for the 
contenplative mind to mark those mysterious hangers- 
on of Irish members of Parliament — strange runners 
and 4des-de-camp which all the hono||ible gentlemen 
' appe^ to possess. Desmond, in his political capacity. 
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is one of these, and besides his calling as reporter to 
a newspaper, is ‘^our well-informed correspondent^^ 
of that famous Minister pajier, the Green flag of 
Skibbereen.” 

With Mr. Mulligan’s (pialities and history I only 
became subse(pu'ntly actpiainted. On the jiresent 
(‘veiling he made but a brief stay at the dinner-table, 
being comp(dled by his jirofessional duties to attend 
the House of .-Commons. 

The abov(i formed the party with whom I had the 
honor to dine. What other repasts Sir George Thrum 
may have given, wliat assembli(*s of men of mere 
sci(mce he may have invitcnl to giv(‘ tluur opinion re-* 
garding liis prodigy, what other editors of japers he 
may liave pa(*ified or rendered favorable, who knows? 
On the present occasion, we did not quit th?. dinruu*- 
table until Mr. Slang tlu* manager was (xiiisiderably 
excited by wine, and music had been heard tor some 
time in the drawing-room overhea-d during our ab- 
seiK^e. An addition had been made to tin Thrum 
party by the arrival of several persons to spend the 
evening, — a man to play on the violin betveen the 
singing, a youth to play on the piano, Miss Horsman 
to sing with Mrs. Walker and otlier scic ntifi( charac- 
ters. In a (corner sat a red-faced old lad}^ oF wliom 
the mistress of th(‘ mansion t(jok little notice; and ii 
gentleman with a royal button, who bluslnd aild 
looked exceedingly modest. 

“ Hang me ! ” says Mr. Bludyer, who had perfectly 
good reasons for i^cognizing Mr. Woolsey, aid who 
on this day chose to assume his aristocratfe air ; 

there ’s a tailor in the room! What do they mean 
by asking me tq meet tradesmen ? 

“ Delaney, my dear,” cries Slang, entering the !oom 
with a reel, how ’s your precious health ? Giv^ us 
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your liaiul ! When a7^e we to be married ? Make 
room for me on tlie sofa, that ’s a duck ! ’’ 

‘‘Get along-, Slang,’' says Mrs. Crump, addressed by 
the manager by lier maiden name (artists generally 
drop the title of honor wliieh people adopt in tlie 
world, and call each other by their simple surnames) 
— “get along, Slang, or I ’ll tell Mrs. S. ! ” The eir 
terprising mamiger replit's by sportively sU'iking Mrs. 
Crump on tht* side a blow which causes a*great giggh' 
from the lady insulted, and a most good-humored 
thr(*at to box Slang's ears. 1 f(\ar very ]iiuch that 
Morgiana’s mother thouglit Mr. Slang an exceedingly 
geLtlemanlike and agreeable person ; b(‘sides, she was 
eager to have his good opinion of Mrs. Walker's 
singing. 

Th(^ manager stretched himself out with much 
graeefuliK'ss on the sofa, su[)]K)rting two little dum])y 
legs en<*as(‘.d in varnislied boots on a, (diair. 

“ Ajax, some tea to Mr. Slang/’ said my lady, look- 
ing towards that gentleman with a countenance ex- 
pressive of some alarm, 1 tliought. 

“ That 's right, Ajax, my black ])rinee ! " exclaimed 
Slang, when tin* m*gro brought the retpiired refresh- 
inent ; “and now 1 su]>pose you’ll be wanted in the 
orchestra, yoiyler. Don’t Ajax play the (ymbals, Sir 
Ge|X'ge ? ” 

“ Ha, ha, ha ! very good — capital ! " answered the 
knight, exceedingly frightened; ‘G)ut ours is not a 
m'difarij band. iMiss llorsman, Mr. (h*aw, my d(*ar 
Mrs. Jtaveiiswing, shall we begin the trio / Silence, 
gontlejnen, if you please, it is a little ])iece from my 
opera of the 'Brigand’s B>ride.’ Miss Horsiiian takes 
the Bage’s part, Mr. Craw is Stiletto the Brigand, my 
accomplished pupil is the Bride ; ” and the music 
began. 
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“ The Bride* 

My Heart with joy h beating, 

My eyeti with tears are dim ; 

“ The Page. 

Her heart with joy is beating, 

Her eyes are fixed on him ; 

“ The Brigand* 

My heart with rage is beating, 

III blood niy eyeballs swim ! 

What may have been the merits of the music or the 
singing, 1, of course, cannot guess. Lady Thrum sat 
opposite the teacups, nodding her head and beating 
time very gravely. Lord lioundtowers, by her side, 
nodded his head too, for a while, and then fell asleep. 
I should liave done the same but for the manager, 
whose actions were worthy of remark. He sang with 
all the three singers, and a great deal louder than any 
of them ; he shouted bravo ! or hissed as he thought 
proper ; he criticised all the points of Mrs. Walker’s 
person. ‘LShe ’ll do, Crump, she ’ll do — a splendid 
avm — you ’ll see her eyes in the shilling gallery ! 
What sort of a foot has she ? She ’s five feet three, if 
she ’s an inch ! Bravo — slap up — capital — hurra ! ” 
and he concluded by saying, with the aid of the Ra- 
venswing, he would put Ligonier’s nose out of joint! 

The enthusiasm of Mr. Slang almost reconciled 
Lady Thrum to the abruptness of his manners, and 
even caused Sir George to forget that his chorus had 
been interrupted by the obstreperous familiarity of* 
the manager. 

<^And what do j/ow think, Mr. Bludyer,” said the 
tailoi* delighted that his prot^g^e should be thus win- 
ning all hearts, isn’t Mrs. Walker a tip-top singer, 
eh, sir ? ” 
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think she’s a very bad one, Mr. Woolsey ; said 
the illustrious author, wishing to abbreviate all com- 
munications with a tailor to whom he owed forty 
pounds. 

Then, sir,” says Mr. Woolsey, fiercely, I ’ll — I ’ll 
thank you to pay me my little bill ! ” 

It is true there was no connection between Mrs. 
Walkei^’s. singing and Woolsey’s little bill ;• that the 
Therij sir,” was perfectly illogical on Woolsey’s part ; 
but it was a very hapj)y hit for tlie future fortunes of 
Mrs. Walker. Who knows what would have come of 
her dAbiit but for that Then, sir,” and whether a 
smashing article ” from the Tomahawk ” might 
not have ruined her forever ? 

“ Are you a relation of Mrs. Walker’s ? ” said Mr. 
Bludyer, in reply to the angry tailor. 

What ’s that to you, wludlier I am or not ? ” re- 
plied Woolsey, fiercely. •* But I ’lu the friend of Mrs. 
Walker, sir; i)roud am 1 to say so, sir; and, as tlu^ 
poet says, sir, ^ a little learning ’s a dangerous thing,’ 
sir ; and I think a man wlio don’t pay his bills may 
keep his tongue quiet at least, sir, and not abuse a 
lady, sir, whom everybody else praises, sir. You 
slia’n’t humbug jns any more, sir ; you shall hear from 
my attorney to-morrow, so mark that ! ” 

“ Hush, my dear Mr. Woolsey,” cried the literary 
man, don’t make a noise ; come into tliis window ; 
is Mrs. Walker really a friend of yours ? ” 

I ’ve told you so, sir.” 

Well, in that case, I shall do my utmost to serve 
her ; and, look you, Woolsey, any article you choose 
to send about her to the “ Tomahawk ” I promise you 
I ’ll put in.” 

Will you, though ? then we ’ll say nothing about 
the little bill.” 
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You may do on that point/’ answered BludyeVi, 
haughtily, exactly as you please. 1 am not to be 
frightened from my duty, mind that; and mind, too, 
that I can write a slashing article Ixitter than any man 
in England: I could crush her by ten lines.” 

The tabh^s were now turned, and it was Woolsey’s 
turn to be alarmed. 

‘‘Pooh! pooh! I was angry,” said lie, “because you 
abused Mrst Walker, who \s an angcd on earth ; but 
I hn very willing to apologize. 1 say — come — let 
me take your measure for some new clothes, eh! 
Mr. B. ? ” 

“ I ’ll come to your sho])/’ answerc^d the literary 
man, quite api>eased. “Silence! they’re beginning 
another song.” 

The songs, wlii(di I don’t attem])t to dcscn'ibe (and, 
upon my word and honor, as far as I can understand 
matters, I believe to this day that Mrs. Walker was 
only an ordinary singer), — the songs lasted a great 
deal longer than I liked; but I was nailed, as it were, 
to the spot, having agreed to sup iit Knightsbridge 
barracks with Fitz-Urse whose carriage was ordered 
at eleven o’clock. 

“My dear Mr. Fitz-Boodle,” said our old host to me, 
“you can do me the greatest service in the world.” 

“ Speak, sir ! said 1. 

“ Will you a>sk your honorable a,nd gallant fricmd, 
tin*. Captain, to drive home Mr. Scpiiuny to Bromp- 
tou ? ” 

“ Can’t Mr. Scjuiiiny get a cab ? ” 

Sir George looked particularly ar(*,h. “General- 
ship, my dear young friend, — a little harmless 
generalship. Mr. Scpiinuy will not give much for 
uif/ opinion of my i)upil, but he will value very highly 
the opinion of the Honorable Mr, Fitz-Urse.” 
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For a moral man, was not the little knight a clever 
fellow? He had bought Mr, Squinny for a dinner 
worth ten shillings, and for a ride in a carriage with 
a lord’s son. Squinny was carried to Brompton, and 
set down at his aunt’s door, delighted with his new 
friends, and exceedingly sick with a cigar they had 
made him smoke 



CHAPTER Vlli 


IN WHICH MR. WALKER SHOWS (iREAT PRUDENCR 
AND FORBEARANCE. 

The describing of all these persons does not ad- 
vance Morgiana’s story inueh. But, perhaps, some 
country readers are not acquainted with the class ©f 
persons by whose printed opinions they are guided, 
and are simple enough to imagine that mere merit 
will make a reputation on the stage or elsewhere. 
The making of a theatrical success is a much more 
complicated and curious thing than such • persons 
fancy it to bo. Immense are the pains taken to get a 
good word from Mr. This of the “ Star,” or Mr. That 
of the “Courier,” to ])ropitiate the favor of the critic 
of the day, and get the editors of the metropolis into 
.a good humor, — above all, to have the name of the 
person to be puffed perpetually before the public. 
Artists cannot be ailvertised like Macassar oil or 
blacking, and they want it to the full as much ; hence 
endless ingenuity must be jiractised in order to keep 
the popular attention awake. Suppose a great actor 
moves from London to Windsor, the “ Brentford 
Champion ” must state, that “ Yesterday Mr; Blazes 
and suite passed rapidly through our city; the cele- 
brated comedian is engaged, we hear, at Windsor, to 
give some of his inimitable readings of our great 
national bard to the most illustrious audience in the 
realm.” This piece of intelligence the “Hammer- 
smith Observer” will question the next week, as 
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thus:“^^A contemporary^ the ^Brentford Cham- 
pion/ says that Blazes is engaged to give Sliaks- 
peai'ean readings at Windsor to ^^the most illustrious 
audience in the realm/ We question this fact very 
much. We would, indeed, that it were true j but the 
most illustrious audience in the realm prefer foreign 
melodies to the natire woodmotes wild of the song- 
bird of Avon. Mr. Blazes is simply gowe to Eton, 
where his son, Master Massinger Blazes,* is suffering, 
we regret to hear, under a severe attack of the 
chicken-pox. This complaint (incident to youth) has 
raged, we understand, with frightful virulence in 
T^ton Stdiool.^' 

And if, after* tlie above paragraphs, soni(‘ London 
paper chooses to attack the folly of the provincial 
press, which talks of Mr. Blazes, and chronicles his 
movements, as if he were a crowned head, what harm 
is done ? Blazes can write in his own name to the 
London journal and say that it is not his fault if 
provincial journals choose to chronicle his move- 
ments, and that he was far from wishing that the 
afflictions of those who are dear to him should form 
the subject of public coininent, and be held up to 
public ridicule. ‘^We had no intention of hurting 
the feelings of an estimable public servant,” writes 
the editor; ^‘and our remarks on the chickcn-pox 
were general, not personal. We sincerely trust that 
Master Massinger Blazes has recovered from that 
complaint, and that he may pass through the measles, 
the whooping-cough, the fourth form-, and all other 
diseases to which youth is subject, with comfort to 
himself, and credit to his parents and teachers.” At 
his next appearance on the stage after this contro- 
versy, a British public calls for Blazes tln*ee times 
after the play ; and somehow there is sure to be some 
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one with a laurel-wreath hi a stage-box, who flings 
that chaplet at the inspired artist’s feet. 

I don’t know how it was, but before that dihut of 
Morgiana, the English press began to heave and throb 
in a convulsive manner, as if indicative of the near 
birth of some great thing. For instance, you read in 
one paper, — 

Anecdote of Karl Maria Von IVeber. — When the author 
of ‘ Oberon ’ was in England, he was invited by a noble duke to 
dinner, and some of the liiost celebrated of our artists were 
assembled to meet liini. The signal being given to descend to 
the salle-a-manffer, the Oernian composer was invited by his 
noble host (a bachelor) to lead the way. ‘ Is it not, the 
fashion in your country,’ said he, simply, * for the man of the 
lirst eminence to take the first place ? Here is one whose 
genius entitles him to he lirst anywhere.^ And, so saying, he 
pointed to our admirable English composer, Sir George Thrum. 
The two musicians were friends to the last, and Sir George 
has still the identical piece of rosin which the author of the 
* Freischutz ’ gave him.” — The Moon (morning paper), 2d June. 

George III. a composer. — Sir George Thrum has in his 
ppssession the score of an air, tlie words from ‘ Samson Agon- 
istes,’ an autograph of the late revered monarch. We hear 
that that excellent composer has in store for us not only an 
opera, but a pupil, with whose transcendant merits the Hite of 
our aristocracy are already familiar.” — Ibid. June 5. 

“ Music with a Vengeance, — The march to the sound of 
which the 49th and 75th regiments rushed up the breach of 
Badajoz was the cele])rated air from ‘ Briton’s Alarmed ; or, 
the Siege of Bergen-op-Zoon,’ by our famous English composer, 
Sir George Thrum. Marshal Davoust said that the French 
line never stood when that air was performed to the charge of 
the bayonet. We hear the veteran musician has an opera now 
about to appear, and have no doubt that Old, England will now, 
as then, show its superiority over all foreign opponeiits.” — 
Alhim. 
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We have been accused o! preferring the produit of the 
Stranger to the talent of our own native shore.s ; but those who 
speak so, little know us. We am fanatici per la musica where- 
v.ver it be, and welcome merit dans chagne pays du monde. 
What do we say \ Le merits nUi point de pays^ as Napoleon 
said; and Sir George Thrum (Chevalier de l^mlre de Elephant 
^t Chateau, de Panama) is a maestro whose fame appartient 
^ V Europe, 

‘‘ We have just heard the lovely Mhve, whoso i;are qualities 
the cavaliere has brought to perfection, —We haVe heard The 
Ravenswing (pourquoi cacher un nom que demain nn monde va 
saltier)) and a creature more beautiful and gifted never bloomed 
before dans nos cliniafs. She sang the (hdieious duet of the 
* Nabucodonosore,^ with Count Pizzicato with a helezza^ a 
(jramlezza) a ragijioy that excited in the bosom of the audience 
a corres})Oiiding furort' : her scherzaado was ex(juisite, though 
we confess we thought the concluding jiontara in the passage 
ill y flat a leetle, a very leetle sforzata. Surely the words, 

‘ Giorno d*orrore, 

Del ire, dolore, 

Nabucodonosorc,’ ‘ 

should be given anidanie, and not con strepifo: but this is a 
faute hien ieghe in the midst of .such unrivalled excedlence, 
and only mentioned here that we may have sonudhing to 
criticise. 

“ We hear that the enterprising impresario of one of the 
royal theatres has made an engagement with tht‘. Diva ; and, 
if we have a regret, it is that she should be compelled to sing 
in the unforluuate language of our rude northern clime, which 
does not prater itself near so w^ell, to the hocca of the cantatrlce 
as do the mellifluous accents of the Lingua Toscana, the langue 
par excelUnce of song. 

‘‘The Ravenswiiig’s voice is a magnificent contra-basso of 
nine octaves.” etc. — Flowers of Fashion^ J uiie 10. 

“ Old Thrum, the composer, is bringing out an opera and a 
pupil. The opera is good, the pupil first-rate. The opera will 
do much more than compete with the infernal twaiMlo and 
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disgusting slip-slop of Donizetti, and the milk-and-watf^r 
fools who imitate him : it will (and we ask the readers of the 
* Tomahawk/ were we kver mistaken I) surpass all these; it 
i? tpody of downright English stuff. The airs are fitish and 
])leasing, the choruses large and noble, the instrumentation 
solid and rich, the music is carefully written. We wish oM 
Thrum and his opera well. 

“His puiiil is a sure card, a splendid woman and a splen- 
did singer. ^ She is so handsome that she might sing as much 
out of time«as Miss Ligonier, and the public would forgive 
her ; and sings so well, that were she as ugly as the aforesaid 
Ligonier, the audience would listen to her. The Ravensvvin , 
that is her fantastical th(‘atriaal name (her real name is the 
same with that of a nt)torious scoundrel in the Fleet, whnjii- 
vented the Panama swindle, the Pontine Marshes’ swindle, the 
soap swiiulle — hou) are you off for soap 7iow, Mr. W-lk-r I ) — 
the Ravenswiug, we say, will do. Slang has engaged her at 
thirty guineas per week, and she a]>pears next mouth in 
Thrum’s opera, of whicli the words are, written by a great as.s 
with some talent — we mean Mr. Mulligan. 

“There is a foreign fool in the ‘ Flowers of Fashion’ who 
is doing his best to disgust the, public by his filthy flattery. Tt 
is eiioiigli to make one hick. Why is the foreign beast not 
kicked out of the paj)er r’ — 77ie Tomahandc^ June 17. 

The three first anccdot(‘S ” were supplied by Mulli- 
gan to his pap(‘r, with many others which need not 
here be repeated: he kept them up with amazing 
energy and variety. Anecdotes of Sir George Thrum 
met you unexpeettMlly in queer corners of country 
papers; puffs of tlu^ English school of music appeared 
perpetually in ^Mioti(3es to correspondents/’ in the 
Sunday prints, souk*, of which Mr. Slang commanded, 
and in others over wdii(‘h the indefatigable Mulligan 
had a control. This youth was the soul of the little 
conspiracy for raising Morgiana into fame ; and 
humble as he*' is, and great and respectable as i.s Sir 
George Thrum, it is my belief that the Baveiiswiiig 
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would never have been the Raveuswiiig she is but 
for the ingenuity and energy of the honest Hibernian 
reporter. 

It is only the business of the great man who writes 
the leading artiehvs wliieh apiK-ai* in the large type of 
the daily papers to compos(‘ tliose astonishing pieces 
of eloqueiuio ; tlie other parts of tin* paper are left to 
the ingmniity of the sub-editor, whose duty it is to 
select paragraphs, reject or receive horrid aecidmits, 
police reports, etc. ; with which, occupied as he is in 
the exercise of his tremendous functions, the editor 
himself cannot be expected to meddle. The fate of 
Euroiie is his province; the rise and fall of empires, 
and the great questions of KState demand tlie editor’s 
attention: tlie humble puff, the paragraph about the 
last murder, or the state of the crops, or the sewei\s 
in Clmncery Lane, is confided to the care of the sub ; 
and it is curious to sec what a prodigious number of 
Irishnuui exist among the sub-editors of London. 
When the Liberator enumerates the servic^^s of his 
countrymen, how the battle of Fonbnoy was won bv 
the Irish Hrigade, how tin*, battle of Wabudoo would 
have been lost but for the Irish regiments, and enu- 
merates other acts for which we are indebted to 
Milesian lu’roisin and genius, — he ought at least to 
mention the Irisli brigade of the press, and the 
amazing services they do to this country. 

The truth is, the Irisli reporters and soldiers appear 
to do tlieir duty right well ; and my friend Mr. Mul- 
ligan is one of the former. Having the interests of 
his opera and the Ravenswing strongly at lieart, and 
being amongst his brethren an exceedingly popular 
fellow, he managed matters so that iK'ver a day 
passed but some paragrajih a])])oared somewhere re- 
garding the new singer, iu whom, for their country* 
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man’s sake, all liis brothers and sub-editors felt an 
interest/ 

These puffs, destined to make known to all the 
world the merits of the Ka veils wing, of course had 
an effect upon a gentleiiuui very closely connected 
with that lady, the respectable [n*isoiu‘r in the Flwt, 
Captain Walker. As long as h(‘ received Ins weekly 
two guinejils from Mr. Woolsey, and the occasional 
half-crowns •which his wife could span* in her almost 
daily visits to liim, he had never troubled hiiiiself to 
iiKpiire^what her pursuits wcu'e, and had allowed her 
(though tlu‘ worthy woman hiiigjid with all her might 
to b(*trav h(‘rself) to keep her severed-. He was far 
from thinking indeed, that his wife would prove such 
a treasure to him. 

Bnt vvlum the voi(u» of fame and the eolumns of the 
publiit journals brought him each day soiiu* new^ story 
regarding the merits, genius, and beauty of the 
Ravenswing; when rumors r(*a,ched him that she was 
the favorite ])upil of Sir George Thrum ; when she 
brought liim five guim*as after singing at the Phil- 
harmonie ” (otlier five the. good soul laid sjient in 
purchasing some smart new' eex^kades, hats, eloaks, 
and laces, for her little sou) ; w'hen, linally, it was 
said that Slang, tln^ great manager, olfered her an 
engagement at thirty guineas jier waadv Mr. Walker 
liecaine execjedingly interested in his wdfe’s jn-oceed- 
ings, of whieh he dtnnanded from her the fullest 
explanation. 

Using his marital authority, he absolutely forbade 
Mrs. Walker’s appearance on the public stage ; he 
wrote to Sir Georgi? Thrum a letter (expressive of his 
highest indignation that m^gotiatious so important 
sliould ever have bcieu commenced without his author- 
i'/ation ; and he wrote to his d(^ar Slang (for these 



THE IIAVENSWING. 


gentlemen were very intimate, and in the course of 
his transactions as an agent Mr. W. had had many 
dealings with Mr. S.) asking his dear Slang Avhether 
tlie latter thought his friend Walker would be so 
gre(‘n a-s to allow his wife to appear on the stage, 
and he remain in prison with all his debts on his 
head ? 

And it was a curious thing now to btdiold how 
eag(n* those very creditors who but yei^terday (and 
with perfect correctness) had denounced Mr. Walker 
as a. swindle]’ ; who had refusc'd to come to ^ny com- 
position with him, and had sworn never to release 
him; how they on a sudden became (piite eager to 
come to an arrangement with him. and offered, nay, 
begged and prayed him to go fr(U‘, — only giving 
them his own and Mrs. Walker's acknowledgment 
of their debt, with a promise that a part of the 
lady’s salary should be devoted to the i)aynu‘nt of the 
claim. 

The lady’s salary ! ” said Mr. Walker, indignantly, 
to these gentlemen and their attorneys. Do you 
suj)])ose 1 will allow Mrs. AValker to go on the stage ? 
— do you suppose 1 am such a fool as to sign bills to 
th(» full amount of these claims against me, when in 
a finv months more 1 can walk out of prison without 
])aying a shilling ? (Tcntlemen, you take Howard 
Walker for an idiot. I like the Fleet, and rather 
than ])ay 1 ’ll stay here for th(‘se ten years.” 

In other Avords, it was the Captain’s determination 
to make some advantageous bargain for himself with 
his creditors and the gentlemen Avho were interested 
in bringing forward Mrs. Walker on the stage. And 
who can say that in so determining he did not act with 
laudable prudence and justice ? 

‘^You do not, surely, consider, my very dear sir, 
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tJiat half the amount of Mrs. Walker’s salaries is too 
iiiueh for luy iinmense trouble and pains in teaching 
her ? ” cried Sir George Thniin (wlio, in reply to 
Walker’s note, thought it most prudent to wait per- 
sonally on that gentlemen). Remember that 1 am 
the lirst mast(‘r in England ; that I liave the best 
interest in England ; that I (‘am bring her out at the 
Palace, atuJ at ev(*ry ('-oneert and musical festival in 
England ; that I aaii obliged to b^ach her ev(U‘y single 
note that she utters ; and that without me she could 
no inor^sing a. song than her little baby could walk 
without its nurse.” 

*•1 believe about half what you say,” said Mr. 
Walker. 

‘^My dear Captain Walk(‘r 1 would you question 
my integrity ? Who was it that made Mrs. Milling- 
ton’s fortune, — the celebrated Mrs. Millington, who 
has now got a hundred thousand jKUinds ? Who was 
it that brought out the finest tenor in Europe, Popple- 
ton ? Ask tlie umsieal world, ask those great artists 
themselves, and they will tell you they owe their 
reputation, tlunr fortune, to Sir George Thrum.” 

‘<It is very lik(dy,” replied the Captain, coolly. 

You are a good master, I dare say, Sir George ; but 
I am not going to article Mrs. Walker to you for 
three years, and sign her articles in the Fleet. M^’S. 
Walker sha’n’t sing till I ’m a free man, that ’s flat, 
if I stay here till you Ve dead she sha’n’t.” 

Gracious jmwers, sir ! ” exclaimed Sir George, 
you exi)ect me to pay your debts ? ” 

‘^Yes, old boy,” answered the Captain, ^^and to 
give me something handsome in hand, too ; and 
that’s my ultimatum : and so I wish you good-morn- 
ing, for I ’in engaged to play a match at tennis^ 
bdow/’ 
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This little interview exceedingly frightened the 
worthy knight, who went home to his lady in a 
delirious state of alarm occasioned by the audacity 
of Captain, Walker. 

Mr. Slang’s interview with him was scarcely more 
sati.s factory. He owed, he said, four thousand j)Ounds. 
His creditors might be brought to compoiiud for five 
shillings in the pound. He would not ponsent to 
allow his wif(j to make a single ongagenient until 
the creditors were satisfied, and until lie had a hand- 
some sum in hand to begin tlu^ woi'ld with. Unless 
my wife comes out, you ’ll be in the ‘ (la/ett^’ your- 
self, you know you will. So you may take her or 
leave her, as you think fit.’’ 

*^Let her sing one night as a trial,” said Mr. 
Slang. 

“If she sings one night, the creditors will want 
their money in full,” replied the Captain. I sha’n’t 
let her labor, poor tiling, for the [irotit of those scoun- 
drels ! ” added tlu^ ])ri.soner, with iiuudi finding. And 
Slang left him with a much greater re.spect for 
Walker than he had ever before possessed. He wa.s 
struck with the gallantry of the nuin who could 
triumph over misfortunes, nay, make misfortune it- 
self an engine of good hud?. 

Mrs. ^AValker was instrmded instantly to have a 
severe sore throat. The journals in Mr. Slang’s in- 
terest deplored this illness pathetically ; while the 
papers in the interest of the opposition theatre magni- 
fied it with great malice. “ The new sin^ger,” said 
one, “the great wonder which Slang promised us, is as 
hoarse as a raven / ” “ Dr. Thorax jironounces,” wrote 
another paper, “that the quinsy, which has suddenly 
prostrated Mrs, Ravenswing, whose singing at the 
* Philharmonic,’ previous to her appearance at the 
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E excited so much applause, has destroyed the 

lady's voice forever. We luckily need no other prima 
donna, when that place, as nightly thousands acknowl- 
edge, is held by Miss Ligonier/^ The Looker-on,’’ 
said, ^‘That although some well-informed contem- 
poraries had declared Mrs. W. Ivavenswiug’s com- 
plaint to be a quinsy, others, on whose authority they 
could equally rely, had pronounced it to be a con- 
sumption. At all events, she was in an (exceedingly 
dangerous state ; from which, though we do not ex- 
pect, we heartily trust she may r(‘cover. Opinions 
differ as to the merits of this lady, some saying 
that she was altogiqher inferior to Miss Ligonier, 
while other connoisseurs declare the latter lady to 
be by no means so accomplished a person. This 
point, we fear,” continued the *• Looker-on,” can never 
now be settled; unless, whitdi we fear is improb- 
able, Mrs, llavenswing should ever so far recover 
as to be able to make her dibuf ; and even then, the 
new singer will not have a fair chance unless her 
voice and strength shall be fully restored. This in- 
formation, which we have from excdusivt'- resources, 
may be relied on,” concluded the “ Ijooker-on,” ^^as 
authentic.” 

It was Mr. Walker himself, that artful and auda- 
cious Fleet prisoner, who competed those veli*y para- 
graj^Iis against liis wibi’s health which appeared in 
the journals of the Ligonier party. The partisans 
of that lady were delighted, the creditors- of Mr. 
Walker astoundcid, at reading them. Even Sir George 
Thrum was taken in, and came to the Fleet Prison 
in considerable alarm. 

Mum ’s the word, my good sir ! ” said Mr. Walker. 

Now is the time to make arrangements with the 
creditors.” 
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Well, these arrangements wefe finally made. It 
does not matter how many shillings in the pound 
satisfied the rapacious creditors of Morgiana’s hus- 
band. But it is certain that her voice returned to 
her all of a sudden upon the Captain’s release. The 
papers of tlie Mulligan faction again trumpeted her 
perfections ; the agreement with Mr. Slang was con- 
cluded; that with Sir George Thrum the, great com- 
poser satisfactorily arranged; and the* new opera 
underlined in immense capitals iii the bills, and put 
in rehearsal with immense exixuiditure on the part of 
the scene-painter and costumier. 

^Teed we tell with what triumphant success the 

BiigamFs Bride ” was received ? All the Irish sub- 
editors the next morning took care to have such an 
account of it a.s made Miss Ligonier and Baroski die 
with envy. All the reporters who could spare time 
were in the boxes to support their friend’s \vork. All 
the journeymen tailors of the establishment of Linsey, 
Woolsey, and (’o., had pit tickids given to them, and 
applauded with all their might. All Mr. Walker’s 
friends of the “ Begent Club ” lined the side-boxes 
with white kid gloves ; and in a little box by them- 
selves sat Mrs. Crump and Mr. AVoolsey, a great deal 
too much agitated to applaud — so agitated, that 
Woolsey even forgot to fling down the bovfjnet he 
had brought for the Kavenswing. 

But there was no lack of those horticultural orna- 
ments. The theatre servants wdieeled away a wheel- 
barrow-full (which were flung on the stage the next 
night over again) ; and Morgiana Idiishing, panting, 
weeping, was led off by Mr. Poppleton, the eminent 
tenor, who had crowned her with one of the most 
conspicuous of the chaplets. 

Here she flew to her husband, and flung her arms 
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round his neck. Bfe was flirting behind the side* 
scenes with Mademoiselle Flicflac, who had been 
dancing in the divertisseimnit ; and was probably the 
only man in the theatre of those who witnessed the 
embrace that did not care for it. Even Slang was 
atfee.tedj and said with perfect sincerity, that he 
wish(‘d he had been in Walker’s place. The man- 
ager’s fortune was made, at least for the season. He 
acknowledgwd so much to Walker, who took a week’s 
salary for his wifc‘ in advance that very night. 

There was, as usual, a grand supper in the green- 
room. The terril)l(' IVlr. Bludyer appeared in a new 
coat of th(^ well-known Woolsey cut, and the little 
tailor himself and Mrs. Crump ^\ere not the least 
happy of the party. But when the Tiavenswing took 
Woolsey’s hand, and said she never would have been 
there Init for him, ]\[r. Walker looked very grave, and 
hinted to her that slie must not, in her position, en- 
courage the att(‘ntioiis of persons in tliat rank of life. 

shall pay,” said he, proudly, ^^everv farthing that 
is owing to Mr. Woolsey, and shall employ him for 
the future. But you uiiderstaud, my love, that one 
cannot at on(*/s own table receive one’s own tailor.” 

Slang pr()])OS(‘d Morgiana’s health in a tremendous 
speech, which eli(!ited (dicers, and laughtcir, and sobs, 
such as only managers have the art of drawing from 
the theatrical g(‘nrdemen and ladies in their employ. 
It was observed, especially among the chorus-singers 
at the bottom of the table, tliat their (unotion was 
intense. They had a meeting the next day and voted 
a piece of plate to Adol])hus Slang, Esq., for his emi- 
nent services in the (jausc^ of the drama. 

Walker returned thanks for his lady. That was, 
he said, the proudest moment of his life. He was 
proud to tliiiik that he had educated her for the 
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Stage, happy to think tliat his sufferings had not been 
in vain, and that his ex(*rtions in her behalf werf^ 
crowned with full success. In lu^r name and his own 
he thanked the company, and sat down, and was once 
more particularly attentive to Mademoiselle Flicflac. 

Then came an oration from Sir George Thrum, in 
i;eply to Slang's toast to hun. It was very much 
to th(‘ sauK^ effect as the s]>eech by AYalker, the 
two gentlemen attributing to themselves nndividually 
the merit of bringing out Mrs. Walker. He con- 
cluded by stating that he should always hold Mrs. 
Walker as the daughter of his heart, and to the last 
moment of his life should lov^e and cherish her. It 
is certain that Sir George was exceedingly elated that 
night, and would have been scolded by his lady on 
his return home, but for tlie triumph of the evening. 

Mulligan’s s]>eecli of thanks, as author of the 
“ Brigand's Bride,'’ was, it must be confessed, ex- 
tremely tedious. It seeiiKal there would be ]io end to 
it; when ht^ got upon the subject of Ireland especially, 
which soimdiow was found to be intimately connected 
wdth tin* int(‘rests of jiiusic and th(‘ theatre. Even 
the choristtu's ])ooh-poohed this sj)eech, (tuning though 
it did from the succt^ssful author, whose songs of 
wdiie, love, and battle,- they had been re2)eating that 
night. 

The Brigand’s Bride ” ran for many nights. Its 
choruses were tuned on the organs of the day. Mor- 
giana’s' airs, ‘^The Kose upon my Bah^oiiy ” and 
“The Lightning on the Cataract'’ (recitative and 
scena) were on everybody’s lips, nud brought so many 
guineas to Sir (icorge Thrum that he was encouraged 
to have his portrait engraved, which still may be seen 
in the music shops. Not many persons, 1 believe, 
bought proof impressions of the plate, price two 
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guineas; whereas on the contrary, all the young cleij^ 
in banks, and all the fast young men of the universi- 
ties, had pictures of the Kavenswiiig in their apart- 
ments — as Biondetta (the brigitiurs bride), as Zelyma 
(in the ‘^Nuptials of Benares’’), as Barbareska (in 
the ^^Mine of Tobolsk ”), and in all her famous cliar- 
acters. In the latter slie disguises herself as an Uh- 
'an, in order to save her father, who is in prison; 
and the lidvenswing looked so fascinating in this 
oostumo in pantaloons and yellow boots, that Slang 
was for having her instantly in Captain Macheath, 
whence arose their (pnirrel. 

She was replaced at Slang’s theatre by Snooks, the 
rhinoceros-tamer, with his breed of wild buffaloes. 
Their success was immense. Slang gave a supper, at 
which all the company burst into tears ; and assem- 
bling in the green-room next day, they, as usual, 
voted a ])iecc of plate to Adoli)hus Slang, Esq., for 
his eminent service's to the drama. 

In the (’aptaiu Macheath dispute Mr. Walker 
would have had his wife yield; but on this point, 
and for onc(', she disobeyed her husband and left the 
theatre. And when Walker cursed her (according to 
his wont) for her abominable selHshness and disre- 
gard of his i)ropcrty, she burst into tears and said she 
had spent but twenty guineas on herself and baby 
during the year, tliat lier theatrical dressmaker’s bills 
were yet unpaid, and that she had never asked him 
how much he spmit on that odious French 

All this was true, except about the French figur- 
ante. Walker, as the lord and master, received all 
Morgiana’s earnings, and spout them as a gentleman 
sliould. He gave very neat dinners at a cottage in 
the llegeut’s Park (Mr. and Mrs. Walker lived in 
Green Street, Grosvenor Square), he played a good 
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deal at the Regent ; but as to the French figur^ 
antey it must be confessed, that Mrs. Walker was in 
a sad error: that lady and the Captain had parted 
long ago; it was Madame Dolores de Tras-os-Montes 
who inhabited the cottage in St. doliir.s Wo<k1 now. 

But if some little errors of this kind might be at- 
tributable to tlie Captain, on the oilier hand, when 
his wife, was in the provinces. In* was the.niost atten- 
tive of husbands; made all ln*r bargains,»aud received 
every shilling before he would jxumiit her to sing a 
note. Thus he prevented lier from being cheated, as 
a person of her easy temper duubth^ss would have 
been, by designing managers and nt‘(*(ly concert-givers. 
Tliey alwa^ys travelled with four horst\s ; and Walker 
was adored in every one of the principal hotels in 
England. The waiters flew at ids bell. The cham- 
bermaids were afraid ho was a sad naughty man, and 
thought his wif(> no such great beauty ; th(». landlords 
preferred him to any duke. lie neyt*r looked at their 
bills, not he! In fact his income was at least four 
thousand a y(*a,r for some years of his life. 

Master Woolsey Walker was put to Dr. Wapshot’s 
semimiry, whence, after many disiiutes on the doctor’s 
part as to getting his half-year’s accounts paid, and 
after much com[)laint of ill-treatment on the little 
boy’s side, he was withdrawn, and placed under the 
care of the Rev. Mr. Swishtail, at Turnhain Green 
where all his bills are paid by his godfather, now the 
head of the Arm of* Woolsey and Co. 

As a gentleman, Mr. Walke.r still declines to see 
him ; but he has not, as far as I have heard, paid the 
sums of money which he threatened to refund; and, 
as he is seldom at home, the worthy tailor can come 
to Green Street at his leisure. Ho and Mrs. Crump, 
and Mrs. Walker, often take the omnibus to Brenb 
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ford, and a cake with them to little Woolsey at 
school ; to whom the tailor says he will leave every 
shilling of his property. 

The Walkers have no other children ; but when 
she takes her airing in the Park she always turns 
away at the sight of a low phaeton, in which sits a 
woman with rouged cheeks and a great number of 
over-dresse(l children with a F'ronch Imme, whose 
name, T am given to understand, is Madame Dolores 
de Tras-os-Montes. Madame de Tras-os-Montes al- 
wayis puts a great gold glass to her eye as the Ravens- 
wing’s carriage passes, and looks into it with a sneer. 
The two coachmen used always to exeliango queer 
winks at each other in the ring, until Madame de 
Tras-os-Montes lately adopted a tremendous chasseur, 
with huge wliiskers and a green and gold livery; 
since which time the formerly named gentlemen do 
not recognize each other. 

The Ravenswing’s life is one of perpetual triumph 
on the stage; atid, as every one of the fashionable 
men about town have been in love with her, you may 
fancy what a pretty character she has. Lady Tliriim 
would die sooner than speak to that unhappy young 
woman ; and, in fact, tlie Thrums have a new pupil, 
who is a siren witho\it the dangerous qualities of one, 
who has the person of a Venus and the mind of a 
muse, and who is coming out at one of the theatres 
immediately. Baroski says, ‘^De liddle Rafensch- 
wing is just as font of me as effer!” People are 
very shy about receiving her in society! and when 
she goes to sing at a concert, Miss Prim starts up and 
skurries off in a state of the greatest alarm, lest “that 
person ” should speak to her. 

Walker is voted a good, easy, rattling, gentlemanly 
fellow, and nobody’s enemy but his own. His wife, 
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they say, is dreadfully extravagant; and, indeed, 
since his marriage, and, in spite of his wife’s large 
income, he has been in the Bench several times; but 
she signs some bills and he comes out again, and is 
as gay and genial as ever. All mercantile specu- 
lations he lias wisely long since given up ; he likes to 
throw a main of an evening, as 1 have said, and to 
take his couple of bottles at dinmu’. O^n Friday ho 
attends at tlu^ theatre for his wife’s salary, and tran- 
sacts no other business during the week. He grows 
exceedingly stout, dyes his hair, and has a bloated, 
purple look about the nose and cdieeks, very different 
from that which first charmed the heart of Morgiana. 

By the way, Eglantine has b(‘en turned out of the 
Bower of Bloom, and now keeps a shoj) at Tunbridge 
Wtdls. Going down thither last year without a razor, 
I asked a fat, seedy man, lolling in a faded nankeen 
jacket at the door of a tawdry little shop in the Pan- 
tiles, to sliave me. He said in re])ly, ISir, I do not 
practise in that branch of the profession I ” and tuimed 
ba(*.k into the little shop. It was Archibald Eglantine. 
But in tin* wreck of his fortunes, he still has his cap- 
tain’s uniform, juul his grand cross of the order of tln^ 
Elephant and Castle of Panama. 


POSTSCEIPT. 

G, Fitz^Boodky Esq,, to 0. Yorke, Esq. 

ZrM Trieuisoukk Hof, Cori.f.nz, July 10, 1843. 

My dear Yorke, — The story of the Ravenswing was writ- 
ten a long time since, and I never could account for the bad 
taste of the publishers of the metropolis who refused it an in- 
sertion in their various magazines. This tact would never 
have been alluded to but for the following circumstance : — 



Only yesterday, as 1 was dining at this excellent hotel, I r©w 
marked a 1)al<l* headed gentleman in a blue coat and brass 
tons, who looked like a colonel on hulf-pay, and by his side a 
lady and a little boy of twelve, wliom the gentleman was 
i rainini]ig with an amazing (juantity ol‘ cherries and cakes. A 
'^tout old dame in a wonderful cap ami ril>])ons was seated hv 
ihe lady\s side, and it was easy to see they were English, and i 
liiought i had already made their uc([Liaintance elsewhere. 

The younger of the ladies at last made a bow with an ac^ 
companying blpsh. 

‘‘Surely,’^ said I, “I have the hoinn* of speaking to Mrs 
Havenswing ? 

“Mrs. AVoolsey, sir,” said the gentleimm ; “ niy wife Inis 
long since left the stagn* : ” and at this the old lady iu the 
wonderful cap trod on my t(>es very severely, and nodded her 
head and all her ribbons in a most mysterious way. Pres** 
ently tbe t wo ladies rose and left the table, the elder declaring 
that she heard the hahy <'rying. 

“ Woolsey my dear, go with your mamma,” said Mr. Wool- 
sey, patting the boy on the bead : tbe yonng gentleman obeyed 
the command, carrying off a ])lat(* oT macaroons with him. 

“ Yonr son is a fine boy, sir.” saiil 1. 

“My step-son, sir,” answered Mr. Woolsey; and addexl ia 
a louder voi< r. “ 1 km^w yon, Mr. Fit/.- Boodle, at once, but 
did not iiKMition y<iiu* name for Ibar of agitating my wife. She 
don’t like to have tlie inemorv of t>ld tim(*s renewed, sir; her 
former husband, whom you knew, (Captain Walk<*r, made het 
very unhappy. Ib; died in America, sir, of this, 1 fear” 
(pointing to the botlh^), “and Mrs. W. (putted the stag", 
a year before 1 ([uitted business. Are you going on to 
Wiesbaden ?” 

They went o(f in their carriage that evening, the boy on the 
box making great efforts to blowout of the, postilion’s tii!<s<dled 
iiorm 

I am glad that j)oor Morgiana is happy at last, and hasten to 
inform you of the fact : 1 am going to visit the old haunts of 
my youth at Fumpernickle. Adieu. 

Yours, 


G. F, B. 



MR. AND MRS. FRANK BERRY, 


CHAPTER I. 

THK FIGHT AT SLAGGUTKR HOUSE. 

I AM very fond of reading about battles, and have 
most of Marlborough's and Wellington's at my fingers’ 
ends ; but the most tremendous comliat I ever saw, 
and one that interests me to think more of than J\Ial- 
pbuiiiet or Waterloo (whieh, b^* the way, has grown to 
be, a downright nnisanei*, so invudi do men talk of it 
after dimu'y, jn-ating most disgustingly about “ the 
Prussians eoining ui)." and what not) — I say the 
most tremendous combat ever known was that be- 
tween Berry and Biggs the gown-boy, whieh coin- 
moneed in a certain jtlaee called Middle Briars, 
situated in the midst of the cloisters that run along 
the .side, of the jilayground of Slaughter House School, 
near Smithiield, Tjondou. It was there, madam, that 
your humble servant had the honor of acquiring, after 
six years’ labor, that immense Bind of classical knowl- 
edge which in after life has been so exceedingly use- 
ful to him. 

The circumstances of the quarrel were these: — 
Biggs, the gown-boy (a man who, in those days, I 
thought was at least seven feet high, and was quite 
thunderstruck to iind in after life that he measured 
no more than live feet four), was what we called 
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second cock ” of the school ; the first (;ock was a 
great big, good-humored, lazy, fnir-haireJ fellow. Old 
Hawkins by name, who, because he was, large and 
good-humored, hurt nobody. Biggs, on tlie contrary, 
was a sad bully ; he had half a dozen fags, and beat 
them all unmercifully. Moreover, he had a little 
brother, a boarder in Potky’s liouse, whom, as a 
matter of (;ourse, he hated and maltreated worse than 
any one (dse. 

Well, one day, because young Biggs had not brought 
his brother his hooi)S, or had not caught a ball at 
cricket, or for some other equally good reason, Biggs 
the elder so belabored the poor little fellow, that 
Berry, who was sauntering by, and saw the dreadful 
blows which the ehhu' brotlier was dealing to the 
younger with his hockey-stick, felt a compassion for 
the little fellow (perliaps he liad a jealousy against 
Biggs, and wanted to try a few rounds with him, but 
that I can’t vouch for) ; however, Berry^ passing by, 
stopped and said, Don’t you think you have, thrashed 
the boy enough, Biggs?” lie spoke this in a very 
, civil tone, for he m^ver would liavc^. thought of inter- 
fering rudely with the sacred ju-ivih^ge that an upper 
boy at a public school always has of beating a junior, 
especially when they hapjKm to be brothers. 

The reply of Biggs, as might be expected, was to 
hit young Biggs with the hockey-stick twice as hard 
as before, until the little wretch howled with pain. 

suppose it’s no business of yours. Berry,” said 
Biggs, thum]>ing away all tlie while, and laid on 
worse and worse. 

Until Berry (and, indeed, little Biggs) could bear 
it no longer, and the former, bouncing forward, 
wrenched the stick out of old Biggs’s hands, and sent 
it whirling out of the cloister window, to the great 
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wonder of a crowd of us small boys, wlio were looking 
on. Little boys always like? to see a little eoiiipanion 
of their oWn soundly beaten. 

There said Berry, looking into Biggs’s face, as 
much as to say, ’ve gone and done it:” and he 
added to the brother, “ Scud away, you little thief ! 
I Ve saved you this time.” 

‘^Stop, young Biggs!” roared out his brother after 
a pause ; and T ’ll break every boin^ in your infernal, 
scoundrelly skin 1 ” 

Young Biggs looked at Berry, them at liis brother, 
then came at his brother’s order, as if bae.k to be 
beaten again, but lost heart and ran away as fast as 
his little legs could carry him. 

I ’ll do for him a,7U)th(M* time,” said Ibggs. Here, 
under-boy, take my coat ; ” and we all began to gather 
round and formed a ring. 

We had bett(?r wait till after school, Biggs,” cried 
Berry, quite cool, but looking a little ])ale. ‘‘There 
are only five minutes now, and it will take you more 
than tluit to thrash me.” 

J^iggs upon this committed a great error; for he 
struck Berry slightly across the face with tlie back of 
his hand, saying, “ You are in a funk.” But this was a 
fetding which Frank Ihu-ry did not in tin? least enter- 
tain ; for in reply to Ifiggs’s back-hander, and as (piick 
as thought, and with all his might and main — ])ong ! 
ho delivered a blow u[)on old Biggs’s nos(? that made 
the claret spirt, and sent the second cock down to the 
ground as if he had been shot. 

He was up again, however, in a minute, his face 
white and gashed with blood, his eyes glaring, a 
ghastly spectacle ; and Berry, meanwhile, liad taken 
his coat off, and by tliis time there were gathered 
in the cloisters, on all the windows, and upon each 
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other^s shoulders, one hundred and twenty young 
gentlemen at the very least, for the news had gone 
out through the i)layground of a fight between 
Berry and Biggs.^^ 

But Berry was quite riglit in his remark about the 
propriety of deferring tlie business, for at this minute 
Mr. Chip, the second master, came down the cloisters 
going into school, and grinned in his queer way as he 
saw the state* of Biggs’s face. ‘‘Holloa, Mr. Biggs,” 
said he, “ I suppose you have run against a finger- 
post.” That was the regular joke with us at school, 
and ydu may be sure w(^ all laughed heartily : as we 
always did when Mr. Chip made a joke, or anything 
like a joke. “ You had better go to the pump, sir, 
and get yourself waslied, and not let Dr. Buckle see 
you in that condition.” So saying, Mr. Chip disap- 
peared to his duties in the under-school, whither all 
we little boys followed him. 

It was Wednesday, a half-lioliday, as everybody 
knows, and boiled-beef day at Slaughter House. I 
was in the same boarding-house witli Berry, and we 
all looked to s(u? whether he at(^ a. good dinner, just 
as one would examine a man wlio was going to be 
hanged, T recolleeted, in after-life, in Germany, see- 
ing a friend wlio was going to fight a duel, eat five 
larks for his breakfast, and thought I had seldom 
witnessed great(*r courage. Berry ate moderately of 
tlie boiled beef — hoUt^cl chUd we used to call it at 
school, in our elegant, jocular way; he knew a great 
deal better than to load his stomach upon the eve of 
such a contest as was going to take place. 

Dinner was very soon over, and Mr. Chip, who had 
been all the while joking r>erry, and pressing him to 
eat, called him up into his study, to the great disap- 
pointment of us all, for we thought he was going to 
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prevent the fight; but no such thing. The Rev. 
Edward Chip took Berry into his study, and ])oured 
him out two glasses of port-wine, wliich he made him 
take with a biscuit, and patted him on the back, 
and went off. I have no doubt he was longing, like 
all of us, to see the battle; but ethptetfe, you know, 
forbade. 

When we went out into the green, OVl Hawkins 
was there — the great Hawkins, the tock of the 
school. 1 have never seen the man since, but still 
think ot him as of something awful, gigantic, myste- 
rious ; he who could thrash everybody, who could 
beat all the masters : how we longed for him to ])ut in 
his hand and lick Buckle! He was a dull boy, not 
very high in the school, and had all his exercises 
written for liim. Biujkh^ knew this, but respected 
him ; never called him up to read (.jin^ek ])lays ; [)assed 
over all his blunders, which were many ; let him go 
out of half-holidays into the town* as he ideased : how 
should any man dare to stop him — the gn^at, calm, 
magnanimous, silent Strength ! Tln^y say h(‘- licked a 
Life-Guardsman; I wonder whetlier it was Shaw, who 
kilh^d all those Frenchmen ? no, it could not be Shaw, 
for he was dead an champ (V hanncitv ; but he would 
have licktnl Shaw it he had Ix^en alive. A bargeman 
I know he licked at Jack Randalls in Slaughter 
House Lane. Old Hawkins was too lazy to play at 
cricket; he sa,untered all day in the sunshine about tlie 
green, accompanied by little Tippins, who was in the 
sixth foriri, laughed and joked at Hawkins eternally, 
and was the person who wrote all his exercises. 

Instead of going into town this afternoon, Hawkins 
remained at Slaughter House, to see the great fight 
between the second and third cocks. 

The different masters of the school kept boarding' 
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houses (such as Potky’s, Chip’s, Wicken’s, Finney’s, 
and so on), and the playground or green,” as it was 
called, although the only thing green about the place 
was the broken glass on the walls that separate 
Slaughter House from Wilderness Row and Goswell 
Street — (many a time have 1 seen Mr. Pickwick look 
out of his window in that 'street, though wo did not 
know him Jrhen) — the playground, or green, was 
common to all. Put if any stray boy from Potky’s 
was found, for instance, in, or entering into, Chip’s 
house, the most dreadful tortures were pvtietised upon 
him : as I can answer in my own case. 

Fancy, then, our astonishment at scHung a little 
three-foot wretch, of the name of Wills, one of Haw- 
kins’s fags (they were both in l^jtky’s), walk undis- 
mayed amongst us lions at Cbi})’s house, as the rich 
and rare ” young lady did in Ireland. We were going 
to set upon him and devour or otherwise maltreat 
him, when he cried .out in a little shrill, impertinent 
voice, Tell Berrij 1 want h un I ” 

We all roared with laughter. Berry was in the 
sixth form and Wills or any under-boy would as soon 
have thought of wanting ” him, as T should of want- 
ing the Duke of Wellington. 

Little Wills looked round in an imperious kind of 
way. Well,” says he, stamping his foot, “ do you 
hear ? Tell Berry that Hawkins wants him ! 

As for resisting the law of Hawkins, you might as 
soon think of resisting immortal Jove. Berry and 
Tolmash, who was to be his bottle-holder, made their 
appearance immediately, and walked out into the 
green where Hawkins was waiting, and, with an irre- 
sistible audacity that only belonged to himself, in the 
face of nature and all the regulations of the place, was 
smoking a cigar. When Berry and Tolmash found 
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him, the three began slowly pacing up and down in 
the sunshine, and we little boys watched them. 

Hawkins moved his arms and hands every now and 
then, and was evidently laying down the law about 
boxing. We saw his fists darting out every now and 
then with mysterious swiftness, hitting one, two, 
quick as thought, as if in the face of an adversary ; 
now his left hand went up, as if guardnig his own 
head, now his immense right fist dreadi^^ully tiai)])ed 
the air, as if punishing his imaginary 0 ])})()nent’s mis- 
erable ribs. The conversation lastcHl for some ten 
minutes, about which time gown-boys’ dinner was over, 
and we saw these youths in their bbick, horn-buttoned 
jackets and knee-breeches, issuing from tludr door in 
the cloisters. There w(ire no hoops, no cricket-bats, 
as usual on a half-holiday. Who would have thought 
of play in (‘xpectation of such tremendous sport as 
was in store for us ? 

Towering among the gown-boys, of whom he was 
the head and tlui tyrant, h^aning upon Bushby’s arm, 
and followgd at a bttl(‘ distance by many curious, pale, 
awe-stricken boys, dressed in his black silk stockings, 
which he always sported, and with a crimson bandanna 
tied round his waist, came Bnuis. flis nose was swollen 
with the blow given before school, but his eyes flashed 
fire. He was laughing and sneering with Bushby, and 
evidently intended to make mimted merit of J Jerry. 

The. betting b(‘gan pn^tty freely: the bets were 
against poor Berry. Five to three were offered — in 
ginger-beer. 1 took six to four in raspberry open 
tarts. The upper boys carried the thing farther still ; 
and 1 know for a fact, that Swang’s book amounted to 
four pound three (but he hedged a good deal), and 
Tittery lost seventeen shillings in a single bet to Pitts, 
who took the odds. 



174 


MEN’S WIVES. 


As Biggs and his party arrived, I heard Hawkins 
say to Berry, ‘^For heaven’s sake, my boy, fib with 
your right, and lytmd his left hand / ” 

Middle Briars was voted to be too confined a space 
for the combat, and it was agreed that it should take 
place behind the under-school in the shade, whither 
wo all went. Hawkins, with his immense silver hunt- 
ing-watch, kept the time ; and water was brought irom 
the pump close to Notley’s the pastry-cook’s, who did 
not admire fisticuffs at all on half-liolidays, for the 
fights kept the boys away from his shop. Gutley was 
the only fellow in the school who remained faithful to 
him, and he sat on the counter — the great gormand- 
izing brute ! — eating tarts the whoh^ day. 

This famous fight, as every Slaughter House man 
knows, lasted for two hours and tw(mty-nine minutes, 
by Hawkins’s immense watcli. All this time the air 
resounded with cries of Go it, Berry ! ” Go it, 
Biggs ! ” Pitch into him ! ” “ Give it him ! ” and 

so on. Shall 1 describe the hundred and two rounds 
of the combat? Ko ! — It wouh^ occupy too much 
space, and the taste for such descriptions has passed 
away. ^ 

1st round. Both the combatants fresh, and in prime 
order. The weight and inches somewhat on the gown- 
boy’s side. Berry goes giillantly in, and delivers a 
clinker on the gown boy’s jaw. Biggs makes play 
with his left. Berry down. 

4th round. Claret drawn in profusion from the 
gown-boy’s grog-shop. (He went down, and had his 

1 As it is very probable tluit many fair rea<lers may not approve of 
the extremely forcible language in which ihe combat is depicted, I 
beg them to skip it and pas.s on to tlic next chapter, and to remem- 
ber that it has been modelled on tlie style of the very best writers of 
the sporting papers. 
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front tooth knocked out, but the blow cut Berry’s 
knuckles a great deal.) 

15th round. Chancery. Fibbing. Biggs makes 
dreadful work with his left. Break away. . Eally. 
Biggs down. Betting still six to four on the gown- 
boy. 

*******•'* 

20th round. The men both dreadfuHy punished* 
Berry somewhat sliy of his adversary’s left hand. 

29th to 42d round. Tlu^ Chipsite all this while 
breaks away from the gown-boy’s hdt^ and goes down 
on a knee. Six to four on tlie gown-boy, until the 
fortieth round, when the bets became equal. 

l()2d and last round. For half an hour the men 
had stood up to each other, but were almost too weary 
to strike. The gown-boy’s face hardly to be recog- 
nized, swollen and streaming with blood. The Chip- 
site in a similar condition, and still more punished 
about his side from his (*nemy’s left hand. Berry 
gives a blow at his adversary’s face, and falls over 
him as he falls. 

The gown-boy can’t come up to time. And thus 
ended the great fight of Berry and Biggs. 

And what, pray, has this horrid descriiition of a 
battle and a parcel of schoolboys to do with Men’s 
Wives ? 

What has it to do with Men’s Wives? — A great 
deal more, madam, than you think for. Only read 
Chapter II., and you shall hear. 



CHAPTER II. 


THE COMBAT AT VEKSAILLES. 

• 

I AETERWitEDS came to be Berry’s fag, and, thougb 
beaten by him daily, ho allowed, of course, no one 
else to lay a hand upon me, and I got no more tlirash- 
iilg than was good for me. Thus an intimacy grew 
up between us, and after he left Slaughter House and 
went into the dragoons, the honest fellow did not for- 
get his old friend, but actually made his appearance 
one day in the playground in mustaches and a braided 
coat, and gave me a gold pencil-case and a couple of 
sovereigns. I blushed when I took them, but take 
them I did ; and I think the thing 1 almost best recol- 
lect in my life, is the sight of Beri'y getting behind an 
immense bay cab-horse, which was held by a correct 
little groom, and was waiting near the school in 
slaughter House Square. He proposed, too, to have 
me to “ Long’s,” where he was lodging for the time ; 
but this invitation was refused on my behalf by Dr. 
Buckle, who said, and possibly with correctness, that 
I should get little good by spending my holiday with 
such a scapegrace. 

‘ Once afterwards he came to see me at Christ Church, 
and we made a show of writing to one another, and 
didn’t, and always had a hearty mutual good-will; 
and though we did not quite burst into tears on part- 
ing, were yet quite happy when occasion threw us 
together, and so almost lost sight of each other. I 
heard Ijitelj that Berry was married, and am rather 
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ashamed to say, that I was not so curious as even to 
ask the maiden name of his lady. 

Last summer I was at Paris, and had gone over to 
Versailles to meet a party, one of which was a young 

lady to whom I was tenderly But, never mind. 

The day was rainy, and the party did not keep its ap- 
pointment ; and after yawning througli the intc^rmin- 
able palace picture-galleries, and then ^making an 
attempt to smoke a cigar in the Palace gardcm — for 
which crime 1 was nearly run througli the body by a 
rascally sentinel — I was driven, perforce, into the 
great bleak, lonely Place before the Palace, with it;s 
roads branching off to all the towns in the world, 
which Louis and Napoleon one.e intended to conque.r, 
and there enjoyed my favorite pursuit at leisure, 
and was meditating whether I should go back to 

V^four^s ” for dinner, or patronize my friend M. 
Duboux of the Hotel des Reservoirs,’’ wdio gives not 
only a good dinner, but as dear a one as heart can 
desire. I was, I say, meditating these things, when 
a carriage passed by. It was a smart, low calash, 
with a pair of bay horses and a postilion in a drab 
jacket, that twinkled with innumerable buttons, and 
I was too much occupied in admiring the build of the 
machine, and the extreme tightness of the fellow’s 
inexpressibles, to look at the personages within the 
carriage, when tlie gcmtlcmaii roared out Fitz ! ” and 
the postilion pulled up, and the lady gave a shrill 
scream, and a little black -muzzled spaniel began bark- 
ing and yelling with all his might, and a man with 
mustaches jumped out of the vehicle, and began 
shaking me by the hand. 

“ Drive home, John,” said the gentleman : T ’ll be 
with you, my love, in an instant -r- it ’s an old friend. 
Fite, jtet me present you to Mrs. Berry.” 
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The lady made an exceedingly gentle inclination of 
her black velvet bonnet, and said, Pray, my love, 
remember that it is just dinner-time. However, never 
mind And with another slight toss and a nod 

to tlie j)ostilion, that individual’s white leather breeches 
began to jump up and down again in the saddle, and 
the carriage disappeared, leaving me shaking my old 
friend Berry by the hand. 

He had long quitted the army, but still wore his 
military beard, which gave to his fair pink face a 
fierce and lion-like look. He was extraordinarily glad 
to see me, as only men are glad who live in a small 
town, or in dull company. There is no destroyer of 
friendships like London, where a man has no time 
to think of his neighbor, and has far too many friends 
to care for them. He told me in a breath of his mar- 
riage, and how happy he was, and straight insisted 
that I must (iome home to dinner, and see more of 
Angelica, who had invited me herself — did n’t I hear 
her ? 

Mrs. Berry asked i/ou^ Frank ; but I certainly did 
not hear her ask me / ” 

^‘She would not have mentioned the dinner but 
that she meant me to ask you. I know she did,” 
cried F’rank Berry. “ And, besides — hang it — I’m 
master of the house. So come you shall. No cere- 
mony, old boy — one or two friends — snug family 
party — and we ’ll talk of old times over a bottle of 
claret.” 

There did not seem to me to be the slightest ob- 
jection to this arrangement, except that my boots 
were muddy, and my coat of the morning sort. But 
as it was quite impossible to go to Paris and back 
again in a quarter of an hour, and as a man may dine 
with perfect comfort to himself in a frock-coat^it did 
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not occur to me to be particularly squeamish, or to 
decline an old friend’s invitation upon a pretext so 
trivial. 

Accordingly we walked to a . small house in the 
Avenue de Paris, and were admitted first into a small 
garden ornamented by a grotto, a fountain, and sev- 
eral nymphs in plaster-of-Paris, then up a mouldy 
old steep stair into a hall, where a statue of Cupid 
and another of Venus welcomed us with their eternal 
simper ; then througli a salJe-u-nianger^ where covers 
were laid for six ; and finally to a little saloon, where 
Fido the dog began to howl furiously according to his 
wont. 

’ It was one of the old pavilions that had been built 
for a pleasure-housc in the gay days of Versailles, 
ornamented with abundance of damp Cupids and 
cracked gilt cornices, and old mirrors let into the 
walls, and gilded once, but now painted a dingy 
French white. The long low windows looked into 
the court, where the fountain jdayed its ceaseless 
dribble, surrounded by num(*rous rank creepers and 
weedy flowers, but in tlie midst of which the statues 
stood with their bases quite moist and green. 

I hat(^ fountains and statues in dark, confined 
places : that cheerless, endless plashing of water is 
the most inhospitable sound ever heard. The stiff 
grin of those French statues, or ogling Canova Grraces, 
is by no means more happy, I think, than the smile 
of a skeleton, and not so natural. Those little pavil- 
ions in whicli the old rou^s sported, were never meant 
to be seen by daylight, depend on ’t. They were 
lighted up with a hundred wax-candles, and the little 
fountain yonder was meant only to cool their claret. 
And so, my first impression of Berry’s place of abode 
was^rather a dismal one. However, I lieard him in 
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the salle-u-manyer drawing the corks, which went off 
with a clooj)^ and that consoled me. 

As for the furniture of the rooms appertaining to 
the Berrys, there was a harp in a leather case, and a 
piano, and a flute-box, and a huge tambour with a 
Saracen^s nose just begun, and likewise on the table 
a multiplicity of those little gilt books, half senti- 
mental anddialf religious, wdiich the wants of the age 
and of our young ladies have produced in sucli num- 
bers of late. 1 quarrel with no lady^s taste in that 
way ; but heigho ! I had rather that Mrs. Fitz-Boodle 
should read Humphrey Clinker 

Beside these works, there was a Peerage’’ of 
course. What genteel family was ever without one ? 

I was making for the door to see Frank drawing 
the corks^ and Avas bounced at by the amiable little 
black-muzzled spaniel, who fastened his teeth in my 
pantaloons, and received a polite kick in consequence, 
which sent him howling to the other end of the room, 
and the animal was just in the act of performing that 
feat of agility, when the door opened and madame 
made her appearance. Frank (iame behind her peer- 
ing over her shoulder with rather an atixious look. 

Mrs. Berry is an exceedingly white and lean per- 
son. She has thic^k eyebrows, which meet rather 
dangerously over her nose, which is Grecian, and a 
small mouth with no lips — a sort of feeble pucker in 
the face as it were. Under her eyebrows are a pair 
of enormous eyes, which she is in the habit of turn- 
ing constantly ceiling-wards. Her hair is rather 
scarce, and worn in bandeaux, and she commonly 
mounts a sprig of laurel, or a dark flower or two, 
which, with the sham tour — I believe that is the 
name of the knob of artificial hair that many ladies 
sport — gives her a rigid and classical look. She is 
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dressed in black, and has invariably the neatest of 
silk stockings and shoes ; for forsootli her foot is a 
fine one, and she always sits with it before her, look- 
ing at it, stamping it, and admiring it a great deal. 
‘^Fido,’’ she says to her spaniel, ‘^3^011 Irnve almost 
crushed my poor foot;^^ or, ‘‘Frank,’’ to her husband, 
“ bring me a footstool ; ” or, “ I suffer so from cold in 
the feet,” and so forth ; but be the conversation what 
it will, she is always sure to put her f 00^ into it. 

She invariably wears on her neck the miniature of 
her late father, Sir (T(H)rge Catacoml), apotliecary to 
George III. ; and she thinks tliose two men the great- 
est the world ever saw. She was born in Faker 
Street, Portman Square, and that is saying almost 
enough of her. Slie is as long, as genteel, and as 
dreary, as that deadly-lively pla(*.e, aiul sports, by way 
of ornament, her papa’s hatchimuit, as it were, as 
every tentli Baker Street hous(i lias tauglit her. 

What induced such a jolly fellow as Frank Berry to 
marry Miss Aiigcdica (yatacoinb no oue can tell. He 
met her, he says, at a ball at ITiim})tou Court, wliere 
his regiment was quartered, and where, to this day, 
lives “her aunt Lad}' Pash.” She alludes perpetually 
ill conversation to that celebrated lady ; and if you 
look in the “Baronetage” to the pedigree of the Pash 
tamil}^ you may see iuanuscri[>t notes by Mrs. Frank 
Berry, relative to them and hersedf. Tims, wlieii you 
see ill print that Sir John l^lsll married Angelica, 
daughter of Graves Catneomb, in a neat hand you find 
written, and sister of the late Sir Georfje Cataeomh^ of 
Baker Street, Port mm Square: “A. B.” follows of 
course. It is a wonder how fond ladies are of writing 
in books and signing their charming initials ! Mrs. 
Berry’s before-mentioned little gilt books are scored 
with pencil-marks, or occasionally at the margin with 
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a! — note of interjection, or the words Too true, A, 
and so on. Much may be learned with regard to 
lovely woman by a look at the books she reads in; and 
I had gained no inconsiderable knowledge of Mrs. 
Berry by the ten minutes spent in the* drawing-room, 
while she was at her toilet in the adjoining bed- 
chamber. 

‘^You haye often lieard me talk of George Fitz,” 
says Berry, witli an iippealing look to madame. 

Very often,’’ answered his lady, in a tone which 
clearly meant a great (h‘a.l too much.” Fray, sir,” 
continued she, looking at my boots with all her might, 
‘^are we to have your company at dinner?” 

Of course you are, my dear ; what else do you 
think he (jame for ? You would not ha,v(^ the man 
go back to Paris to get his evening coat, would 
you ? ” 

At least, my love, 1 ho ])0 you will go and put on 
yours, and change tliose muddy boots. Lady Pash 
will be here in tiv(^ minut(\s, and you know Dobus is 
as punctual as clockwork.” Then turning to me with 
a sort of apology tliaf. was as eonsoliiig as a box on 
the ear, “ We have some friends at dinner, sir, who 
are rather particuhar ])er.sons ; but I am sure when 
they hear that you only cann* mi a sudden invitation, 
they will excuse your morning dress. — Bah, what a 
smell of smoke ! ” 

With this speech madame jilaced lun'self majesti- 
cally on a sofa, put out lim* foot, called Fido, and re- 
lapsed into an i(‘y silence. Frank had long since 
evacuated the premises, with a rueful look at his 
wife, but never daring to cast a gliince at me. 1 saw 
the whole business at onc.e ; licn^ was this lion of a 
fellow tamed down by a she Van Amburgh, and fetch- 
ing and carrying at her .orders a great deal more 
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obediently than her little yowling, black-muzzled 
darling of a Fido. 

I am not, however, to be tamed so easily, and was 
determined in this instance not to be in the least dis- 
concerted, or to show the smallest sign of ill-hiunor : 
80 to renomr the conversation, 1 began about Lady 
Pash. 

“I heard you mention the name of Pash^I tliink?” 
said I. know a lady of that name, •and a very 
ugly one it is too.’^ 

^^It is most probably not the same person,” 
answered Mrs. Berry, witli a look which intimated 
that a fellow lik(», me (*,ould never have had the honor 
to know so exalted a person. 

T mean old Lady Pash of Hampton Court. Fat 
woman — fair, ain’t she ? — and wears an amethyst 
in her forehead, has one eye, addend wig, and dresses 
in light green ? ” 

^‘Lady Pash, sir, is my auxt,” answered Mrs. 
Berry (not altogetlnn* displeased, although she ex- 
pected moiK'y from the old lady ; but you know we 
love to hear our friends abused when it can be safely 
done). 

Oh, indeed ! shi^ was a daughter of old Catacomb 
of Windsor, I remember, the undertaker. They called 
her husband Callipash, and her ladyship Pish-pash. 
So you see, madam, that I know the whole family ! ” 

Mr. Fitz-Simons ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Berry, rising, 
“ I am not acciistoined to hear nicknames applied to 
myself and my family; and must beg you, when you 
honor us with your company, to spare our feelings as 
much as possible. Mr. Catacomb had the confidence 
of his sovEKEioif, sir, and Sir John Pash was of 
Charles IT.’s creation. The one was my uncle, sir. 
the other my grandfather 1 
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My dear madam, T am extremely sorry, and most 
sincerely apologize for my inadvertence. But you 
owe me an apology too : my name is not Fitz-Siraons 
but Fitz-Boodle.” 

What ! of Boodle Hall — my husband's old friend; 
of (yharles l.'s creation ? jNFy dear sir, I beg you a 
thousand pardons, and am delighted to welcome a 
])erson of «whom 1 have heard Frank say so much. 
Frank ! ’’ (tt) Beri\y, who soon entered in very glossy 
boots and a white waistcoat), do you know, darling, 
1 mistook Mr. Fitz-P)Oodle for Mr. Fitz-Simons — that 
horrid Irish horse-dealing person ; and T never, never, 
never can pardon myself for being so rude to hiin.'^ 

The big eyes here assumed an expression that was 
intemded kill me outright with kindness : from 
being calm, still, reserved, Angelica suddenly became 
gay, smiling, confidential, and foJdtre. She told me 
she l)ad heard 1 was a sad creature, and that she in- 
tended to reform nn», and that I must come and see 
Frank a great deal. 

Now, {ilthongh Mr. Fitz-Simons, for whom I was 
mistaken, is as low a felljf)w as ever came out of Dublin, 
and having been a captain in somebody’s army, is now 
a blackleg and horse-dealer by profession ; yet if I had 
brought liiin liome to Mrs. Fitz-15oodlo to dinner, I 
should have liked far better that that imaginary lady 
should have receivtHl him with decent civility, and 
not insult(Hl the stranger within her Jiusband’s gates. 
And, although it was delightful to be received so 
cordially when the mistake was discovered, yet I 
found that (dl Berry’s old acquaintances were by no 
means so warmly widcomed ; for another old school- 
chum presently made his appearance, who was treated 
in a very different manner. 

This was no other than poor Jack Bxxtts, who is a 
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sort of small artist and picture-dealer by profession, 
and was a day-boy at Sian gli ter House when we were 
there, and very serviceable in bringing in sausages, 
pots of pickles, and other articles of merchandise, 
which we could not otherwise })rocure. The poor 
fellow has been employed, secmiingly, in the same 
office of fetcher and carrier ever since ; and occupied 
that i)ost for Mrs. Berry. It was, Mr. »T>iitts, have 
you finished that drawing for Lady Bash’s album ? ■” 
and Butts produced it; and, ^^Did you match the silk 
for me at Delille’s ?” and there was the silk, bought, 
no doubt, with the poor fellow’s last five francs ; and, 
Did you go to the furniture-man in the Rue St. 
Jacques ; and bring the canary-seed, and call about 
my shawl at that odious, dawdling Madame Fichet’s ; 
and have you brought the guitar-strings ? ” 

Butts had n't brought tin' guitar-strings ; and there- 
upon Mrs. Berry’s countenanc(^ assumed the same 
terrible expression which I had formerly remarked in 
it, and whieh made me tremble for Berry. 

‘‘ My dear Angelica,” though said he with some 
spirit, ‘‘ Jack Ihitts is n’t #a baggage- wagon, nor a 
Jack -of-all -trades ; you make him ])aint pictures for 
your women’s albums, and look after your upholsterer, 
and your canary-bird, and your milliners, and turn 
rusty because he forgets your last message.” 

I did not turn rusty, Frank, as you call it ele- 
gantly. I ’m very much obliged to Mr. Butts for 
performing my commissions — very much obliged. 
And as for not paying for the pictures to which you 
so kindly allude, Frank /should never have thoiiglit 
of offering payment for so paltry a service ; but I ’m 
sure I shall be happy to pay if Mr. Ibitts will send 
me in his bill.” 

^^By Jove, Angelica, this is too much!” bounced 
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out Berry f but the little matrimonial squabble was al)- 
ruptly ended, by Bevry^s French man flinging open the 
door and announcing Miladi I^asu and Doctor Dobus, 
wliich two pcu'sonagos made their appearance. 

The pei’son of old Pash has been already parenthet- 
ically described. But quite different from her dismal 
niece in temperament, she is as jolly an old widow as 
(wer wore v'^^-ds. She was attached somehow to the 
Court, and '‘has a multi [dicity of stories about the 
princesses and the (dd king, to which Mrs. Berry 
never fails to call your attention in her grave, im- 
portant way. Lady J*ash has riddem .many a time to 
the Windsor liounds , sIh^ made lier husband become 
a member of the Four-in-hand Club, and has number- 
less stories about Sir Godfrey W(d)ster, Sir John Lade, 
and the edd h(u*o(\s of those times. She has lent a 
rouleau to Dick Sheridan, and remembers Lord Byron 
wlien he was a sulky, slim young lad. She says 
Charles Fox was the pleasantest Mlow she ever met 
with, and has not the slightest objection to inform 
you that one of the i)rinces was very much in love 
with her. Yet somehov^ she is only fifty-two years 
old, and I liave never been able to understand her 
calculation. One day or other Ixdore her eye went out, 
and before those pearly teeth of hers were stuck to 
her gums by gold, she must have been a pretty-look- 
ing body enough. Yet in spite of the latter incon- 
venience, she eats and drinks too much every day, 
and tosses off a glass of Maraschino with a trembling 
pudgy hand, every finger of which twinkles with ' a 
dozen, at least, of old rings. She has a story about 
every one of those rings, and a stupid one too. But 
there is always something pleasant, I think, in stupid 
family stories : they are good-hearted people who 
tell them. 
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As for Mrs. Mucliit, nothing need be said of lier : 
she is Pash’s companion, she has lived with Tjady 
Pash since the peace. Nor does my lady take any 
more notice of her than of the dust of the earth. Slu‘ 
calls her '^poor Muchit,” and (*tuisid(u’s her a half- 
witted creature. Mrs. ]>erry Iiates her cordially, and 
thinks she is a designing toad-eat(u*, who has forj)ied 
a conspiracy to rob lu*r of her aunt's fortune. She 
never spoke a word to ])Oor Mucliit during the whole 
of dinner, or offered to help her to anything on tin* 
table. 

In respect to Dobus, he is an old Peninsular man, 
as you are made to know before you have Ik'ou very 
long in his company; and, like most army surgeons, 
is a great deal more military in his looks and conver- 
sation, than the combatant jiart of tlie forces. He 
has adopted the sham-1 )uk('-of- Wellington air, whicli 
is by no means uncommon in veterans ; and though 
one of the easiest and soft(\st fellows in existence, 
speaks slowly and brit^ily, and raps out an oath or 
two occasionally, as it is said a (‘(utain great captain 
does. Besides the abov(‘, we^sat down to table with 

Captain Goff, late of the llighlamhu's ; the Kev. 

Lemuel AVhey, who preaches at St. Germains; little 
Cutler, and the Prenehman, who always irtll be at 
English parties on the (continent, and who, after 
making some frightful (efforts to speak English, sub- 
sides and is heard of no more» Y^oung married ladies 
and heads of famili(\s generally have him for the pur- 
pose of waltzing, and in n‘turn l)c informs his friends 
of the club or the rafe tliat he has nuuhi the conquest 
of a charmante Aiujlaise. Listen to me, all family 
men who read this! and never let an vnniarried 
Feenchman into i/our doors. This lecture alone is 
worth the price of the book. It is not that they do 
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any harm in one case out of a thousand, Heaven for- 
bid ! but they mean harm. They look on our Susan- 
nahs with unholy, dishonest eyes. Hearken to two 
of the grinning rogues chattering together as they 
clink over the asphalte of the Boulevard with lac- 
quered boots, and xdastered hair, and waxed mus- 
taches, and turned-down shirt-collars, and stays and 
goggling eyes, and hear hoAV they talk of a good, 
sijnple, giddy, vain, dull Baker Street creature, and 
canvass her points, Jiud show her letters, and insinu- 
ate — never mind, but I tell you my soul grows angry 
when I think of the same ; and I can’t hear of an 
Englishwoman marrying a Frenchman, without feel- 
ing a sort of shame and pity for her.^ 

To rt'turn to the guests. The Rev. Lemuel Whey 
is a tea-i)arty man, with a curl on his forehead and a 
scented pocket-handkerchief. He ties his white neck- 
cloth to a wonder, and I believe sleeps in it. He 
brings his flute with him ; and prefers Handel, of 
course; but has one or two pet profane songs of the 
sentimental kind, and will occasionally lift up his 
little pipe in a glee. He does not dance, but the 
honest fellow would give the world to do it; and he 
leaves his clogs in the passage, though it is a wonder 
he wears them, for in the muddiest wen.thcr he never 
has a speck on his foot. He was at St. John’s Col- 
lege, Cambridge, , and was rather gay for a term or 
two, he says. He is, in. a word, full of the milk-and- 

1 Every person who has lived abroad, can, of course, point out a . 
score of honorable exceptions to tlie case above hinted at, and 
knows many such unions in which it is the Frenchman who honors 
the English lady by marrying her. But it must be remembered 
that marrying in France means Qommoviiy fortune hunting : and as 
for the respect in which marriage is held in France let all the 
French novels in M. Bolandi’s library be perused by those who 
wish to come to a decision upon the question. 
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water of human kindness, and his family* lives near 
Hackney. 

As for Goff, he has a hug{', sliining, bald forehead, 
and immense bristling, Indian-red whiskers. He 
wears white washdeather gloves, drinks fairly, likes 
a rubber, and has a story for after dinner, beginning, 
‘‘ Doctor, ye racklackt Sandy M’Lellan, who joined 
us in the West Indies. Wal, sir,’’ etc. /rhese and 
little Cutler made up the party. » 

Now it may not have struck all readers, but any 
sh^rp fellow conversant with writing must have 
found out long ago, that if there had been something 
exceedingly interesting to narrat(^ with regard to this 
dinner at Frank Berry’s, I should have come out with 
it a couple of pages since, nor have kept the public 
looking for so long a time at the dish-covers and orna- 
merits of the table. 

But the simple fact must now be told, that there 
was nothing of the slightest importance occurred at 
this repast, except that it gav(^ me an opportunity 
of studying Mrs. Berry in many different ways; and, 
in spite of the extreme complaisance whicdi she now 
showed me, of forming, I am sorry to say, a most un- 
favorable opinion of that fair lad3^ Truth to tell, T 
would much rather she should have been civil to Mrs. 
Muchit, than outrageously complinientaiy to your 
humble servant ; and, as she ju’ofessed not to know 
what cm earth there was for <Iiuner, would it not liave 
been much more natural for her not to frown, and 
bob, and wink, and point, and i)inch her lips as often 
as Monsieur Anatole, her French domestic, not know- 
ing the ways of English dinner-tables, placed any- 
thing out of its due order ? The allusions to Boodle 
Hall Avere innumerable, and I don’t know any grt^ater 
bore than to be obliged to talk of a place which be- 
longs to one’s elder brother. Many questions were 
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likewise asked about the dowager and her Scotch 
relatives, the Plumduffs, about whom Lady Pash 
knew a great deal, liaving seen them at court and at 
Lord Melville’s. Of course she had seen them at 
(*,ourt and at Lord Melville’s, as she might have seen 
thousands of Scotchmen besides ; but what mattered 
it to me, who care not a jot for old Lady Fitz-Boodle ? 

When yov. write, you ’ll say you met an old friend 
of her ladysnip’s,” says Mrs. Berry, and I faithfully 
promised I would when I wrote ; but if the New Post 
Office paid us for writing letters (as very possibly'^it 
will soon), I could not be bribed to send a line to old 
Lady Fitz. 

Tn a word I found that Berry, like many simple 
fellows before him, had made choice of an imperious, 
ill-humored, and underbred bnnale for a wife, and 
could see with half an eye that he was a great deal 
too much her slave. 

The struggle was not over yet, however. Witness 
that little encounter before dinner ; and once or twice 
the honest fellow replied rather smartly during the 
repast, taking especial care to atone as mu(ih as pos- 
sible for his wife’s inattention to Jack and Mrs. 
Muchit, by particular attention to those personages, 
whom he helped to everything round about and 
pressed perpetually to champagne; he drank but 
little himself, for his amiable wife’s eye was con- 
stantly fixed on him. • 

Just at the conclusion of the dessert, madame, who 
had hoiMd Berry during dinner-time, became partic- 
ularly gracious to her lord and master, and tenderly 
asked me if I did not think the French custom was a 
good one, of men leaving table with the ladies. 

^^Upon my word, Ma’am,” says I, it’s a 

most abominable practice.” 

“ And so do I,” says Cutler. 
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A most abominable practice ! Do you hear 
fhat?’^ cries Berry, laughing, and tilling his glass. 

“ I hn sure, Frank, when we are aloin* you always 
come to the drawing-room/’ replies the lady, sharply. 

‘^Oh, yes! when we’re alone, darling,” says Berry, 
blushing; ‘^but now we’re not alon(‘ — ha, ha! 
Anatole, du Bordeaux ! ” 

I ’m sure they sat after the ladies ijt Carlton 
House; didn’t they. Lady Pash ?” says Dobus, v\du) 
likes his glass. 

‘‘ lliat tliey did ! ” says my lady, giving him a jolly 
nod. 

I racklackt,” exclaims Captain Goff, when I was 
in the Mauritius, that M('str(‘ss MaeWhirter, who 
comnicanded the Saxty-Sackond, used to say, ‘Mac*., 
if ye want to get liv(*ly, ye ’ll not stop for more than 
two hours after the leddies hav^e laft ye: if yc* want 
to get drunk, ye ’ll just dine at the mass.’ So ye see, 
Mestress Barrv, what was Mac’s allowance — haw, 
haw ! Moster Whey, I ’ll trouble ye for the* o-lives.” 

But although we were in a clear majority, that 
indomitable woman, Mrs. Bcu’ry, determined to make 
ns all as uneasy as possible, and would take the votes 
all round. Poor Jack, of course, sided with her, and 
Whey said he loved a cup of tea and a little music 
better than all the wine of Bordeaux. As for the 
Frenchman, when Mrs. Btu*ry said, “ And what do 
you think, M. le Vicomte?” 

“ Vat you speak ? ” said M. de Blagueval, breaking 
silence for the first time during two hours ; “ yase — 
eh ? to me you speak ? ” 

“ Apry deeiiy, aimy-voo ally avec les dam ? ” 

‘‘Cofnment avec les damc\s ? ” 

“Ally avec les dam com a Parry, ou resty avec les 
Messew com on Onglyterre ? 
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Ah, Madame ! voiis me le demandf3z ? ’’ cries tlie 
little wretch, starting up in a theatrical way, and 
putting out his hand, which Mrs. Berry took, and 
with this the ladies left the room. Old Lady Pash 
trotted after her niece with her hand in Whey’s, very 
much wondering at siujh practices, which were not 
in the least in vogue in the reign of George III. 

Mrs. Bexry cast a glance of triumph at her husband, 
at the defection; and Benny was evidently annoyed 
that three-eighths of his male forces had left him. 

But fancy our delight and astonishment when in a 
minute they all threes came back again ; the Frenchman 
looking eiitircdy astonished, and the parson and the 
painter both very queer. The fact is, old downright 
Lady l^ash, who had never been in Paris in her life 
before, and had no notion of being deprived of her 
usual hour’s respite and nap, said at once to Mrs. 
Berry, ^‘JMy dear Angelica, you’re surely not going 
to keep these three men here ? Send them back to 
the dining-room, for I’ve a thousand things to say to 
you.” xVnd Angelica, who expects to inherit her 
aunt’s pro})erty, of course (lid as she was bid ; on 
which the old lady fell into an easy-chair, and fell 
asleep immediately, — so soon, that is, as the shout 
caused by the rea[)pearance of the three gentlemen, in 
the dining-room had subsided. 

I had meanwhile had some private conversatipn 
witli little Cutler regarding the character of Mrs. 
Berry. She’s a regular screw,” whispered he; ‘‘a 
regular Tartar. Berry shows fight, though, some- 
times, and I Ve known him have his own way for a 
week together. After dinner he is his own master, 
and hers when he has had his share of wiiie : and 
that ’s why she will never allow him to drink any.” 

Was it a wicked or was it a noble and honorable 
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thought which came, to us both at the same minute, 
to rescue Berry from his captivity ? The ladies, of 
course, will give their verdict according to their gen 
tie natures ; but I know what men of courage will 
think, and by their jovial judgment will abide. 

We received, then, the three lost sheep back into 
our innocent fold again with the most joyous shouting 
and cheering. We made Berry (who was, in truth, 
nothing loth) order up I don’t know how* much move 
claret. We obliged the Frenchman to drink malqr^. 
liiiy and in the course of a short time we had poor 
Whey in such a state of excitement, that he actual 
volunteered to sing a song, which he said he had heard 
at some very gay supper party at Cambridge, and 
which begins : — 

A pye sat on a pear-tree, 

A pye sat on a pear-tree, 

A pye sat on a ])ear-tree, 

Ileigb-ho, beigh-bo, beigb-bo ! ” 

Fancy Mrs. Berry’s face as she looked in, in the 
midst of that Bacchanalian ditty, when she saw no 
less a person than the Rev. Lemuel Whey carolling 
it! 

‘‘Is it you, my dear ? ” cries Berry, as brave now as 
any Petruchio, “Come in, and sit down, and hear 
Whey’s song.” 

“ Lady Pash is asleep, Frank,” said she. 

“Well, darling ! that ’s the very reason. Give Mrs. 
Berry a glass, Jack, will you ? ” 

“Would you wake your aunt, sir?” hissed out 
tnadame, 

“ Nemr mind love ! awake and like if ! ” 

cried the venerable Lady Pash from the salon, “ Sing 
away, gentlemen t ” 
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At which we all set up an audacious cheer; and 
Mrs. l>crry flounced back to th(‘ drawing-room, but 
did not leave the door open, tliat her aunt might hear 
our nndodies. 

B(‘rry had by this time arrived at that confidential 
to which a third bottle always brings the well- 
regulated mind : and lie uiad(‘ a clean confession to 
Outliu- and, myself of his numerous matrimonial an- 
noyances. was not allowed to dine out, he said, 

an.l but seldom to ask his friends to meet him at 
home. He never dared smoke a cigar for the life of 
liim, not evcni in the stables. He spemt the mornings 
dawdling in eternal shojis, th(», evenings at endless 
tea-parties, or in reading pexuns or missionary tracts 
to his wife. Hi* was compelled to tak(^ jihysic when- 
ever sh(^ thonglit he looked a little pale, to change his 
shoes and stockings whemver he came in from a 
walk. ‘Miook h(‘r(\” said he, o])ening his chest, and 
shaking his list at Dobus; ‘Mook what Ang(dica and 
that internal Dolms liavt' brought me to.” 

I thought it might be a. llannel waistcoat into which 
inadaine had for(*ed him : but it was worse : I give 
you my word ot honor it was a jHtrh-phfstcr! 

AVe all roartal at this, and the doctor as haul as any 
one; but h(‘, vow(‘d that he had no hand in the ])itch- 
plastm*. It was a favorite family remedy of tlie late 
a])otheearv, Sir (leorge (kita.(*omb, and had been put 
on by l^rs. Ihuay’s own fair hinds. 

When Anatole came in with (toffee, Berry was in 
such high (jouragig that he told hini to go to the deuce 
Avith it; and w(* never caught sight of Lady Pash 
more, exce])t wlum, mnitled up to the nose, she passed 
through the sffllc-a-tna tu/rr to go to her (carriage, in 
whi(*h Dobus and the parson w(U’e likewise to be trans- 
ported to Paris. Be a man, Frank,” says she, and 
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hold your own” — for tin* good old lady had taken 
her nephew’wS part in tin*, niatrimoiiial hiusiiK'ss — “ and 
you, Mr. Fitz-]>oodl(?, come ands(;e him ofttau You h*e 
a good fellow, take old one-eyed (hillipash's word for 
it. Shall I take you to Paris V ” 

Dear, kind Angelica, she, liad told lier aunt all 1 said I 
Don’t go, George,” says Derry, s(pie(‘zing im* by 
the hand. So I said 1 was going to sleej) at Vh'rsaille.s 
that night ; Init if she would give a. coifv'oy to fbiek 
Putts, it would lx* conferring a gr(‘at obligation on 
him ; with which favor tin* old lady accordingly com- 
])lied, saying to him, with great (*,()oln(‘ss, ‘^Get up 
and sit with rJoliu in the rumble, Mr. What d\ye-(*alb 
’im.” ddn* fa,ct is, tln^ good old soul d(*spises an artist 
as much as she (lo(*s a tailor. 

dack trip])(*d to his plac(‘ v(‘ry m(*(*kly ; and ‘Mb*-, 
nn*nib(*r Saturday," (‘ri(‘d the doctoi* ; and “Don’t 
forg ‘t Tiiursday,” (*x(daimed tin* divine, — a, bacln;- 
lors' ]>arty, you know.” And so the (*avalcadc drove 
thundering down tin* gloomy old Av(‘nu(* (h* Paris. 

Tin* Fn'iichman, I forgot to say, had gone away 
exc'ecdingly ill long Ix'fon* ; and tin* reminisct*nces ol 
“Thursday ’’and “Saturday" evokr'd by Dobus and 
Wliey, w<*r(*, to t(‘ll the truth, ])arts of our cons])iracy : 
for in tin* heat of P>erry\s (*onrage, wt* had iiuuh* him 
])romise to dim* with us all round ra : with all 

(*X(*,ept Ca]>tain (Joff, who “ ra(‘kla(*tt*d ” that die was 
engaged every day for tin* in‘xt thn*t^ weeks ; as in- 
deed In* is, to a- thirty sous ordinary which tin* gallant 
otti(*er fr(*(pients, wln*n not invited (‘Isewhere. 

Cutler and 1 tln'U were tin* last on tin* held ; ami 
tliough we wa*re for moving away. Perry, whose vigor 
had, if possible*, lx‘en exeit(*.d by the bustle ami col- 
hxpiy in the night air, insisted upon dragging us hack 
agaki, and actually proposed a grill for supper! 
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We found in the salle-a-manger a strong smell of 
an extinguislied lamp, and Mrs. Berry was snuffing 
out the candles on the sideboard. 

Hullo, my dear ! ” shouts Berry : easily, if you 
please ! we Ve not done yet ! ’’ 

^^Not done yet, Mr. Berry ! groans the lady, in a 
hollow, sepuhdiral tone. 

Xo, M|;s. B,, not done yet. We are going to have 
some supper, ain’t we, (xeorge ? ’’ 

think it \s quite' time to go liome,” said Mr. Fitz- 
Boodle (who, to say the truth, began to tremble liim- 
self). 

“ I think it is, sir ; you are quite right, sir; you will 
pardon me, gentlemen, 1 have a bad headache, and 
will retire'.” 

Good-night, my dear! ” said that audacious Berry. 

Anatole, tell the cook to liroil a fowl and bring some 
wine.” 

If the loving couple had been alone, or if Cutler 
liad not been .an atta(*,he to the embassy, before whom 
she was afraid of j)iaking hersedf ridiculous, I am con- 
fident that Mrs. Berry would have fainted away on 
the spot; and that all Berry’s courage would have 
tumbled down lifeless by the side of her. So she 
only gave a luartyrized look, and left the room ; and 
wliile we j^artook of the very unnecessary repast, was 
good e^ugli to sing some hymn tunes to an exceed- 
ingly mow movement in the next room, intimating 
that she was awake, and that, though suffering, she 
found her (MJiisolations in religion. 

These melotlies did not in the least add to our 
friend’s eourag('. The devilled fowl had, soihehow, 
no devil in it. The champagne in the glasses looked 
exceedingly flat and blue. Tlie fact is, that Cutler 
and I were now both in a state of dire consternation, 
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and soon made a move for our hats, and lighting each 
a cigar in the hall, made across the little green where 
the Cupids and Nymphs were listening to the drib- 
bling fountain in the dark. 

^^I ’m hanged if 1 doidt have a cigar too ! ’’ says 
Berry, rushing after us ; and accordingly putting in 
liis pocket a key about the size of a shovel, which 
hung by the little handle of the outer grille, fortli 
lie sallied, and joined us in our fuinigation. 

He stayed with us a couple of hours, and r(‘turned 
homewards in perfect good spirits, having given me 
his word of honor he would dine with us the next 
day. He ])iit in his imnunise key into the grille, and 
unlocked it ; but the gate would not open : it was 
bolted within. 

He began to make a furious jangling and ringing 
at the bell ; and in oaths^ both French and English, 
called u]>on the recalcitrant Anatole. 

After much tolling of th(‘. bell, a. light came cutting 
across the enwices of the iniiei- door ; it was thrown 
open, and a figure apyieared with a lamp, — a tall, 
slim figui’e of a woman, clothed in white from head to 
foot. 

It was Mrs. Berry, and when (hitler and I saw her, 
we botli ra.n away as fast as our h^gs could carry us. 

Bmay, at this, shrit‘ked with a wild laughter. 
“ Ilemember to-morrow, old boys,” shouti^ he, — 
•'‘six o’clock;” find wi' were a cpiarter of a mile od* 
Avhen the gate closed, and the little mansion of the 
iVvenue de Paris was once more quiet and dark. 

The next afternoon, as we were, playing at billiards, 
Cutler saw Mrs. Berry drive by in her carriage; and 
Jis soon as rather a long rubber was over, I thought I 
would go and look fur our poor friend,* and so went 
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down to the Pavilion. Every door was open, as the 
wont is in Prance, and I walked in unannounced, and 
saw this : 

He was playing a duet witli her on the flute. She 
had been out but for half an hour, after not speaking 
all the morning ; and having seen Cutler at the 
billiard-room window, and suspecting we might take 
advantage pf her absence, she had suddenly returned 
lioine again, and had flung herself, weeping, into her 
Prank’s arms, and said she could not bear to leave 
him in anger. And so, after sitting for a little while 
sobbing on his knee, she had forgotten and forgiven 
everything ! 

The dear angel ! I met poor Prank in Bond Street 
only yesterday ; but he crossed over to the other side 
of the way. He had on goloshes, and is grown very 
fat and pale. Ho has shelved oft' his mustaches, and 
instead, w<*ars a ivispii’ator. He has taken his name 
oft' all his clubs, and lives very grimly in Baker 
Street. Well, ladies, no doubt you say he is right 
and wliat are the odds, so long as i/ott are happy ? 
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TiiKRE was an odious Irishwoman and her daughter 
who used to frequent the Royal Hotel” at Leaming- 
ton some years ago, and who went by the name of 
Mrs. Major Gam. (ram had been a distinguished 
offl(*.er in liis Majesty’s service, whom nothing but 
death and his own amiable wife could overcome. 
The widow mouriu'd her husband in tin*- most becom- 
ing bombazine sin* could muster, and had at least 
half an inch of lampblack round tin*, immense visit- 
ing-tickets which she left at the houses of the nobility 
and gentry her friends. 

Some of us, 1 am sorry to say, used to call her Mrs. 
Major Gammon ; for if the worthy widow had a jiro 
pensity, it was to talk largidy of herself and family 
(of her own family, for she held her husband\s very 
chea.})), and of tin* wonders of her ])aternal mansion, 
Molloy vill(‘, county of Mayo. kSIic was of the Molloys 
of that county ; and thougli I never heard |wf the 
family before, I have little doubt, from what Mrs. 
Major Gam stated, that they were the most ancient 
and illustrious fainily of that part of Ireland. G 
remember then* (*ame down to see his aunt a young 
fellow with huge* red whiskers and tight nankeens, a 
green coat and an awful breast[»in, who, after two 
days’ stay at the Spa, ])roi)osed marriage to Miss 
S- — , or, in default, a duel with her father; and 
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who drove a flash curricle with a bay and a gray, and 
who \^as presented with much joride by Mrs, Gam as 
Castlereagh Molloy of Molloyville. We all agreed 
that he was the most insufferable snob of the whole 
season, and were delighted when a bailiff came down 
in search of him. 

Well, this is all I know j)ersonally of the Molloy- 
ville family ; but at the house if you met the Widow 
Gam, and tfilked on any subject in life, you were sure 
to hear of it. If you asked her to have peas at 
dinner, she would say, ^^Oh, sir, after the peas at 
Molloyville, I really don’t care for any others, — do 
I, dearest Jemima? We always had a dish in the 
month of June, when my father gave his head 
gardener a guinea (we had three at Molloyville), and 
sent him with his compliments and a quart of peas 
to our neighbor, dear Lord Marrowfat. What a 
sweet place Marrowfat Park is ! is n’t it, Jemima?’^ 
If a carriage passed by the window, Mrs. Major 
Gammon would be sure to tell you that there were 
three carriagiis at Molloyville, “ the barouche, the 
chawiot, and the covered cyar.” In the same manner 
she would favor you with, the number and names of 
the footmen of the establishment; and on a visit to 
Warwick Castle (for this bustling woman made one 
in every party of pleasure that was formed from the 
hotel), she gave us to understand that the great walk 
by the river was altogetlier inferior to the principal 
avenue of Molloyville Park. I should not have been 
♦able to tell so much about Mrs, Gam and her daugh- 
ter, but that, between ourselves, 1 was particularly 
sweet upon a young lady at the time,^ whose papa 
lived at the Royal,” and was under the care of Dr. 
Jephson. 

The Jemima appealed to by Mrs. Gam in the above 
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sentence was, of course, her daughter, apostrophized 
by her mother, Jemima, my souFs datling!’^ or 
Jemima, my blessed child!” or Jemima, my own 
love ! ” The sacrifices that Mrs. Gam had made for 
that daughter were, she said, astonishing. The 
money she had spent in masters upon her, the ill- 
nesses through which she had nursed her, the in- 
effable love the mother bore her, were only known to 
Heaven, Mrs. Gam said. They used to cohie into the 
room with their arms round each other’s waists : at 
dinner between the courses the mother would sit with 
one hand locked in her daughter’s ; and if only two 
or three young men were present at the time, would 
be pretty sure to kiss her Jemima more than once 
during the time whilst the bohea was poured out. 

As for Miss Gam, if she was not liandsome, candor 
forbids me to say she was ugly. She was neitlier one 
nor t’other. She a person who wore ringlets 
and a band round her forehead ; she knew four songs, 
which became rather tedious at the end of a coujde 
of month’s acquaintance ; she had excessively bare 
shoulders; she inclined to wear numbers of cheap 
ornaments, rings, brooches, ferronleres, smelling- 
bottles, and was always, we thought, very smartly 
dressed: though old Mrs. Lynx hinted that her 
gowns and her mother’s were turned over and over 
again, and that her eyes were almost put out by 
darn i ng stock i n gs . 

These eyes Miss Gam had very large, though 
rather red and weak, and used to roll them about at 
every eligdde unmarried man in the place. Ihii. 
though the widow subscribed to all the balls, though 
she hired a fly to go to the meet of the hounds, 
though she was constant at church, and Jemima sang 
louder than any person there except the clerk, and 
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though, probably, any person who made her a happy 
husband would be invited down to enjoy the three 
footmen, gardeners, and carriages at Molloyville, yet 
no English gentleman was found sufficiently auda- 
cJous to propose. Old Lynx used tp say that the pair 
had been at Tunbridge, Harrogate, Brighton, Rams- 
gate, Cheltenham, for this eight years past; where 
they had <>met, it seemed, Avith no better fortune. 
Indeed, the^widow looked rather high for her blessed 
(diild : and as she looked with the contempt which no 
small number of Irish people feel upon all persons 
who get their bread by labor or commerce ; and as 
she was a person whose energetic manners, costume, 
and brogue were not much to the taste of quiet Eng- 
lish country gentlemen, Jemima — sweet, spotless 
dower — still remained on her hands, a thought with- 
ered, perhaps, and seedy. 

Now, at this time, the 120th Regiment was quar- 
tered at We(ulon Barracks, and with the corps was a 
certain Assistant-Surgeon Haggarty, a large, lean, 
tough, raw-boned man, Avith big hands, knock-knees, 
and carroty whiskers, and, withal, as honest a crea- 
ture as ever handled a lauc(d. Haggarty, as his 
name imports, was of tlu^ very same nation as Mrs. 
Clam, and, what is more, the hojiest fellow had some 
of the peculiarities which belonged to the widow, and 
bragged about his family almost as much as she did. 
I do not know of Avhat particular part of Ireland they 
Avere kings, but monarchs they must have been, as 
have been the ancestors of so many thousand Hiber- 
nian families ; but they had been men of, no small 
consideration in Dublin, where my father,’’ Hag- 
garty said, is as well known as King William’s 
statue, and where, he ^rowls his carriage, too,’ let me 
tell ye.” 
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Hence, Haggarty was called by the wags “Eowl 
the carriage/’ and several of them made inquiries of 
Mrs. Gam regarditig him; ‘^Mrs. Gam, when you 
used to go up from Molloyville to the Lord Lieuten- 
ant’s balls, and had your town-house in Fitzwilliam 
Square, used you to meet the famous Doctor Haggarty 
in society ? ” 

‘‘Is it Surgeon Haggarty of Gloucester Street yt' 
mean? The black Papist! Dye suppDse that the 
Molloys would sit down to table with a creature of 
that sort ? ” 

“ Why, is n’t he the most fhinous physician in 
Dublin, and doesn’t he rowl his carriage there?” 

“ The horrid wretch ! He keeps a shop, I tell ye, 
and sends his sons out with the medicine. He ’s got 
four of them off into the army, Ulick and Phil, and 
Terence and Denny, and now it ’s Charles that takes 
out the physic. But how should I know about these 
odious creatures ? Their mother was a Burke, of 
Burke’s Town, county Cavan, and brought Surgeon 
Haggarty two thousand pounds. She was a Protes- 
tant ; and 1 am surprised how she could have taken 
up with a horrid, odious. Popish apothecary ! ” 

From the extent of the widow’s information, I am 
led to suppose that tln^ inhabitants of Dublin arc not 
less anxious about their neighbors than are th(‘, 
natives of English cities; and I think it is very prob- 
able that Mrs. GanPs account of the young Haggartics 
who carried out the medicine is perfectly correct, tor 
a lad in the 12()th made a caricature of Haggarty 
coming out of a chemist’s shop with an oil-cloth 
basket under h^s arm, which set the worthy surgeon 
in such a fury that tliere would have been a duel 
between him and the ensign, could the fiery doctor 
have had his way. 
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Now, Dionysius Haggarty was of an exceedingly 
inflammable temperament, and it chanced that of all 
the invalids, the visitors, the young squires of War- 
wickshire, the youlig manufacturers from Birming- 
ham, the young officers from the barracks — it 
chanced, unluckily for Miss Gam and himself, that he 
was the only individual who was in the least smitten 
by her perjsonal charms. He was very tender and 
modest about his love, however, for it must be owned 
that he respected Mrs. Gam hugely, and fullyadmit- 
ted, like a good simple fellow as he was, the superi- 
ority of that lady’s birth and breeding to his own. 
How could he hope that he, a humble assistant-sur- 
geon, with a thousand pounds his aunt Kitty left him 
for all his fortune, — how could he hope that one of 
the race of Molloyville would ever condescend to 
marry him ? 

Inflamed, however, by love, and inspired by wine, 
one day at a picnic at Kenilworth, Haggarty, whose 
love and raptures were the talk of the whole regiment, 
was induced by his waggish comrades to make a pro- 
posal in form. 

j Are you aware, Mr. Haggarty, that you are speak- 
ing to a Molloy?” was all, the reply majestic Mrs. 
Gam made when, according to the usual formula, the 
fluttering Jemima referred her suitor to mamma.” 
She left him with a look which was meant to^ crush 
the poor fellow to earth ; she gathered up her cloak 
and bonnet, and precipitately called for her fly. She 
took care to tell every single soul in Leamington that 
the son of the odious Papist apothecary had had the 
audacity to propose for her daughter . (indeed a pro- 
posal, coming from whatever quarter it may, does no 
harm), ancf left Haggarty in a state of extreme de- 
pression and despair. 
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His down-heartedness, indeed, surprised most of 
his acquaintances in and out of the regiment, for the 
young lady was no beauty, and a doubtful fortune, 
and Dennis was a man outwardly of an unromantic 
turn, who seemed to have a great deal more liking for 
beefsteak and whiskey-punch than for women, how- 
ever fascinating. 

But there is no doubt this shy, uncouth, rough 
fellow had a warmer and more faithful heart hid 
within him than many a dandy who is as handsome 
as Apollo. I, for my part, never can understand why 
a man falls in love, and heartily give him credit for 
so doing, never mind with what or whom. Thaty T 
take to be a point quite as much beyond an individ- 
uaPs own control as the catching of the small-pox or 
the color of his hair. To the surprise of all, Assis- 
tant-Surgeon Dionysius Haggarty was deeply and 
seriously in love ; and I am told that one day he very 
nearly killed the before-mentioned young ensign with 
a carving-knife, for venturing to make a second cari- 
cature, representing Lady Gammon and Jemima in a 
fantastical park, surrounded by three gardeners, three 
carriages, three footmen, and the covered cyar. He 
would have no joking concerning them. He became 
moody and quarrelsome of habit. He was for some 
time much more in the surgery and hospital than 
in the mess. He^ gave up the eating, for the most 
part, of those vast quantities of beef and pudding, 
foj which his stomach had used to afford such ample 
and swift accommodation; and when the cloth was 
drawn, instead of taking twelve tumblers, and sing- 
ing Irish melodies, as he used to do, in a horrible 
cracked yelling voice, he would retire to his own 
apartment, or gloomily pace the barralk-yard, or 
^adly whip and spur a gray mare he had on the road 
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to Leamington, where his Jemima (although invisible 
for him) still dwelt. 

The season at Leamington coming to a conclusion 
by the witlulrawal of the young fellows who fre- 
(jiiented that watering-place, the Widow Gam retired 
to her usual quarters for the other months of the 
year. Where these quarters were I think we have no 
right to aslj, for I believe she had quarrelled with her 
brother at Molloyville, and besides, was a great deal 
too proud to be a burden on anybody. 

Not only did the widow quit Leamington, but very 
soon afterwards the 120th received its marching 
orders, and left Weedon and Warwickshire. Hag- 
garty’s appetite was by this time partially restored, 
but his love was not altered, and his humor was still 
morose and gloomy. I am informed ^that at this 
period of his life he wrote some poems relative to his 
unhappy passion, a wild set of verses of several 
lengths, and in his handwriting, being discovered 
upon a slieet of i)aper in which a pitch-plaster was 
wrapped up, wliich Lieutenant and Adjutant Wheezer 
was compelled to put on for a cold. 

Fancy then, three years afterwards, the surprise of 
all Haggarty’s acquaintances on reading in the public 
papers the following announcement : — 

“Married, at Monkstown on tlie 12th instant, Dionysius 
Haggarty, Esq., of the H. M. 120th Foot, to Jeiniina Amelia 
Wilhelniina Molloy, daughter of the late Major Lancelot Gam, 
E. M., and granddaughter of the late and niece of the present 
Burke Bodkin Blake Molloy, Esq., Molloyville, county 
Mayo.” 

Has the course of true love at last begun to run 
smooth ? ’’thought I, as I laid down the paper) and 
the old times, and the old leering, bragging widow, 
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and the high shoulders of her daughter, and the jolly 
days with the 120th, and Dr. Jephsoii’s one-horse 
chaise, and the Warwickshire hunt, and — and Louisa 

y j but never mind — came back to my mind. 

Has that good-natured, simple fellow at last met with 
his reward ? Well, if he has not to marry the mother- 
in-law too, he may get on well enough. 

Another year announced tin* rt'tironientof Assistant- 
Surgeon Haggarty from the 120tli, \Miere he was 
replaced by Assistant-Surgeon Angus llotlisay Leech, 
a Scotchman, ])robably ; with whom 1 have not the 
least acquaintance, and who has nothing whatever to 
do with this little history. 

Still more years passed on, during which time I will 
not say that I kept a constant watch upon the for- 
tunes'^ of Mr. Haggarty and his lady, for, peiliaps, if 
the truth were known, I never thought foi‘ a moment 
about them; until om^ day, being at Kingstown, near 
Dublin, dawdling on the beach, and staring at the Hill 
of Howtlf, as most people at that watering-place do, 
I saw coming towards me a tall gaunt man, with a 
pair of bushy red whiskers, of which I thought I had 
seen the like in former years, and a fa(‘e which could 
bo no other than Haggarty 's. it was Haggarty, ten 
years older tlian when we last met, and greatly more 
grim and thin. H(^ had on one shoulder a young 
gentleman in a dirty tartan costume, and a face ex- 
ceedingly like liis own ])eeping from under a battered 
idiime of black feathers, while with his other hand he 
was dragging a light green go-(*.art, in whi(!h re])Osed 
a female infant of some two years old. fhjth were 
roaring with great power of lungs. 

As soon as Dennis saw me, his face lost the dull, 
puzzled expression which had seemed to characterize 
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it ; he clroi)ped the pole of the go-cart from one liancl^ 
and his son from the other and came jumping for- 
ward to gret^t me with all his might, leaving his pro- 
geny roaring in the road. 

‘^JUess my sowl/^ says he, ^^sure it’s Fitz-Boodle ? 
Fitz, don’t you remember me? Dennis ilaggarty of 
the 120tli? Leamington, yon know? Molloy, my boy, 
hould your ,tofigue, and sto]) your S(*.rce(?hing, and 
Jemima’s too’*, d ’y('. hear? Well, it do(‘>s good to 
sore eyes to sec^ an old face. How fat you’re grown, 
Fitz ; and were ye (^ver in Ireland before ? and a’n’t ye. 
delighted witli it ? Confess, now, is n’t it beautiful ? ” 

This ([uestion regarding the merits of tlieir country, 
whhdi 1 have reimirked is put by most Irish persons, 
being a.nsw(u*ed in a satisfactory manner, and the 
shouts of tlie infants appeased from an ai)ple-stall 
hard l)y, Dennis and I talked of old times : I (‘.ongra- 
tulated him on Ids marriage with the lovely girl whom 
we all admired, aiid lioptnl lie had a fortune witli her, 
and so forth. His apjiearance, however, did not be- 
speak a great fortune : he had a.n old gray hat, short 
old trousers, an old waistcoat with regimmital buttons, 
and patcluHl Blucher boots, such as are not usually 
sported by persons in ea,sy life. 

Ah I ” says he, with a sigh, in re])ly to my queries, 
^Himes are ehangcMl since them days, Fitz-l)Oodh\ 
My wife’s not what she was — the beautiful creatur(^ 
you knew lier. Molloy, my boy, run off in a 
liurry to your mamma, and tell her an English gentle- 
man is coming home to dine ; for you ’ll dine with 
me, Fitz, in course?” And I agreed to partake of 
that meal; though Master Molloy altogether declined 
to obey his papa’s orders with rijspect to announcing 
the stranger. 

^^Well, I must announce you myself,” said Hag- 
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garty, with a smile. “Come, it’s just dimier-timo, 
and my little cottage is not a hundred yards off.” 
Accordingly, we all marched in procession to Dennis’s 
little cottage, which was one of a row and a half of 
one-storied houses, with little conrt-yards before them, 
and mostly with very fine names on the door-jsiHts of 
each. “Sui'g(um Haggarty” was emblazoi\ed on 
Dennis's gate, on a stained green co])f)(>p] date ; and, 
not content with this, on the <loor-po,st above the bell 
was an oval with the, inscription of “ Js'ew IMolloy- 
ville.” The bell was broken, of course ; the court, or 
garden-])ath, was mouldy, weedy, seedy ; there, were 
some dirty roc.ks, by wiiy of ornament, rouiul a faded 
grass-plot in the ce,ntre, some clothes and rags hang- 
ing out of most piirt of the windows of New Molloy- 
ville, the immediat*! entrance to which was by a bat- 
tered scra,2)<‘r umk'r a broken tndlis-work, uj) which a 
Avitlu'red creeper declined any longer to climb. 

“Small but sung,” says Haggarty: “I’llleail the 
way Fitz ; put your hat on the fiower-pot there, and 
turn to the left, into the drawing-room.” A fog of 
onions and turf-smoke lilhul the whole of the house, 
and gave signs that dinner wa.s nob far off Far off ? 
You could hea,r it frizzing in the kitchen, where the 
maid was also endeavoring to hush tin* crying of a 
third refractory child. Dut as we, entered, all three 
of Ilaggarty’s darlings were in full war. 

“ Is it you, Dennis ? ” cried a sharp raw voice, from 
a dark corner in the drawing-room to which we were 
introdutied, and in which a dirty tablecloth was lairl 
for dinner, some bottles of porter and a cold mutton- 
bone being laid out on a rickety grand-piano hard by. 
“ Y'e ’re always late, Mr. Ilaggai'ty. Have you 
brought the whiskey from FJowlan’s? I’ll go bail 
ye’ve not now.” 
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dear, I Ve brought an old friend of yours and 
mine to take 2 )ot-luck with us to-day/’ said Dennis. 

‘‘ When is he to come ? ’’ said the lady. At which 
speech I was rather surprised, for 1 stood before h(‘r. 

^‘Here he is, Jemima my love,” answered Dennis, 
looking at me. Mr. Eitz-Boodle ; don’t you remem- 
ber him in Warwickshire, darling?” 

Mr. Fitz 136odle ! I am very glad to see him,” 
said the laoy, rising and curtsying witli much 
cordiality. 

Mrs. Ilaggarty was blind. 

Mrs. Haggarty was not only blind, but it was evident 
that small-pox had been the clause of her loss of vision. 
Her eyes were bound witli a bandage, her features 
were entirely swollen, scarred, and distorted by the 
horrible eff(*cts of the malady. She had been knitting 
in a corner wluui we entered, and was wrapped in a 
very dirty bedgown. Jbn* voic(‘ to nw was ({uite 
different to that in which she addr(‘ssed her husband. 
She spoke to Haggarty in broad Irisli: she addressed 
me in tliat most odious of all languages — Irish- 
English, endeavoring to the utmost to disguise her 
brogue, and to speak with the true dawdling distuKjae 
English air. 

“Are you long in l-adand?” said the poor creature 
in this accent. You inust hnd it a sad ba’ba’ous 
place, Mr. Fitz-Boodle, 1 ’m shu-ah ! Jt was vary 
kaind of you to cnme uj)on us en faiuille and accept a 
dinner rerenionJe. Mr. Haggarty, 1 hope you ’ll 
put the waiiu^ into aice, Mr. Fitz-Boodle must be 
melted with this hot weathah.” 

For some time she conducted the conversation in 
^ this polite strain, and 1 was obliged to say in reply to 
a query of hers, that I did not find her the least 
altered; though I should never have recognized her 
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but for this rencontre. She told Ilaggarty with a 
significant air to get the wine from tlie cellah, and 
whispered to me that he was his own butlah ; and tlie 
poor fellow, taking tlie hint, s(iudded away into the 
town for a pound of veal cutlets and a c()u])lo of 
bottles of wine from the tavern. 

“Will the childhren get their j)()tatoes and butther 
here ? ’’ said a barefoot girl, with long black hair 
flowing over her face, which she thrust in at the 
door. 

“Let them suj) in the nursery, Elizabeth, and send 
— ah ! Edwards to nie.’^ 

“ Is it cook you mane, Ma’am ? " said the girl. 

“ Send her at once ! ” shrieked the uufortimate 
woman ; and the noivse of frying pr(^sently ceasing, a 
hot woman nnuhi Inu* appearance, wiping her brows 
with her ajuon, and asking, with an accent decidedly 
Hibernian, what the misthress wanted. 

“ Lead nu3 u]) to my dr(*ssing-room, Edwards : I 
really am not iit to be seen in this dishabille by Mr. 
Fitz-I>oodle. 

“ Fait’ 1 can't!’' says Edwards; “sure the mas* 
ther ’s out at the butcher’s, and can’t look to the 
kitchen fire I 

“Nonsense, I must go!” cried Mrs. Haggarty; and 
so Edvvnrds, putting on a resigned air, and givii]g her 
arm and face a further rub with her apron, held out 
her arm to Mrs. Dennis, and the pair went uj) stairs. 

She left me to indulge my reflections for half an 
hour, at the end of which Y)eriod she came down 
stairs dressed in an old yellow satin, with the poor 
shoulders exposed just as mucli as ever. She had 
mounted a tawdry cap, whiiih Haggarty himself must 
have selected for her. She had all sorts of necklaces, 
bracelets, and earrings in gold, in garnets, in mothen 
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of'pearl, in ormolu* She brought in a furious savor 
of musk, which drove the odoi*s of onions and turf- 
smoke before it ; and she waved across her wretched 
angular, mean, scarred features*, ah old cambric hand- 
kerchief with a yellow lace border. 

And so you would have known me anywhere, Mr. 
Fitz-Boodle ? said she, with a grin that was meant 
to be most f ^cinating. “ I was sure you would ; for 
though my di\?adful illness deprived me of my sight, 
it is a mercy that it did not change my features or 
complexion at all ! 

This mortification had been spared the unhappy 
woman ; but I don’t know whether, with all her 
vanity, her infernal pride, folly, and selfishness, it 
was charitable to leave her in her error. 

Yet why correct her ? There is a cpiality in certain 
persons which is above all advice, exposure, or cor- 
rection. Only let a man or woman have dulness suffi- 
cient, and they need bow to no extant authority. A 
dullard recognizes no betters ; a dullard can’t see that 
he is' in the wrong ; a dullard has no scruples of con- 
science, no doubts of pleasing, or succeeding, or doing 
right; no qualms for other people’s feelings, no re- 
spect but for the fool himself. How can you make a 
fool perceive that he is a fool? Such a personage can 
no more see his own folly than he can see his own ears. 
And the great quality of dulness is to be unalterably 
contented with itself. What myriads of souls are 
there of this admirable sort, — selfish, stingy, igno- 
rant, passionate, brutal ; bad sons, mothers, fathers, 
never known ta do kind actions! 

To pause, liowever, in this disquisition, which 
was carrying us far off Kingstown, New Molloy ville, 
Ireland, — nay, into the wide world wherever Dulness 
inhabits, let it be stated that Mrs. Haggarty, from my 
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brief acquaintance with her and her mother, was of 
the order of persons just mentioned. There was an 
air of conscious merit about her, very hard to swallow 
along with the infamous dinner poor Dennis managed, 
after much delay, to get on the table. She did not 
fail to invite me to Molloyville, where she said her 
cousin would be charmed to see me ; and she told me 
almost as many anecdotes about that .place as her 
mother used to impart in former days*. 1 observed, 
moreover, that Dennis cut her the favorite pieces of 
the beefsteak, that she ate thereof with great gusto, 
and that she drank with similar eagerness of the 
various strong liquors at table. We Irish ladies are 
all fond of a leetle glass of punch,” she said, with a 
playful air, and Dennis mixed her a powerful tumbler 
of such violent grog as I myself could swallow only 
with some diffi(*ulty. She talked of her sufferings a 
great deal, of her sacrifices, of the luxuries to which 
she had been accustomed before marriage, — in a word, 
of a hundred of those themes on which some ladies 
are in tlie custom of enlarging when they wish to 
jdague some l)usbands. 

But honest Dennis, far from being angry at this 
perpetual, wearisome, impudent recurrence to her own 
superiority, rather encouraged the conversation than 
otherwise. It pleased him to hear his wife discourse 
{ibout her merits and family splendors. He was 
thoroughly beaten down and henpecked, that he, as it 
were, gloried in his servitude, and fancied that his 
wife’s magnificence reflected credit on himself. He 
looked toward me, who was half sick of the woman 
and her egotism, as if expecting me to exhibit the 
deepest sympathy, and flung ,me glances across the 
table as mucli as to say, “ What a gifted creature my 
Jemima is, and what a fine fellow I am to be in pos* 
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session of her ! ’’ When the children came down she 
scolded them of course, and dismissed them abruptly, 
(for which circumstance, perhaps, the writer of these 
pages was not in his heart very sorry), and, after 
having sat a preposterously long time, left us, ask- 
ing whether we would have coffee there or in her 
boudoir. 

^^Oh ! herg of course,’’ said Dennis, with rather a 
troubled air, *.and in about ten minutes the lovely 
creature was led back to us again by Edwards,” and 
the coffee made its appearance. After coffee her hus- 
band begged her to let Mr. Fitz-Hoodle hear her voice : 

He longs for some of his old favorites.” 

No ! do you ? ” said she ; and was led in triumph 
to the jingling old piano, and with a screechy, wiry 
voice, sung those very abominable old ditties which I 
had heard her sing at Leamington ten years back. 

Haggavty, as slie sang, flung himself back in the 
chair delighted. Husbands always are, and with the 
same song, one that they have heard when they were 
nineteen years old, probably ; most Englishmen’s 
tunes have tliat date, and it is rather affecting, I 
think, to hear an old genthnnan of sixty or seventy 
quavering the old ditty that was* fresh w’hen he was 
fresh and in liis ])rime. If he has a musical wife, 
depend on it he thinks her old songs, of 1788 are 
better than any he has heard since : in fact he lias 
heard 7i()ne since. Wlieu the old couple are in high 
good-humor tlie old geutleiuan will take the old lady 
round the waist, and say, My dear, do sing me one 
of your own songs,” and she sits down and siiigs with 
her old voice, and, as she sings, the roses of her youth 
bloom again for a moment, lianelagh resuscitates, 
and she is dancing a minuet in powder and a train. 

This is another digression. It was occasioned by 
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looking at poor Dennis’s face while his wife was 
screeching (and, believe me, the former was the most 
pleasant occupation). Bottom tickled by the fairies 
could not have been in greater ecstasies. He thought 
the music was divine; and had further reason for 
exulting in it, which was, that his wife was always in 
a good-humor after singing, and never would sing 
but in that happy frame of mind. Dennis had hinted 
so much in our little colloquy during th^ ten minutes 
of his lady’s absence in the boudoir ; ” so, at the 
conclusion of each piece, we shouted' Bravo ! ” and 
clapped our hands like mad. 

Such was my insight into the life of Surgeon 
Dionysius Haggarty and his wife ; and I must have 
come upon him at a favorable moment too, for })oor 
Dennis has spoken, subsequently, of our delightful 
evening at Kingstown, and evidently thinks to this 
day that his friend was fascinated by the entertain- 
ment there. His inward economy was as follows : he 
had his half-pa}% a thousand j)ounds, about a hundred 
a year tliat his father left, and his wife had sixty 
pounds a year from the mother ; which the mother, 
of course, never paid. He had no practice, for he 
was absorbed in attention to liis Jemima and the chil- 
dren, whom he used to wash, to dress, to carry out, to 
walk, or to ride, as we have seen, and who could not 
have a servant, as their dear blind mother could never 
be left alone. Mrs. Haggarty, a great invalid, used 
to lie in bed till one, and have breakfast and hot 
luncheon there. A fifth part of his income was spent 
in having her wheeled about in a chair, hy which it 
was his duty to walk daily for an allotted number of 
hours. Dinner would ensue, and the amateur clergy, 
who abound in Ireland, and of whom Mrs. Haggarty 
was a great admirer, lauded her everywhere as a 
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model of resignation and virtue, and praised beyond 
measure the admirable piety with which she bore her 
sufferings. 

Well, every man to his taste. It did not certainly 
appear to me that she was the martyr of the family. 

“ The circumstances of my marriage with Jemima,” 
Dennis said to me, in some after conversations we 
had on this interesting subject, “were the most ro- 
mantic and * touching you can conceive. You saw 
what an impression the dear girl had made upon me 
when we were at Weedon ; for from the first d^y I 
set eyes on her, and heard her sing her delightful 
song of ‘ Dark-eyed Maiden of Araby,’ I felt, and said 
to Turniquet of ours, that very night, that she was 
the dark-eyed maid of Araby for me, — not that she 
was, you know, for she w'as born in Shropshire. But 
I felt that I had seen the woman who was to make 
me happy or miserable for life. You know how I 
proposed for her at Kenilworth, and how I was re- 
jected, and how I almost shot myself in consequence, 
— uo, you don’t know that, for I said nothing about 
i,t to any one, but I can tell you it was a very near 
thing ; and a very lucky thing for me I did n’t do it : 
for, — would you believe it ? — the dear girl was in 
love with me all the time.” 

“ Was she really ? ” said I, who recollected that 
Miss Gam’s love of those days showed itself in a very 
singular manner : but the fact is, when women are 
most in love they most disguise it. 

“Over head and ears in love with poor Dennis,” 
resumed that worthy fellow ; “ who ’d ever have 
thought it? But. I have it from the best authority, 
from her own mother, with .whom I ’m not over ami 
above good friends now ; but of this fact she assured 
me, and I ’ll tell you when and how. 
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We were quartered at Cork thr^ee years after we 
were at Weedou, and it was our last year at home; 
and a great mercy that my dear girl spoke iii time, 
or where should we have teen now ? Well, one day, 
marching home from parade, I saw a lady seated at 
an open window by another who seemed an invalid, 
and the lady at the window, who was dressed in the 
profoundest mourning, cried out, with a scream, 
^ Gracious heavens ! it ’s Mr. Haggarty cff the 120th.’ 

^ Sure I know that voice,’ says I to Whiskerton. 

^ ^ It ’s a great mercy you don’t know it a deal too 
well,’ says he: ‘it’s Lady Gammon. She ’s on some 
husband-hunting scheme, depend on it, for that 
daughter of hers. She was at Bath last year on the 
same errand, and at Cheltenham the year before, 
where, Heaven bless you ! she ’s as well known as the 
“Hen and Chickens.’” 

“ ‘ I ’ll thank you not to speak disrespectfully of 
Miss Jemima Gam,’ said I to Whiskerton; ‘she’s 
of one of the first families in Ireland, and whoever 
says a word against a woman I once proposed for, 
insults me, — do you understand ? ’ 

“ ‘ Well, marry her, if you like,’ says Whiskerton, 
quite peevish : ‘ marry her, and be hanged ! ’ 

“ Marry her ! the very idea of it set my brain a- 
whirling, and made me a thousand times more mad 
than I am by nature.^ 

“You may be sure I walked up the hill to the 
parade-ground that afternoon, and with a beating 
heart too. 1 came to the . widow’s liouse. It was 
called ‘New Molloyville,’ as this is. Wherever she 
takes a house for six months, she calls it ‘New 
Molloyville ; ’ and has had one in Mallow, in Bandon, 
in Sligo, in Castlebar, in Ferinoy, i in Drogheda, and 
the deuce knows where besides : but the blinds were 
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downf and though I thought I saw somebody behind 
’em, no notice was taken of poor Denny Haggarty, 
and I paced up and down all mess-time in hopes of 
catching a glimpse of Jemima, but in vain. The 
next day I was on the ground again ; I was just as 
much in love as ever, that ’s the fact. I ’d never 
been in that way before, look you; and when once 
caught, I knew it was for life. 

“There’s '^no use in ttdling you how long I beat 
about the bush, but wlien I did get admittance to the 
house (it was through tlie means of young Castle- 
reagh Molloy, whom you may I'emember at Leaming- 
ton, and who was at Cork for the regatta, and used 
to dine at our mess, and laid taken a mighty fancy 
to me) — when I did get into the house, I say I 
rushed in rnedias res at once : I could n’t keep myself 
quiet, my lieart was too full. 

“ Oh, Fitz ! I shall never forget the day, — the 
moment 1 was inthrojuiced into the dthrawing-room” 
(as he began to be agitated, Dennis’s brogue broke 
out with greater ri(diness than (wer; but though a 
stranger may catch, and repeat from memory, a few 
words, it is next to impossible for him to keep up a 
conversation in Irish, so that wo liad best give up all 
attempts to imitate Dennis). “ Wiieri f saw old 
Mother Gam,” said he, “ my feelings overcame me, 
all at once. 1 rowled down on the ground, sir, as if 
I ’d been hit by a musket-ball. ‘ Dearest madam,’ 
says I, ‘I’ll die if you don’t give me Jemima.’ 

“‘Heavens, Mr. Haggarty!’ says she, ‘Iiow^you 
seize me with surprise ! Castlereagh, my dcjar nephew, 
had you not better leave us ? ’ and away he went, 
lighting a cigar, and leaving me still on tlie floor, 

“‘Rise, Mr. Haggarty,’ continued the widow. ‘1 
will not attempt to deny that, this constancy towards 
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my daugliter is extremely affecting, however sudden 
your present appeal may be. I will not attempt to 
d(?iiy that, perhaps, Jemima may have a similar feel- 
ing ; but, as I said, I never could give iny daughter 
to a Catholic.^ 

^ I hn as good a Protestant as yourself, Ma’am, ^ 
says I ; ‘my mother was an heiress, and we were all 
brought up her way.’ % 

“ ‘ That makes the matter very differfint,’ says she, 
turning up the whites of her eyes. ‘ How could I 
ever have reconciled it to my conscience to see my 
blessed child married to a Papist ? Plow could I 
ever have taken him to Molloyville ? Well, this 
obstacfe being removed, 1 must put myself no longer 
in the way between two young people. I must sac- 
rifice myself; as I always have wlien my darling 
girl was in question. You shall see her, the poor 
dear, lovely, gentle sufferer, and learn your fate from 
her own lips.’ 

‘‘ ‘ The sufferer, Ma’am,’ says I ; ‘ has Miss Gam 
been ill ? ’ 

, « < What ! have n’t you heard ? ’ cried the widow. 
* Have n’t you heard of the dreadful illness which so 
nearly carried her from me ? E'er nine weeks, Mr. 
Haggarty, I watched her day and night, without tak- 
ing a wink of sleep, — for nine weeks she lay trem- 
bling between death and life ; and I paid the doctor 
eighty-three guineas. She is restored now ; but she is 
the wreck of the beautiful creature she was. Suffer- 
ing, and, perhaps, another disappointment — ‘but we 
won’t mention that now — have so pulled her down. 
But I will leave you, and prepare my sweet girl for 
this strange, this entirely unexpected visit.’ 

I won’t tell you what took place between me and 
Jemima, to whom I was introduced as she sat in the 
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darkened room, poor sufferer ! nor describe to yon 
with what a thrill of joy I seized (after groping srtxmt 
for it) her poor emaciated hand. She did not with- 
draw it ; I came out of tliat room an engaged man, 
sir ; and now I was enabled to show her that 1 had 
always loved her sincerely, for there was my will, 
made three years back, in her favor : that night she 
refused me,^is I told ye. I would have shot myself, 
but they M hJlve brought me in non compos ; and my 
brother Mick would have contested the Avill, and so I 
determined to live, in order that she might benefit by 
my dying. I had but a thousand pounds then : since 
that my father has left me two more. I willed every 
shilling to her, as you may fancy, and settled it upon 
her when we married, as we did soon after. It was 
not for some time that I w^as allowed to see the poor 
girks face, or, indeed, was aware of the horrid loss 
she had sustained. Fancy my agony, my dear fellow, 
when I saw th<at beautiful wreck ! ’’ 

There was something not a little affecting to think, 
in the conduct of this brave fellow, that he never 
once, as he told his story, seemed to allude to the 
possibility of his declining to marry a woman who 
was not the same as the woman he loved ; but that 
he was quite as faithful to her now, as he had been 
when captivated by the poor tawdry clntrms of the 
silly Miss of Leamington. It w^as hard that such a 
noble heart as this should be flung away upon yonder 
foul mass of greedy vanity. Was it hard, or not, that 
he should remain deceived in his obstinate humility, 
and continue to admire the selfish, silly being whom 
he had chos(ni to worship ? 

I should have been appointed surgeon of the regi- 
ment,” continued Dennis, soon after, when it was 
ordered abroad to Jamaica, where it now is. But my 
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wife would not hear of going, and said she would 
break her heart if she left her mother. So I retired 
\)x\ half-pay, and took this cottage ; and in case any 
practice should fall iu my way — why, there is luy 
name on the brass plate, and I ’in ready for anything 
that comes. But the only case that ever did come 
was one day when I w'as driving my wife in the 
chaise, and another, one night, of a beggar with a 
broken head. My wife makes me a presfmt of a baby 
every year, and we ’ve no debts ; and between you 
and me and the post, as long as my mother-in-law is 
out of the house, 1 ’m as happy as I need be.’^ 

What ! you and the old lady don’t get on well ? ’’ 
said I. 

I can’t say we do ; it ’s not in nature, you know,” 
said Dennis, with a faint grin. She comes into the 
house, and turns it topsy-turvy. When she ’s here 
I ’m obliged to sleep in the scullery. She ’s never 
paid her daughter’s income since the first year, though 
she brags about her sacrifices as if she had ruined 
herself for Jemima; and besides, when she’s here, 
there ’s a whole clan of the Molloys, horse, foot, and 
dragoons, that are quartered upon us, and eat me out 
of house and home.” 

‘‘ And is Molloyville such a fine place as the widow 
described k ? ” asked I, laughing, and not a little 
curious. 

Oh, a mighty fine place entirely ! ” said Dennis. 

There ^s the oak park of two hundred acres, the 
finest land ye ever saw, only they ’ve cut all the wood 
down. The garden in the old Molloy’s time, they 
say, was the finest ever seen in the West of Ireland ; 
but they ’ve taken all the glass to mend the house 
windows : and small blame to them either. There ’s 
a clear rent-roll of three and fifty hundred a year, 
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only it’s in the hand of receivers; besides other 
debts, on which there is no land security.” 

Your coiisindn-law, Oastlereagh Molloy, won’t" 
come into a large fortune ? ” 

‘‘ Oh, he ’ll do very well ” said Dennis. ‘‘ As long 
as he can get credit, he ’s not the fellow to stint him- 
self. Faith, I was fool enough to put my name to a 
bit of paper, for him, and as they could not catch him 
in Mayo, they laid liold of nu^ at Kingstown here. 
And there was a pretty to do. Did n’t Mrs. (ram say 
I was ruining her family, that ’s all ? I paid it by 
instalments (for all my money is settled on Jemima) ; 
and Oastlereagh, who ’s an honorable fellow, offered 
me any satisfaction in life. Anyhow he could n’t do 
more than tluitP 

Of course not, and now you 're friends ? ” 

“ Yes, and he and his aunt havc^ had a tiff, too ; and 
he abases her properly, I warrant ye. He says that 
she carried iibout Jemima from jdaeii to phu^e, and 
flung her at the head of every unmarried man in Eng- 
land ahiK'st, — my poor Jemima, and she all the while 
dying in love with' me ! As soon as she got over the 
sinall-i)Ox — sh(^ took it a.t Fermoy — God bless her, I 
wish I \\ been by to be her nurse-tender, — as soon as 
she was i*id of it, tlie old lady said to Oastlereagh, 

‘ Castlerengh, go to tlie barVks, and find* out in the 
Army List where tin; J20th is.’ Off slio earner to Cork 
hot foot. It appears that while she was ill, Jemima’s 
love for me showed itself in such a viohmt way that 
her mother was overcome, and promised that, should 
the dear cliild rtHiover, she would try and bring us to- 
gether. Oastlereagh says she would have gone after 
us to Jamaica.” 

I have no doubt she would,” said I. 

‘‘Could you have a stronger proof of love than 
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that?’’ cried Dennis. “My dear girl’s illjiess and 
frightful blindness have, of course, injured her health 
■^ind her temper. She cannot in .her position look to 
the children, you know, and so they come under my 
charge for the most part ; and her temper is unequal, 
certainly. But you see what a sensitive, refined, ele- 
gant creature she is, and may fancy that she ’s often 
put out by a rough fellow like me.” 

Here Dennis left me, saying it was tinui to go and 
walk out the children ; and T think his story has mat- 
ter of some wholesome reflection in it for bachelors 
who are about to change their condition, or may con- 
sole some who are mourning their celibacy. Marry, 
gentlemen, if you like ; leave your comfortable dinner 
at the club for cold mutton and curl-papers at your 
home ; give up your books or pleasures, and take to 
yourselves wives and children ; but think well on what 
you do first, as I have no doubt you will after this ad- 
vice and example. Advice is always useful in matters 
of love; men always take it; they always follow 
other people’s opinions, not their own : they always 
profit by example. When they see. a pretty woman, 
and feel the delicious madness of love coming over 
them, they always stop to calculate her temper, her 
money, their own money, or suitableness for the 
married life, — ha, ha, ha ! Let us fool in this 
way no more. I have been in love forty three times 
with all ranks and conditions of women, and would 
have married every time if they w^ould have let me. 
How many wives had King Solomon the wisest of 
men ? And is not that story a warning to us that Love 
is master of the wisest ? It is only fools who defy 
him, 

I must come, however, to the last, and perhaps the 
saddest, part of poor Denny Haggarty’s history. I 
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met him,, once more, and in such a condition as made 
me determine to Avrite this history. 

In the month of June last I happened to be at Kich- 
raond, a delightful little place of retreat ; and there, 
sunning himself upon the terrace, was my old friend 
of the 120th : he looked older, thinner, poorer, and 
more wretched than I had over seen him. “ What ! 
you have ^iven up Kingstown ? ” said I, shaking him, 
by the hamj. 

‘‘Yes,” says he. 

“And is my lady and your family here at 
Richmond ? ” 

“No,” says he, with a sad shake of the head; and 
the poor fellow’s hollow (>yes filled with tears. 

“Good heavens, Denny! wliat’s the matter?” 
said I. He was squeezing my hand like a vice as I 
spoke. 

“They’ve i.kkt mo ! ” he burst out with a dreadful 
shout of passionate grief — a hoi i'ible scream which 
seemed to be wreuclu'd out of his heart. ‘‘ Left me ! ” 
said he, sinking down on a seat, and cdinching his 
great fists, and shaking his lean arms wildly. “ I ’m 
lawise man now, Mr. Fitz-Hoodle. Jemima has gone 
away from me, and yet you know how T loved her, 
and how happy we rvere ! I ’ve got nobody now ; but 
I’ll die soon, that’s one comfort: and to think it’s 
she that ’ll kill me After all ! ” 

The story, which he told with a wild and furious 
lamentation such as is not known among imm of 
our cooler country, and such as I don’t like now to re- 
call, was a very simple one. The mother in law had 
taken possession of the house, and had driven him 
from it. His property at his marriage was settled on 
his. wife, She had never loved him, and told hijn this 
secret at last, and drove him out of Joors with her 
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selfish scorn and ill temper. The boy had died ; the 
girls were better, he said, brought np among the 
'Molloys than they could be with him, and so he was 
quite alone in the world, and was living, or rather 
dying, on forty pounds a year. 

His troubles are very likely over by this time. The' 
two fools who caused his misery will never read this 
history of him ; thei/ never re.ad godless stories in 
magazines : and T wish, honest readiir, that you and 
I went to (diurch as much as they do. These people 
are not wdeked because of their ndigions observances, 
but in spite oi them. They are too dull to understand 
humility, too blind to see a tender and simple heart 
under a rough ungainly bosom. They are sure that 
all their conduct towards my poor friend here has been 
perfectly righteous, and that they liave givam proofs of 
the most Christian virtue. TIagga.rty’s wife, is consid- 
ered by her friends as a martyr to a savage husband, and 
her mother is the angel that, has (‘ome to resinie lu'r. All 
they did was to cheat him and desert him. And safe 
in that wonderful sclf complacemiy with which tlie 
fools of this (‘arth are endowed, they have imt a single 
pang of conscience for their vdlany towards him, and 
consider their heartlessness .as a jiroot and conse- 
quence of their spotless piety and virtue. 


THE END. 
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CHAPTER I. 

GIVES AN ACCOUNT OE OlIK VFELAGE AND THE FIRST 
GLIMl'SB OF the DIAMOND. 

When I came np to town for iny second year, my 
aunt Hoj^j^uirty made me a jiri'sent of a diaraoud-pin ; 
tliat is to say, it was not a diamoud-pin tlien, but a 
lai'^o" old-fasliioued locki't, <d' Dublin manufae-ture in 
the y<>ar 1700 , winch the late Air. iloggarty used to 
sport at the Lord Licaiteuant’s halls and elsewhere. 
He wore it, he siiSd, at the battle of Vinegar Hill, 
when his club ])igtail .saved his head from being taken 
olT, — hut that is mutlier here nor there. 

In the middle of the brooch was Hoggarty in lae 
scarlet uniform of the corps of Feneibles to which he 
belonged ; around it were thirteen locks of hair, be- 
longing to a baker’s dozen of sistei's that the old gen- 
tleman had ; and, as all these little ringlets partook 
of the family hue of brilliant auburn, Hoggarty’s por- 
trait s<*eraed to the fanciful view like a great fat red 
round of beef surroundeil by thirteen carrots. These 
were dished up on a plate of blue enamel, aud it wm 
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from the grb:at hochjarty diamond (as we called it 
in the family), that the collection of hairs in question 
seemed as it were to s|>ring. 

My aunt, I need not say, is rich ; and I thought I 
might be her heir as well as another. During my 
month^s holiday, she was particularly pleased witli 
me ; made me drink tea with her often (though tliere 
was a certaiiv person in the .village with whom on 
those golden summer ev(mings I should have liked to 
have taken a stroll in tln^ hay-fi(dds) ; promised every 
time I drank her bohea to do something handsome 
for me when 1 went \y<w^^ to town, — nay, three or 
four times had me to dinner at thrt^e, and to whist or 
cribbage afterwards. I did not care for the cards ; 
for though we always played seven hours on a stretch, 
and 1 always lost, my losings were newer more than 
nineteenpence a night : but there was some infernal 
sour black-currant wine, that the old lady always ])ro- 
duced at dinner, and with th(‘ tray at ten oVdock, and 
which T dared not refuse ; though upon my word and 
honor it made me very unwell. 

Well, T thought after all this obsequiousness on my 
part, and my aunt’s reptnited proijiises, that the old 
lady would at least make me a ])resent of a score of 
guineas (of which she had a power in the drawer) ; 
and so convinced was 1 that some such present was 
intended for me, that a young lady by the name of 
Miss Mary Smith, with whom I had conversed on the 
subject, actually netted me a little green silk purse, 
which she gave me (behind Hicks’s hayrick, as you 
turn to the right up Churchyard Lane) — which she 
gave me, I say, wrapped up in a bit of silver-paper. 
There was something in the purse, too, if the truth 
must be known. First there was a thick curl of the 
glossiest, blackest hair you ever saw in your life, and 
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next there was threepence : that is to say, the half of 
a silver sixpence hanging by a little necklace of blue 
ribbon. Ah, but T knew where the other half of the 
sixpence was, and envied that happy bit of silver ! 

The last day of my holiday I was obliged, of course, 
to devote to Mrs. Hoggarty. My aunt was excessively 
gracious ; and i)y way of a trea-t brought out a couple 
of bottles of the black currant, of whicl] she made me 
•drink the greater part. At niglit, when all the ladies 
assembled at her party had gone off with their pattens 
and their maids, Mrs, Hoggarty, who had made a 
signal to me to stay, first blew out three of the wax- 
candles in the drawing-room, and taking the fourth in 
her hand, went and unlocked her escritoire. 

I can tell you my heart beat, though I pretended to 
look quite unconcerned. 

Sam my dear,’’ said she, as she was fumbling with 
her keys, take another glass of Ilosolio ” (that was 
the name by which she baptized the cursed beverage) : 
‘‘ it will do you good.” I took it, and you might have 
seen my hand tremble as the bottle went click — click 
against the glass. By the time I had swallowed it, the 
old lady had finished her operations at the bureau, and 
was coming towards me, the wax-candle bobbing in 
one hand and a large parcel in the other. 

Now ’s the time,” thought I. 

Samuel, my dear nephew,” said she, your first 
name you received from your sainted uncle, my blessed 
husband ; and of all my nephews and nieces, you are 
the one whose conduct in life has most pleased me.” 

When you consider that my aunt herself was one 
of seven married sisters, that all the Hoggarties were 
married in Ireland and mothers of numerous children, 
I must say that the compliment my aunt paid m© 
was a very handsome one* 
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Dear aunt,” says I, in a slow agitated voice, I 
have often heard you say there were seventy-three of 
us in all, and believe me I do* think your high opinion 
of me very complimentary indeed : I ’m unworthy of 
it “ indeed I am.” 

As for those odious Irish people,” says my aunt, 
rather sharply, don’t speak of them, I hate them, 
and every 0114 of their mothers ” (the fact is, there 
had been a laws\iit about TIoggarty’s ])ro])(M*ty) ; ^M>ut 
of all my other kindred, you, Samuel, have been the 
most dutiful and affectionate to me. Your employers 
in London give the best acunmiits of your regularity 
and good conduct. Though you liavt^ liad eighty 
pounds a year (a libt‘ral salary), you have not s])ent 
a shilling more than your income, as other young 
men would ; and you have devoted your month’s 
holidays to your old aunt, who, 1 assure you, is 
grateful.” 

Oh, Ma’am ! ” said I. It was all that T could utter. 

Samuel,” continued she, T promised you a pres- 
ent, and here it is. I first thought of giving you 
money ; but you are a regular lad, and don’t want it. 
You are above money, dear Samuel. I give you what 
I value most in life — the p, — the po, the po-ortrait 
of my sainted Hoggarty” (tears), ^^set in the locket 
which contains the valuable diamond that you have 
often heard me speak of. Wear it, dear Sam, for my 
sake ; and think of that angel in heaven, and of your 
dear aunt Susy.” 

She put the machine into my hands : it was about 
the size of the lid of a shaving-box ; and I should as 
soon have thought of wearing it as of wearing a 
cocked hat and pigtail. I was so disgusted and dis- 
appointed that I really could not get out a single 
word. 
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When T reeovered my presence of mind a little, I 
took the locket out of the bit of paper (the lock(^t 
indeed ! it was as big as a barn-door padlock), and 
slowly put it into iny shirt. Thank you, Aunt,’’ 
said I, with admirable raillery. I shall always 
value this present for the sake of you, who gave it 
me; and it will rt‘call to me my uncle, and iny 
tliirteen aunts in Ireland.” • 

‘‘I don’t Avant you to Avear it ifi that way!” 
shri(*-ked Mrs. lloggarty, “with tlu^ hair of those 
o<li(nis (‘-arroty woiwm. Yon must have their hair 
nunoved.” 

^^Tluni the loek<‘t Avill be s])oil(‘d, Aunt.” 

Wtdl, sir, nev(‘r mind the locket; have it sot 
ai‘resh.’' 

^^C)r su])j>os(*,” said I, “1 juit aside the setting 
altogether ? it is a little too largo for the ])resent 
fashion ; and luiv(‘ the portrait of my uiude framed 
and phuted ov(‘r my chimn(;y-])ieee, next to yours. 
Jt ’s a sweet mini[iture.” 

That miniatuiH*,” said Mrs. lloggarty, solemnly, 
^‘was the great Mulcahy's rhef-iV (rmrre ())ron()uneed 
shy dew\m\ a favorite? word of my aunt’s ; being, Avith 
the Avords bonyfony and ally mode, de Farry^ the ex- 
tent of her Fr(?iudi vocabulary). ^‘You knoAV the 
dreadful story of tluit poor, poor artist. When lie 
had finished that wonderfAil likeness for tlie hate Mj*s. 
lloggarty of (’astle lloggarty, county Mayo, she wore 
it in her bosom at the Lord lieutenant’s ball, Avhere 
she played a game of picpiet with the Command er-in- 
Chief. What could have made her put the hair of 
her vulgar daughters round Mick’s portrait, I can’t 
think ; but so it was, as you sCe it this day. ^ Madam,’ 
says the Commander-in-Chief, ‘if that is not my 
friend Mick Hoggarty, I’m a Dutchman!’ Those 
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were his lordship’s very words. Mrs. Hoggarty of 
Castle Hoggarty took off the brooch and showed it 
to him, 

^^^Who is the artist?^ says my lord. ^It’s the 
most wonden'ful likeness T ever saw in my life ! ’ 
^Mule-aliy,’ says she, ^of Ormond’s Quay.’ 

‘Begad, 1 ])atronize him!’ says my lord; but 
presently liisi face darkened, and he gave back the 
picture witli aMissatisfied a.ir. ‘ Tli('re is one fault in 
that portrait,’ said his lordship, who was a rigid dis- 
ciplinarian ; ‘and I wonder that my friend Mick, as 
a military man, should hav(‘ overlooked it.’ 

“‘What’s that?’ says Mrs. Hoggarty of Castle 
Hoggarty. 

“Madam, he has been painted without ins sword- 
belt 1 ’ and he took up the cards again in a passion, 
and finished the game without sjiying a single word. 

“The news was carried to Mr. Mulcaliy the u<?xt 
day, and that unfortunate artist went viad immed- 
iately ! He had set his whole rc])utation uj)on this 
miniature, and declared that it should be faultless. 
Such was the effect of the announcement upon his 
suscej^tible heart! When Mrs. Hoggarty died, your 
uncle took the portrait and always wore it himself. 
His sisters said it was for the sake of the diamond ; 
Avhereas, ungrateful things! it was merely on account 
of their hair, and his love for the fine arts. As for the 
poor artist, my dear, some people said it was the pro- 
fuse use of spirit that brought on delirium tremens ; 
but I don’t believe it. Take another glass of Rosolio.” 

The telling of this story always put my aunt into 
great good-humor, and she promised at the end of it 
to pay for the new setting of the diamond ; desiring 
me to take it on my arrival in London to the great 
jeweller, Mr* Polonius, and send her the bill. “ The 
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fact is/’ said she, ^Hhat the goold in which the thing 
is S(d is worth five guineas at the very least, and you 
can liave the diamond reset for two. Howcwer, keep 
the remainder, dear Sam, and buy yourself what you 
please with it.” 

With this the old lady bade me adieu. The* (^loek 
was striking tweha^ as I walked dowii tlu^ villa.g(‘, for 
the story of Muh'.ahy always took an hour in tlu^. tell- 
ing, and I weld away not (juite so dcAvn-hearted as 
when the prt^sent was first made to m(\ After all,” 
thouglit I, a diamond-] uii is a handsome tlnng, and 
will give me a disthifjue air, though my (dothes be 
never so shabby” — and shabby they wen^ without 
any doubt. ‘‘ Well,” I said, ‘‘ thrive guineas, which 
I shall have over, will buy im^ a (5()U])le ot‘ pairs of 
what-d’ye-call-’ems ; ” of whicJi, entre nous^ I was in 
great want, liaving just then done growing, whereas my 
pantaloons were made a good eightcHUi months before. 

Well, 1 walked dowui tlie village, my hands in my 
bree(*hes-pO(*ket ; 1 had poor Mary’s purse there, hav- 
ing rimioved the little things which she gave me the 
day before, and pla(*(Ml tluMii — never mind where: 
but look you, in those days 1 had a heart, and a warm 
one too. 1 had Mary’s purse ready for my aunt’s 
donation, which neviu’ canu', and with my own little 
stock of money besides, that Mrs. Hoggarty’s card- 
parties had lesseru'd by a good fivi*-and-tw(‘nty shil- 
lings, I cal(3ulat(*d that, after paying my fare, 1 sliould 
get to town with a couple of seven-shilling pieces in 
my pocket. 

I walked down tha village at a deuce of a pace ; so 
quick that, if the thing had been possible, I should 
have overtaken ten o’clock that had passed by me two 
hours ago, when I was listening to Mrs. II. ’s long 
stories over her terrible Hosolio* The truth is, at 
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ton I had an ap]K)iiit7n(Mit under a eertain ])oi\son’s 
window, who was to liave been looking at the moon 
at that hour, with li(*r jm‘tty quilled nighte.ap on, and 
her blessed luiir in ))a|>ers. 

There was tlu^ window shut, and not so Tuu(*.h as a 
candle in it; and though 1 htnnined and hawed, and 
v\diistled over tlie garden-paling, and sang a song of 
wdiieli Soni(*bo(]y was xan-y fond, and evam threw^ a 
l)el)l)le at th^ window, wdii<*]i hit it (‘x.aetly at the 
opening of tlie la,tti(M‘, — 1 wok<‘ no oiu*. ex(*,ept a great 
brute of a house-dog, that y(dled, and howled, and 
bouiie(‘d so at nn' over the rails, that I thought (‘vtuy 
juonumt h(^ would have had niy nost‘ between his 
teeth. 

So [ was ob]ig(‘d to go olf as quickly as might be : 
and tlie next niorning Mamina and my sisters made 
breakfast for iin‘ at four, a.nd at five came the True 
JUue light six-insid(‘ [lost-c.oaeh to Ltmdon, and 1 got 
u]) on the roof without liaving seen Mary Smith. 

As we ])a,ssed tlu‘ liouse, it (/e/ simmu as if the xvin- 
doxv -curtain in lun* room Avas drawn aside just a little 
bit. Certainly tlu^ window was ojien, and it had bi'eii 
shut th(^ night licd'ori' : but away wmit the (ioacdi ; and 
the villag(% cottage, and the (diurcdi-yard, and llirdis’s 
hayricks, won*, soon out of sight. 

• •• *•••» 

^^My hi, what a pin!’’ said a stahle-lioy, wlr* was 
smoking a (dgar, to tlie guard, looking at me and put' 
tiughis linger to liis nose. 

Thq, fact is, that I had never undressed since my 
aunt’s party; and hcung uneasy in mind and having 
all my clothes to pa(*,k up, and thinking of something 
else, had quite forgotten Mrs. Hoggarty’s brooch, 
which I had stuck into my shirt-frill the night 
before. 



OIIAf^TER IL 


TKLLft now TUK DfAMOXI) IS liIiOlT01[T l^P TO LON- 
DON, ANr> PKODUOKS WON DPJMO : J, Ky^t'K(^TS BOTH 
m TifB riTY AND AT TIIK VVKST BN D. 

Tub (•Jrouinstaii(‘(\s ro(‘or(l<*(l in this story took ])la(‘.e 
S01B0 sooro of yea.rs jo^o, whou, as tho n^adto* may 
romemher, tli(n*e was a |L^n*at mania in tlm (nty of 
Jjoudon for establisliing oompanic's of all sorts; by 
wlu(‘li many ]K*ojd(^ made ])retty fortunes. 

I was at this jMuiod, a.s the truth must be known, 
thirt(‘-eutli eAerk of twenty-four jounjj^ g’(*nts who did 
the immense busiiu'ss of tlu‘ Inde})endent Wt‘st Did' 
dlesex Fin* and Lib* Iusnran(*e Oom])any, at their 
splendid stone nmnsion in Cornliill. Mamma liad 
sunk a sum of four liundred i)ounds in tin* ])urchase 
of an annuity at tliis offiec*, whieli paid her no l(*ss 
than six-and-thirty p(mnds a year, when no other 
eom])any in London would give lier more than twenty- 
four. The- (dia-irnian of the dii'eetoi's was the great 
Mr. Brough, of the house- of Brough and Hoff, 
(h-utchod Friars, l''urk(*y Mendmnts. It was a new 
house, but did a tremendous business in tin* iig and 
sponge way, and more in the Zante currant line than 
any other firm in the city. 

Brougli was a great man among the Dissenting con- 
nection, and you saw his name for hundreds at the 
head of every charitable so(*.iety ])atronized by those^ 
good people. He liad nine clerks residing at his 
office in Crutched Friars ; he would not take one with- 
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out a certificate from the schoolmaster and clergyman 
of his native place, strongly vouching for his morals 
and doctrine ; and the places were so run after, that 
he got a premium of four or five hundred pounds with 
each young gent, whom he made to slave for ten hours 
a day, and to whom in compensation he taught all the 
mysteries of the Turkish business. He was a great 
man on ’Change, too; and our young chaps used to 
hear from the stockbrokers’ cleiks (we commonly 
dined together at the ^^Cock and Woolpack,” a re- 
spectable house, wliere you get a capital cut of meat, 
bread, vegetables, che(»,se, half a pint of porter, and a 
penny to the waiter, for a shilling) — the young 
stockbrokers used to tell us of immense bargains in 
Spanish, Greek, and Columbians, that Brough made. 
HpfE had nothing to do with them, but stopped at 
home, minding exclusively the business of the house. 
Ho was a young chap, very quiet and steady, of the 
Quaker persuasion, and had been taken into partner- 
ship by Brough for a matter of thirty thousand 
pounds : and a very good bargain too. I was told in 
the strictest confidence that the house, one year with 
another, divided a good seven thousand pounds ; of 
which Brough had half, Hoff two-sixths, and the 
other sixth went to old Tudlow, who had been Mr. 
Brough’s clerk before the new partnership began. 
Tudlow always went about very shabby, and we 
thought liim an old miser. One of our gents. Bob 
Swinney by name, used to say that Tudlow’s share 
wa% all nonsense, and that Brough had it all ; but 
Bob was always too knowing by half, used to wear a 
green cut-away coat, and had his free admission to 
^Covent Garden theatre. He was always talking down 
at the shop, as we called it (it was n’t a shop, but as 
splendid an office as any in Cornhill) — he was ah 
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ways talking about Vestris and Miss Tree, and 
singing 

‘‘ The bramble, the bramble. 

The jolly, jolly bramble ! ” 

one of Charles Kemftle’s famous songS in ^^Maid 
Marian a play that was all the rage then, taken 
from a famous story-book by one P(^aeo(‘.ki a cl(u‘k in 
the India House : and a precious good plaife lie lias too. 

When Brough heard how Master Swinney abuse.d 
him, and had his admission to the theatre, he came 
one day down to the office where we all were, four- 
and-twenty of us, and made one of the most beautiful 
speeches I ever heard in my life. lie said that for 
slander he did not care, contumely was the lot of 
every public 3nan who had austere principles of his 
own, and acted by them austerely ; but what he did 
care for was thc^ character of every single gentleman 
forming a part of the Independent West Diddlcsex 
Association. The welfare of thousands was in their 
keeping ; millions of money were daily passing through 
their hands ; the city — the country looked upon 
them for ordtu*, honesty, and good example. And if 
he found amongst those whom he considered as his 
children — those whom he loved as his own flesh and 
blood — that that order was deiiarted from, that that 
regularity was not maintained, that that good example 
was not kept uii (Mr. B. always spoke in this emphatic 
way) — if he found his children departing from the 
wholesome rules of morality, religion, and decorum — 
if he found in high or low — in the head clerk at six 
hundred a year down to the ■[)orter who cleaned the 
steps — if he found tlui slightest taint of dissipation, 
he would cast the offender from him — yea, though 
he were his own son, he would cast him from him ! 
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As he spoke this, Mr. Brough burst into tears ; and 
we who did n’t know what was coming, looked at each 
other as pale as parsnips : all except Swimiey, who 
was twelfth clerk, and made believe to whistle. 
When Mr. B. had wiped his eyes and recovered him- 
self, he turned round ; and oh, kow my heart thumped 
as he looked me full in the face ! How it was re- 
liev(^d, though, when he shouted out in a thunder- 
ing voice, — ^ 

Mr, TIobert Swtnkey I 

Sir to you,” says Swinney, as cool as possible, 
and some of th(^ chaps Ix'gan to titter. 

^^Mr. Swinney!” roared Brough, in a voice still 
bigger than before, ^^Avhen you came into this office 
— this family, sir, for such it is, as I am proud to 
say — you found thr(ie-aud-tweiity as i)ious and well- 
regulated young men as ever labored together — as 
ever had coididod to tluun tlie wealth of tins mighty 
capital and famous empire. You found, sir, sobriety, 
regularity, and d(‘(‘,orum; no jmofane songs were 
uttered in this placte sa(u*ed to — to business; no 
slanders wore whis])er(»d against tlu^ heads of the 
establishment — but over tlieiu I ])ass : I can afford, 
sii’, to pass tbeiu by — no worldly conversation or 
foul jesting disturbed the attention of these gentle- 
men, or d(vse(u*at(!(l tlu^ jieaceful scene of their labors. 
You found Christians and gentlemen, sir I ” 

I paid for my jdace like the rest,” said Swinney. 

Did n’t my governor take sha — ?” 

^SSilence, sir! Your worthy fether did take shares 
in this establishment, which will yield him one day 
an immense profit. He did take shares, sir, or you 
never would have been here. I glory in saying that 
every one of my young friends around me has a father, 
a brother, a dear relatives or friend, who is connected 
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in a similar way with our glorious enterprise; and 
that not one of tliem is there but has an interest in 
procuring, at a liberal commission, other persons to 
join the ranks of our ass<Kuation. But, sir, I am its 
chief. You will find, sir, your ap])ointinent signed by 
me; and in like manner, 1, John Brough, annul it. 
Go from us, sir ! — leave us — fpiit a family that can 
no longen* receive you in its bosojii ! JVlr. Swiinu'y, 
I have wept — I have prayed, sir, bef(/e I came to 
this determination ; I hav(^ takem ('ounst^l, sir, and am 
resolved. Dei)(irt fvotn out of us ! 

^^Not without thr<*e months’* sahiry, though, Mr. 
B. : that cock won’t fight ! ’’ 

They shall ho ])aid to your father, sir/’ 

My fatluir be lianged ! 1 ‘11 tell you wliat, Brough, 
1 hn of age; and if you don’t pay me my salary, I’ll 
arrest you, — by Jingo, 1 will ! 1 ’ll have you in quod, 
or my name ’s not Bob Swinmy ! ’’ 

^^Make out a (^h(‘(jU(‘, Mr, Itoundhand, for the thn^^ 
months’ salary of this ]H*rv(‘rted young man.” 

Twenty “Oiui pun’ live, Boiindhand, and nothing 
for the stamp!” cri(‘d out that amhudous SAvinmy, 
Tliere it is, sir, yYM*ei]>te<l. You mH*dn’t (n*oss it to 
my banker’s. And if any of yon gmits lik(i a glass of 
punch this evening at eiglit o’clock, Bob Swiiiney ’s 
your man, and notliing to pay. If Mr. Brough would 
do me the honor to come in and take a whaek (k)mc% 
don’t say no, if you M rather not ! ” 

We couldn’t stajid tliis impudence', and all burst 
out laughing likc^ mad. 

Leave the room ! ” yellcM Mr. Brongh, whose face 
had turned quite blue; and so Bob took his white', 
hat off the i)eg, and strolled away with his ^^tile,’’ as 
he called it, veuy iniic'h on one side. When he was 
gone, Mr. Brough gave us another h^daire, l>y Avliicdi 



l4 THE flISTOfeY OF SAMlTEL TiTMAHSH 


we all determined to profit ; and going up to Round- 
hand’s desk put his arm round his neck, and looked 
over the ledger. 

^^What money has been paid in to-day, Round- 
hand ? ” he said, in a very kind way. 

^^The widow, sir, came with her money: nine hun- 
dred and four ten and six — say £904 lOi*. GoJ. Cap- 
tain Sparr, sir, paid his shares up ; grumbles, though, 
and says he ’^iio more ; fifty shares, two instalments 
— three fifties, sir.” 

He ’s always grumbling ! ” 

He says he has not a shilling to bless himself 
with until our dividend day.” 

Any more ? ” 

Mr. Roundhand w^ent through the. book, and made 
it up nineteen hundred ])ounds in all. We were doing 
a famous business now ; though avIu'u I came into the 
office we used to sit and laugh, and joke, and read the 
newspapers all day ; bustling into our seats whenever 
a stray customer came. lb*ough ik^vcu* cared about 
our laughing and singing and W[is hand and 

glove 'with Bob Swiuiu'y ; but tluit was in early times, 
before we wei*e well in harn(‘ss. 

^‘Nineteen hundred jxninds, and a thousand pounds 
in slnires. ]b*avo, Ivoundhand — bravO, gcmtlemen ! 
Remember, ev(‘ry sluin', you bring in brings you five 
per cemt down on tlie ntiil ! Jjook to your friends — 
stick to your desks — be n^gular 1 ho])e none of you 
forget church. Who takes Mr. Swinuey’s place ? ” 

^^Mr. 8amu(d Titmarsh, sir.” 

Mr. Titmarsh, T c.ongratulate you. Give me your 
hand, sir : you are now twelfth chuk of this Associ- 
ation, and your sahuy is conse{|ucntly increased five 
pounds a year. How is your worthy mother, sir — 
your dear and excellent parent ? In good health, 
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I trust ? And long — long, I fervently pray, may this 
office continue to pay her annuity ! Eeinember, if 
she has more money to lay out, there is higher inter- 
est than the last for her, for she is a year older ; and 
five per cent for you, my boy ! Why not you as well 
as another ? Young men will be young men, and 
a ten-pound note does no harm. Does it, Mr. 
Abednego ? 

Oh, no ! says Abednego, who was third clerk, 
and who was the chap that informed against Swinney ; 
and he began to laugh, as indeed we all did wluuKwer 
Mr. Ib ough made anything like a joke : not that they 
were jokes ; only we us(h1 to know it by his fa(;c. 

Oh, by-the-by, Roiindhand,’^ says lui, a word with 
you on business. Mrs. Drough wants to know why the 
deuce you never come down to Fulluini.’^ 

Law, that ^s very polite ! said Mr. Eoundhand, 
quite pleased. 

^^Name your day, my boy! Say Saturday, and 
bring your nightcap with you.’’ 

You ’re very j)olite, I ’in sure. I should be de- 
lighted beyond anything, but — ” 

“ But — no buts, my boy ! Hark ye 1 th(‘ Chancellor 
of the Excdiequer does me tlio honor to dimi with us, 
and I want you to see him ; for tlui truth is, I have 
bragged about you to his lordship as the bc‘,st actuary 
in the three kingdoms.” 

lloundhand could not refuse such an invitation as 
that, though he had told us how Mrs. E. and he were 
going to pass Saturday and Sunday at Putney; and 
we wh% knew what a life the poor fellow led, wtu-e 
sure that the head clerk would be prettily scolded by 
nis lady when slie heard Avhat was going on. She dis^ 
liked Mrs. Brough very much, that was th(5 fact ; 
because Mrs. B, kept a carriage, and said she did n’t 
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know where Pentonvillo was, and could n’t call on 
Mrs. liouiidhaiid. Tliougli, to be sure, her coachman 
might have found out the way. 

And oh, Koundliand I ’’ continued our governor, 
^‘draw a clieque for seven hundred, will you ? Come, 
don’t stare, man ; 1 ’m not going to run away ! That ’s 
right, — sev(ni hundred — and ninety say, while you ’re 
fibout it ! (hy boai’d meets on Saturday, and never 
fear I’ll ac(H)unt for it to them ‘before I drive you 
down. W e shall take U]) the Chancellor at Whitehall.” 

So saying Mr. llrough folded up the che(iue, and 
shaking hands with Mr. Koiindhand very cordially, 
got into his (tarriagcvaiid-four (lie always drove four 
horses even in the (dty, where it’s so difficult), which 
was waiting at the offl(ui-door for liiin. 

Bob Swiniiey used to say that he (diarged two of the 
horses to the coiui)any ; but there was never believing 
halt of what that Bol) said, ho us(*d to laugh and joke 
so. 1 don’t know liow it was, but I and a gent by the 
name of Hoskins ((deventli chuk), Avho liv(‘d together 
with me in Salislniry Scpiari', Fleet Stn‘(‘t — where we 
occupied a very genteel two-pair — (bund our Hute duet 
rather tiri^some that evmiing, and as it was a very tine 
night, strolled out tor a walk West End way. When 
we arrived o])positii Covent Garden Theatre” we 
found ourselv(^s (dose to the Globe Tavern,” and rec- 
olhicted Bob Swinney’s hospitable invitation. We 
never fancied that lie had meant the invitation in earn- 
est, but thought we might as wedl look in : at any rate 
there could be no harm in doing so. 

There, to be sur(^, in the back drawing roorn,^ where 
he said he would be, we found Bob at the head of a 
tffl^le, and in the midst of a grcnit smoke of cigars, and 
eighteen of our gents rattling and banging away at the 
table with the bottoms of tlndr glasses. 
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Wliat a shout they iiiach^ as we came in ! Hur- 
ray ! says Bob, “ here ’s two more ! Two more chairs, 
Mary, two more tumblers, two more hot waters, aiul 
two more goes of gin! Who would have thought 
of seeing Tit, in the name of goodiu^ss ? ” 

Why,^^ said I, we only came in by the merest 
chance.’^ 

At this word there was anotlnu* trciir^udous roar ; 
and it is a positive fact, that every man of the eightoeu 
had said he came by chance ! lloweviu*, (*hanc(i ga,ve 
us a ve>ry jovial night ; and tliat hospitable Bob Swin- 
ney paid every shilling of the score. 

“Gentlemen!’^ says he, as he paid the bill, ‘^I’ll 
give you the health of €101111 Brough, Esfpiire, and 
thanks to him for the present of £21 5s, which ho 
made me this morning. What do I say — £21 5s, ? 
That and a month’s salary that I should have had to 
pay — forfeit — down on the nail, by jingo I for leav- 
ing the shop as I intended to do to-morrow morning. 
I’ve got a place — a tip-to]) place, I tell you. Five 
guineas a week, six journeys a y(*ar, my own horse 
and gig, and to travel in the West of England in oil 
and S])erma(^eti. Here ’s confusion to gas, and the 
health of Messrs. Gann & Co., of Thames Street in tlui 
city of London ! ” 

I have been thus particular in my account of the 
West Diddlesex Assurance Oliic'e, and of Mr. Brougli, 
the managing director (though the r(‘al names art^ 
neither given to the office nor to the ohairnian, as you 
may be sure), because the fate of me and my diamond- 
pin was mysteriously bound up with both : as I am 
about to show. 

You must know that I was rather respected amoi% 
our gents at the West Diddle.sex, becuiuse I came of a 
better family than most of them ; had received a clas- 
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sical education ; and especially because I bad a ri6h 
aunt, Mrs. Hoggarty, about whom, as must be con- 
fessed, I used to boast a good deal. There is no harm 
in being respected in this world, as I have found out ; 
and if you don’t brag a little for yourself, depend on 
it there is no person of your acquaintance who will 
tell the world of your merits, and take the trouble off 
your hands, 

So that when I came back to the office after my 
visit at home, and took my seat at the old day-book 
opposite the dingy window that looks into Birchin 
Lane, I pretty soon let the fellows know that Mrs. 
Hoggarty, though she had not given me a large sum 
of money, as I expected — indeed, I had promised a 
dozen of them a treat down the river, should the prom- 
ised riches have come to me — I let them know, I say, 
that though my aunt had not given me any money, 
she had given me a sxdendid diamond, worth at least 
thirty guineas, and that some day I would sport it at 
the shop. 

^^Oh, let^s see it!” says Abednego, whose father 
was a mock-jewel and gohl-lace merchant in Hanway 
Yard ; and I promised that he should have a sight of 
it as soon as it was set. As my pocket-money was run 
out too (by coach-hire to and from home, five shillings 
to our maid at home, ten to my aunt’s maid and man, 
five-and-twenty shillings lost at whist, as I said, and 
fifteen-and-six paid for a silver scissors for the dear 
little fingers of Somebody), Eoundhand, who was very 
good-natured, asked me to dine, and advanced me 
£7 1 $. 8d., a month’s salary. It was at Boundhand’s 
house, Myddelton Square, Pentonville, over a fillet of 
v|bl and bacon and a glass of port, that I learned 
and saw how his wife ill-treated him 5 as I have told 
before* Poor fellow! — we under-clerks all thought 
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it was a fine thing to sit at a desk by oneself, and have 
£60 per month, as Eoundhand had; but IVe a no- 
tion that Hoskins and I, blowing duets on the flute 
together in our second floor in Salisbury Square, were 
a great deal more at ease than our head — and more 
in harmony^ too; though we made sad work of the 
music, certainly. 

One day Gus Hoskins and T asked leave from Round- 
hand to be off at three o’clock, as we had particuiar 
business at the West End: He knew it was about tlie 
great Hoggarty diamond, and gave us permission ; so 
oft* we set. When we reached St. Martin’s Lane, Gus 
got a cigar, to give himself as it Avere a distingue air, 
and puffed at it all the way up the Lane, and through 
the alleys into Coventry Street, where Mr. Polonius’s 
shop is, as everybody kiiOAVs. 

The door was open, ami a number of carriages full 
of ladies were drawing up and setting down. Gus 
kept his hands in his pockets — trousers were worn very 
full then, with large tu(*ks, and pigeon-holes for your 
boots, or IUucIku's, to come through (the fashionables 
wore boots, but we chaps in tln^ (dty, on £80 a year, 
contented ours(dves with Blmdiers) ; and as Gus 
stretched out his pantaloons as wide as he could from 
his hips, and kept blowing away at his (‘horoot, and 
clamping with tlie iron heels of his boots, and had 
very large whiskers for so young a man, he really 
looked quite the genteel thing, and Avas taken by 
everybody to be a person of consideration. 

He would not come into the shoj) though, but stood 
staring at the gold pots and kettles in the window out- 
side. 1 went in ; and after a little hemming and Iuiav- 
ing — for I had never been at sucli a fashionable i>la(|^ 
before — asked one of the g(mtlemen to let me speak 
to Mr. Polonius. 
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What can I do for yon, sir ? says Mr. Polonius, 
who was standing close by, as it happened, serving 
three ladies, — a very old one and two young ones, who 
were examining pearl-necklaces very attentively. 

Sir,^^ said I, producing my jewel out of my coat- 
pocket, ^Hhis jewel has, I believe, been in your house 
before : it belonged to my aunt, Mrs. Hoggarty, of 
Castle lloggjirty.’’ The old lady standing near looked 
round as I s^ke. 

^‘1 sold her a gold neck-chain and repeating, watch 
in the year 1795,” said Mr. Polonius, who made it a 
point to recollect everything ; and a silver punch-ladle 
to the captain. How is the major — colonel — general 

— ay, sir ? ” 

The general,” said I, I am sorry to say ” — tliough 
I was quite proud that this man of fashion should ad- 
dress me so — Mr. Hoggarty is — no more. My aunt 
has mat\e me a present, however, of this — this trinket 

— which, as you see, contains her husband’s portrait, 
that I will thank you, sir, to preserve for very care- 
fully; and she wishes that you would set this diamond 
neatly.” 

I Neatly and handsomely of course, sir.” 

Neatly, in the present fashion ; and send down the 
account to her. There is a great deal of gold about 
the trinket, for which, of course, you will make an 
allowance.” 

To the last fraction of a sixpence,” says Mr, Polo- 
nius, bowing, and looking at the jewel. ^^Tt’s a won- 
derful piece of goods, certainly,” said he ; though the 
diamond ’s a neat little bit, certainly. Do, my lady, 
look at it. The thing is of Irish manufacture, bears 
the stamp of ’95, and will recall perhaps the times of 
your ladyship’s earliest youth.” 

Get ye out, Mr. Polonius I ” said the old lady, a 
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little wizen-faced old lady, with her face imckered up 
in a million of wrinkles. ^^How dar you, sir, to talk 
such nonsense to an old woman like mo ? Was n’t I 
fifty years old in ’95, and a grandmother in ’90 ? ” She 
put out a pair of withered, trembling hands, took up 
the locket, examined it for a minute, and tluui burst 
out laughing, As I live, it’s the groat Iloggarty 
diamond ! ” ^ 

Good heavens ! what was this talisfnan that had 
come into my possession ? 

<^Look, girls,” continued the old lady: ^^this is the 
great jew’l of all Irtdand, This red-faced man in the 
middle is poor Mick Hoggarty, a cousin of mine, who 
was in love Avith me in the year ’84, Avhen I had 
just lost your })oor dear grandpapa. These thirteen 
sthrcmmers of rod hair represent his tliirteen cele- 
brated sisters — Biddy, Mi nny, Thedy, Widdy (short 
for Willianiina), Freddy, Izzy, Tizzy, Mysie, Grizzy, 
Polly, Dolly, Noll, and Bell — all married, all ugly, 
and all oarr’ty hair. And of which are you the son, 
young man? — though, to do you justice, you’re not 
like the family.” 

Two pretty young ladies turned two pretty pairs of 
black eyes at me, and waited for an answer : which 
they would have had, only the old lady began rattling 
on a hundred stories about the thirteen ladies above 
named, and all their lovers, all their disappointments, 
and all the duels of Mick Iloggarty, She was a 
chronicle of fifty-years-old scandal. At last slie was 
interrupted by a violent fit of coughing ; at the con- 
clusion of which Mr. Polonius very respectfully asked 
me where he should send the pin, and whether I 
would like the hair kept. 

says I, never mind the haii\*^ 

And the pin, sir ? 
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I had felt ashamed about telling my address : “ But, 
hang it ! ” thought I, “ why should I ? — 

‘A king can make a belted knight, 

A marquess, duke, and a’ that ; 

An honest man ’s abune his might — ■ 

Gude faith, he canna fa’ that.’ 

Why need I, care about telling these ladies where I 
live? ” 

“ Sir,” says I, “ have the goodness to send the par- 
cel, when done, to Mr. Titmarsh, No. 3, Bell Lane, 
Salisbury S(pxar(‘, near St. Brid<'’s Church, Fleet 
Street. Ring, if you please, the two-pair bell.” 

“ What, sir ? ” said Mr. I’olonius. 

“ Hwat ! ” shrieked the old lady. “ Mr. Hwat ? 
Mats, ma chere e’est impaj/able. Come along — here ’s 
the carr’age ? Give me your arm, Mr. Hwat, and get 
inside, and tell me all about your thiiteeu aunts.” 

She seized on my elbow and hobbled through the 
shop as fast as ])ossible; the young ladies following 
her, laughing. 

“ Now jump in, do you hear ? ” said she, poking 
her sharp nose out of the window. 

“ I can’t. Ma’am,” says 1 ; “ 1 have a friend.” 

“ Pooh, pooh ! send ’um to the juice, and jump in ! ” 
And before almost I could say a word, a great pow- 
der’d fellow in yellow-plush breeches pushed me up 
the steps and banged the door to. 1 looked just for 
one minute as the baroxxche drove away at Hoskins, 
and never shall forget his figure. There stood Gus, 
his mouth wide open, his eyes staring, a smoking 
cheroot in his hand, wondering with all his might at 
the strange thing that had just happened to me. 

“ Who is that Titmarsh ? ” says Gus : “ there ’s a 
coronet on the carriage, by jingo!” 




A COKONET, BY JiNSO! 



CHAPTER III. 


HOW THE POSSESSOR OP THE DIAMOND TS WIHSKED 
INTO A MAONIFIOENT CHARIOT, AND HAS YET 
FURTHER GOOD LUCK. . 

I SAT on the back seat of the carriage, near a very 
nice young lady, about my dear Mary’s age — that is 
to say, seventeen and three quarters ; and opposite us 
sat the old countess and her other granddaughter — 
handsome too, but ten years older. I recollect I had 
on that day my blue coat and brass buttons, nankeen 
trousers, a white sprig waistcoat, and one of Dando’s 
silk hats, that had just come in in the year ’22, and 
looked a great deal more glossy than the best beaver. 

“ And who was that hidjus manster ” — that was 
the way her ladyship pronounced, — “that ojous vul- 
gar wretch, with the iron heels to his boots, and the 
big mouth, and the imitation goold neck-chain, who 
steered at us so as we got into the carr’age ? ” 

How she should have known that Gus’s chain was 
mosaic I can’t tell ; but so it was, and we had bought 
it for five-and-twenty and sixpence only the week 
before at M’Phail’s, in St. Paul’s Churchyard. But I 
did not like to hear my friend abused, and so spoke 
oiit for him, — 

“Ma’am,” says I, “that young gentleman’s name 
is Augustus Hoskins. We live together ; and a better 
or more kind-hearted fellow does not exist.” 

Yoii are quite right to stand up for your friends, 
sir,” said tihe second lady ; whose name, it appears, 
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was Lady Jane, but whom the grandmamma called 
Lady Jene. 

^^Well, upon me canscience, so he is now, Lady 
Jene; and I like sper’t in a young man. So his name 
is Hoskins, is it ? I know, my dears, all the Hos- 
kinses in England. There are the Lincolnshire 
Hoskinses, the Shropshire Jloskinses : they say the 
admiral’s daughter, Bell, was in love with a black 
footman, or boatswain, or some such thing ; but the 
world ’s so censorious. There ’s old Doctor Hoskins 
of Bath, who attended poor dear Drum in the quinsy ; 
and poor dear old Fred Hoskins, the gouty general : 
I remember him as thin as a lath in the year ’84, and 
as active as a harlequin, and in love with me — oh, 
how he was in love with me ! ” 

You seem to have had a host of admirers in those 
days, Grandmamma?” said Lady Jane. 

Hundreds, my dear, — hundreds of thousands. I 
was the toast of Bath, and a great beauty, too : would . 
ydu ever have thought it now, upon your conscience 
and without flattery, Mr.-a-What-d’ye-caiyim ? ” 

Indeed, Ma’am, I never should,” I answered, for 
t^e old lady was as ugly as possible ; and at my saying 
this the two young ladies began screaming with 
laughter, and I saw the two great-whiskered footmen 
grinning over the back of the carriage. 

Upon my word, you ’re mighty candid, Mr. What ’s- 
your-name — mighty candid indeed ; but I like candor 
in young people. But a beauty I was. Just ask your 
friend’s uncle the general. He ’s one of the Lincoln- 
shire Hoskinses — I kiiew he was by the strong family 
likeness. Is he the eldest son? *It’s a pretty prop- 
erty, though sadly encumbered; for old Sir George 
was the divvle of a man — a friend of Hanbury Wil- 
liams, and Lyttleton, and those horrid, monstrous. 
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ojous people ! How much, will he have now, mister, 
when the admiral dies ? 

Why, Ma^am, I can^t say ; but the admiral is not 
my friend’s father.” 

Not his father ? — but he is, I tell you, and I ’m 
never wrong. Who is his fath(U‘, then ? ” 

Ma’am, Gus’s father’s a leather-seller, in Skinner 
Street, Snow Hill, — a very respectable house, Ma’am. 
But Gus is only third son, and so can’t expect a groat 
share in thd ptoperty.” 

The two young ladies smiled at this — the old lady 
said, ^^Hwat?” 

like you, sir,” Lady Jane said, ^‘^for not being 
ashamed of your friends, whatever their rank of life 
may be. Shall we have the pleasure of setting yo\x 
down anywhere, Mr. Titmarsh ? ” 

Noways particular, my lady,” says I. ^HVe have 
a holiday at our oflicje to-day — at least Koundhand 
gave me and Gus leave j and T shall be very happy, 
indeed, to take a drive in the Park, if it ’s no offence.” 

’m sure it will give us — infinite pleasure,” said 
Lady Jane ; though rather in a grave way. 

Oh, 4jhat it will ! ” says Lady Fanny, clapping her 
hands : won’t it, Grandmamma ? And after we have 
been in the Park, we can walk in Kensington Gardens, 
if Mr. Titmarsh will be good enough to accompany us.” 

Indeed, Fanny, we will do no such thing,” says 
Lady Jane. 

Indeed but we will though ! ” shrieked out Lady 
Drum. Ain’t I dying to know everything about his 
uncle and thirteen aunts ? and you ’re all chattering 
so, you young women, that not a blessed sellable will 
you allow me or my young friend here to speak.” 

Lady J ane gave a shrug with her shoulders, and did 
not say a single word more. Lady Fanny, who was 
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as gay as a young kitten (if I may be allowed so to 
speak of the aristocracy), laughed, and blushed, and 
giggled, and seemed quite to enjoy her sister’s ill 
humor. And the countess began at once, and entered 
into the history of the thirteen Misses Hoggarty, 
which was not near finished when we entered the Park. 

When there, you can’t think what hundreds of gents 
on horsebacik came to the carriage and talked to the 
ladies. They had their joke for Lady Drum, who 
seemed to be a character in her way ; their bow for 
Lady Jane ; and, the young ones especially, their 
compliment for Lady Fanny. 

Though she bowed and blushed, as a young lady 
should. Lady Fanny seemed to be thinking of some- 
thing else ; for she kept her head out of the carriage, 
looking eagerly among the horsemen, as if she ex- 
pected to see somebody. Aha! my Lady Fanny, 1 
knew what it meant when a young, pretty lady like 
you was absent, and on the look-out, and only half 
answered the questions put to her. Let alone Sam 
Titmarsh — he knows what somebody means as well as 
another, I warrant. As I saw these manoeuvres going 
on, I could not help just giving a wink to La^y Jane, 
as much as to say I knew what was what. “ I guess 
the young lady is looking for Somebody,” says I. It 
was then her turn to look queer, I assure you, and she 
blushed as red as scarlet; but, after a minute, the 
good-natured little thing looked at her sister, and both 
the young ladies put their handkerchiefs up to their 
faces, and began laughing — laughing as if I had said 
the funniest thing in the world, 

II est cHarmanty votre monsieuTy^^ said Lady Jane to 
her grandmamma; and on which I bowed and said, 

Madame^ vous me faites beaucoup d^honn&ur : ” for I 
knew the French language, and was pleased to find 
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that these good ladies had taken a liking to me. 
“ I ’m a poor humble lad, Ma’am, not used to London 
society, and do really feel it quite kind of you to take 
me by the hand so, and give me a drive in your fine 
carriage.” 

At this minute a gentleman on a black horse, with 
a pale face and a tuft to his chin, came riding up to 
the carriage ; and I knew by a little start that Lady 
Fanny gave, and by her instantly looking round the 
other way, that Somedody was come at last. 

“Lady Drum,” said he, “your most devoted ser- 
vant ! I have just been riding with a gentleman who 
almost shot himself for love of the beautiful Countess 
of Drum in the year — never mind the year.” 

Was it Killblazes ? ” said the lady : “ he ’s a dear 
old man, and I ’m quite ready to go off with him this 
minute. Or was it that delight of an old bishop? 
He -s got a lock of my hair now — I gave it him when 
he was papa’s chaplain ; and let me tell you it would 
be a hard matter to find another now in the same 
place.” 

“ Law, my lady ! ” says I, “ you don’t say so ? ” 

“ But indeed I do, my good sir,” says she ; “ for be- 
tween ourselves, my head ’s as bare as a cannon-ball — 
ask Fanny if it is n’t. Such a fright as the poor thing 
got when she was a babby, and came upon me sud- 
denly in my dressing-room without my wig ! ” 

“I hope Lady Fanny has recovered from the 
shock,” said “Somebody,” looking first at her, and 
then at me as if he had a mind to swallow me. And 
would you believe it ? all that Lady Fanny could say 
was, “ Pretty well, I thank you, my lord ; ” and she 
said this with as much fluttering and blushing as. we 
used to say our Virgil at school — when we hadn’t 
learned it. 
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My lord still kept on looking very fiercely at me^ 
and muttered something about having hoped to find 
a seat in Lady Druiii^s carriage, as he was tired of 
riding; on wdiich Lady Fanny muttered something, 
too, about a friend of grandmamma’s.’’ 

You should say a friend of yours, Fanny,” says 
Lady Jane : “1 am sure we should never have come 
to the Park if Fanny had not insisted upon bringing 
Mr. Titmarsli hither. Let me introduce the Earl of 
Tiptotf to Mr. Titmarsh.” But, instead of taking off 
his hat, as 1 did mine, his lordship growled out that 
he hoped for anotlier opportunity, and galloped off 
again on his bla(‘-k horse. Why the deuce J should 
have offended liim T m^ver could understand* 

But it seemed as if I was destined to offend all the 
men that day ; for who should presently come up but 
the Eight Hon. Edmund Preston, one of His Maj- 
esty’s Secretaries of State (as I knew very well by.the 
almanac in our office) and the husband of Lady Jane. 

The Eight Hon. Edmund was riding a gray cob, and 
was a fat, pale-faced man, who looked as if he never 
went into the opeii air. Who the devil ’s that ? ” 
said he to his wife, looking surlily both at me and her. 

^^Oh, it’s a friend of grandmamma’s and Jane’s,” 
said Lady Fanny at once, looking like a sly rogue as 
she was, quite archly at her sister — who in her turn 
appeared quite frightened, and looked imploringly at 
her sister, and never dared to breathe a syllable. 
^^Yes, indeed,” continued Lady Fanny, ^^Mr. Tit- 
marsh is a cousin of grandmamma’s by the mother’s 
side : by the Hoggarty side. Did n’t' you know the 
Hoggarties when you were in Ireland, Edmund, with 
Lord Bagwig? Let me introduce you to grand- 
mamma’s cousin, Mr. Titmarsh ; Mr* Titmarsh, my 
brother, Mr. Edmund Preston.” 
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There was Lady Jane all the time treading upon 
her sister*8 foot as hard as possible^ and the little 
wicked thing would take no notice ; and I, who had 
never heard of the cousinship, feeling as confounded 
as could be. But I did not know the Countess of 
Drum near so well as that sly minx her granddaughter 
did 5 for the did lady, who had just before called 
poor Gus Hoskins her cousin, had, it appeared, the 
mania of fancying all the world relatunl to her, and 
said, — 

Yes, we ’re cousins, and not very far removed, 
Mick Hoggarty’s grandmother was Millicent Brady, 
and she and niy Aunt Towzer were related, as all the 
world knows; for Decimus Brady, of Ballybrady, 
married an own cousin of Aunt Towzer’s mother, Bell 
Swift — that was no relation of the Dean’s, my love, 
who came but of a so-so family — and isn’t that 
clear ? ” 

‘‘Oh, perfectly, Grandmamma,” said Lady Jane, 
laughing, while the right honorable gent still rode 
by us, looking sour and. surly. 

“And sure you knew the Hoggarties, Edmund ? — 
the thirteen red-haired girls — the nine graces, and 
four over, as poor Clauboy used to call tlnun. Poor 
Clan! — a cousin of yours and mine, Mr. Titmarsh, 
and sadly in love with me he was too, Ifot remem- 
ber them all now, Edmund ? — not remember ? — not 
remember Biddy and Minny, and Thedy and Widdy, 
and Mysie and Grizzy, and Polly and Dolly and the 
rest ? ” 

«D the Miss Hoggarties, Ma’am,” said the 

right honorable gent; and he said it with such en- 
ergy, that his gray horse gave a sudden lash out tliat 
wellriigh sent him over his head. Lady Jane 
Screamed; Lady Fanny laughed; old Lady Drum 
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looked as if she did not care twopence, and said, 
‘‘ Serve you right for swearing, you ojous man you ! ” 

Had n’t you i)etter come into the carriage, Ed- 
mund — Mr. Preston ? ” cried out the lady, anxiously. 

‘HJh, I’m sure 1 ’ll slip out,' Ma’am,” says 1. 

Pooh — pooh ! don’t stir,” said Lady Drum : 
^‘it’s my carriage; and if Mr. Preston chooses to 
swear at a lady of my years in that ojous vulgar way 
— in that ojous vulgar way, I repeat — I don’t see 
why my friends sliould be inconvenienced for him. 
Let him sit on the dicky if he likes, or come in and 
ride bodkin.” Tt was (piitcj clear that my Lady Drum 
hated her grandson-iri-law heartily; and I’ve re- 
marked somehow in families that this kind of hatred 
is by no means uncommon. 

Mr. Preston, one of his Majesty’s Secretaries of 
State, was, to tell the truth, in a great fright upon 
his horse, and was glad to get away from the kicking, 
plunging brute. His pale face looked still paler than 
before, and his hands and l(*gs trembled, as he dis- 
mounted from the cob and gave the reins to his 
servant. I disliked the looks of the chap — of the 
master, I mean — at the first moment he came up, 
when he spoke rudely to that nice gentle wife of his ; 
and I thought he was a cowardly fellow, as the ad- 
venture of the cob showed him to be. Heaven bless 
you ! a baby could have ridden it ; and here was the 
man with his soul in his mouth at the very first kick. 

Oh, quick ! do come in, Edmund,” said Lady 
Fanny, laughing; and the carriage steps being let 
down, and giving me a great scowl as he came in, he 
was going to phuje himself in Lady Fanny’s corner 
(I warrant you I would n’t budge from mine), when 
the little rogue cried out, Oh, no ! by no means, Mr. 
Preston. Shut the door, Thomas. And oh! what 
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fun it will be to show all the world a Secretary of 
State riding bodkin!” 

And pretty glum the Secretary of State looked, I 
assure you ! 

Take my place, Edmund, and don’t mind Fanny’s 
folly,” said Lady Jane, timidly. 

Oh, no ! — pray. Madam, don’t stir I I ’m comfort- 
able, very comfortable ; and so I hope is this Mr. 
— this gentleman.” , 

^‘Perfectly, I assure you,” says I. was going 
to offer to ride your horse home for you, as you 
seemed to be rather frightened at it; but the fact 
was, I was so comfortable here that really I co%dd rCt 
move.” 

Such a grin as old Lady Drum gave when I said 
that ! — how her little eyes twinkled, and her little 
sly mouth puckered up I I could n’t help speaking 
for, look you, my blood was up. 

We shall always be happy of your company, 
cousin Titmarsh,” says she; and handed me a gold 
snuff-box, out of which T took a j)inch, and sneezed 
with the air of a lord. 

As you have invited this gentleman into your car- 
riage, Lady Jane Preston, liadn’t you better, invite 
him home to dinner ? ” says Mr. Preston, quite blue 
with rage. 

invited him into my carr’age,” says the old 
lady ; and as we are going to dine at your house, 
and you press it, I ’m sure I shall be vej*y happy to 
see him there.’^ 

I ’m very sorry I ’m engaged,” said I. 

^^Oh, indeed, what a pitjii!” says Right Honorable 
Ned, still glowering at his wife. What a pity that 
this gentleman — I forget his name — that your 
friend. Lady Jane, is engaged ! I am sure you would 
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have had such gratification in mee^ting your relation 
in Whitehall.’’ 

Lady Drum was over-fond of finding out relations 
to be sure; but this speech of lliglit Honorable Ned’s 
was rather too much. ^^Now, Sam/’ says I, ^‘be a 
man and show your spirit ! ” So I spoke up at once, 
and said, Why, ladies, as the right honorable gent is 
so ve;nj ])ressiiig, I’ll give up my engagement, and 
shall have svicere jdeasure in cutting mutton with 
liim. AVhat’s your hour, sir?” 

He didn't coii(l(\sc(‘nd to answer, and for me I did 
not care ; for, you see, 1 did not intcmd to dine with 
the man, but only to give him a lesson of manners. 
For, though I am but a poor fellow, and hear people 
cry out how vulgar it is to eat pease with a knife, or 
ask three tim(\s for (dieese, and such like points of 
ceremony, there ’s something, I think, much more 
vulgar than all this, and that is, insolence to one’s in- 
feriors. I liate th(‘ cha|) that uses it, as I scorn him 
of liiimble rank tliat affects to be of the fashion; and 
so I det(umined to let Mr. Preston know a piece of 
my mind. 

When the carriage drove up to liis house I handed 
out the ladies as politely as possibles, and walked into 
the hall, and tlum taking hold of Mr. Preston’s but- 
ton at the door, 1 said, Inffoi'c the ladies and the two 
big servants — upon my word, I did — “Sir,” says I, 
‘Hhis kind old lady asked me into her carriage, and 
1 rode in it to jdease her, not myself. When you 
came up and asked who the devil I was, I thought 
you might have ])ut the qu(‘stion in a more polite 
manner ; but it was n’t mytbusiness to speak. When, 
by way of a joke, you invited me to dinner, I thought 
I would answ(u* in a joke too, and here 1 am. But 
don’t be frightened ; I ’m not a going to dine with you ; 
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only if you play the same joke upon other parties — 
on some of the chaps in our office, for example — I re- 
commend you to have a care, or they will take you at 
your word.^"* 

Is that all, sir,” said Mr. Freston, still in a rage : 
if you have done, will you leave this house, or shall 
my servants turn you out ? Turn out this fellow ! do 
you hear me ? ” and he broke away from me, and 
flung into his study in a ra.g(‘. • 

He ’s an ojous, horrid monsther of a man, that 
husband of yours ! ” said Lady Drum, seizing hold of 
luu' elder granddaughter’s arm, and I liate him ; 
and so come away, for the dinner ’ll be getting cold : ” 
and she wuis for hurrying away Lady Jane without 
more ado. But that kind lady, coming forward, look- 
ing very ])al(^ and trembling, said, Mr. Titmarsh, I 
do hoi)e you ’ll not be angry — that is, that you ^11 for- 
get what lias liapinmed, for, believe me, it has given 
me very great — ” 

Very great wlmt, I never could say, for here the 
])Oor thing’s eyes lilbnl with tears; and Lady Drum 
(*rying out TuL tut ! none of this nonsense,” pulled 
lier away by the sleeve, and went up stairs. But lit- 
tle Lady Fanny walked boldly up to nu*, and held me 
out her little luuid, and gave mine siudi a scpieeze and 
said, ‘‘Good-l)y, my dear Mr. Titmarsh,” so very 
kindly, that 1 ’m blest if T did not blush u]> to the 
ears, and all tlie blood in my body began to tingle. 

So, wh(*u slie was gone, 1 clapped my hat on lu}- 
head, and walked out of the hall door, feeling as 
proud as a jieacock and as brave as a lion ; and all I 
wished for was that one of those saucy, grinning foot- 
men should say or do something to me that was the 
least uncivil, so that 1 might have the pleasure of 
knocking him down with my best compliments to his 
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master. But neither of them did me any such favor ! 
and I went away and dined at home off boiled mutton 
and turnips with Gus Hoskins quite peacefully. 

I did not think it was proper to tell Gus (who, be- 
tween ourselves, is rather curious, and inclined to 
tittle-tattle), all the particulars of the family quarrel 
of which I had been the cause and witness, and so 
just said that the old lady — ( They were the Drum 
arms,’’ says G-us ; for I went and look(‘d them out 
that minute in the ‘ Peerage ’” ) — that the old lady 
turned out to be a cousin of mine, and that she had 
taken me to drive in the l^ark. Next day we went to 
the office as usual, when you may be sure that Hos- 
kins told everything of what had happened, and a 
great deal more ; and somehow, though I did not prf,- 
tend to care sixpence about the matter, I must confess 
that I was ratli(n* pleased that the gents in our office 
shoidd hear of a part of my adventure. 

But ffiney rny sur])rise, on coming home in the 
evening, to find Mrs. Stokes the landlady, Miss Selina 
Stokes her daughter, and Master Bob Stokes her son 
(an idle young vagabond that was always ]>laying 
marbles on St. Bride’s steps and in Salisbury Square), 
— when I found them all bustling and tumbling up 
the steps before me to our rooms on the second floor, 
and there, on the table, between our two flutes on one 
side, my album, Gus’s “Don Juan” and “Peerage” 
on the other, I saw as follows : — 

1. A basket of great red ]>(%‘i(dies, looking like the 
cheeks of my dear Mary Smith. 

2. A ditto of large, fat, luscious, heavy-looking 
grai)es. 

3. An enormous piece of raw mutton, as I thought 
it was ; but Mrs. Stokes said it was the primest 
haunch of venison that ever she saw. 
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And three cards ; viz. 

POWAGKR COUNTESS OF DRUM. 

LADY FANNY RAKES. 

MR. PRESTON. 

LADY JANE PRESTON. 

EARL OF TIPTOFF. 

Sich a carriage ! ’’ says Mrs. Stokes (for that was 
the way the poor thing spoke). Sich a carriage — 
all over eoronites ! sich liveries — two great footmen, 
with red whiskers and yellow plush sinall-clothes j 
and inside, a very old lady in a white poke bonnet, 
and a young one with a great leghorn hat and blue 
ribbons, and a great tall pale gentleman with a tuft 
on his chin. 

<< ^ Pray, Madam, does Mr. Titmarsh live here ? ^ 
says the young lady, with her clear voice. 

‘ Yes, my lady,’ says I ; * but he ’s at the office — 
the West Diddlesex Fire and Life Office, Coriihill.’ 

‘ Charles, get out the things,’ says the gentleman, 
quite solemn. 

^ Yes, my lord,’ says Charles ; and brings me out 
the haunch in a newspaper, and on the chany dish as 
you see it, and the two baskets of fruit besides. 

^‘^Have the kindness, Madam,’ says my lord, ^to 
take these things to Mr. Titmarsh’s rooms, with our, 
with Lady Jane Preston’s compliments, and request 
his acceptance of them ; ’ and then he pulled out the 
cards on your table, and this letter, sealed with his 
lordship’s own crown.” 

And herewith Mrs. Stokes gave me a letter, which 
my wife keeps to this day, by the way, and which 
runs thus ; — 
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^^The Earl of Tiptoff has been commissioned by Lady Jane 
Preston to express her sincere rej^ret and disappointment that 
she was not able yesterday to enjoy the pleasure of Mr, Tit- 
marsh's company. Lady Jane is about to leave town imme- 
diately : she will therefore be unable to receive her friends 
in Whitehall Place this season. But Lord Tiptoff trusts that 
Mr. Titmarsh will have the kindness to accept some of the 
produce of her ladyship’s ^^^ardcai and park ; with which, per- 
haps, he will entertain some of those friends in whose favor he 
knows so well hoiv to speak.” 

Along with this was a little note, containing the 
words Lady Drum a.t home. Friday evening, June 
17.^^ And all this came to mo be(*-aus(3 my Ainit Plog- 
garty had given me a diamond-pin ! 

I did not send back the vension: as why should 
I ? Gus was for sending it at on(*.e to Breugh, otir 
director ; and the grapes and peaches to my aunt in 
Somersetshire, 

^^But no/^ says I; ^‘wcTl ask Bob Swinn<‘y and 
half a dozen more of our gents ; and wo ’ll have a 
merry night of it on Saturday.’^ And a merry night 
we had too ; and as we had no wine in the cupboard, 
we had plenty of ale, and gin-pumdi a-fterwards. And 
Gus sat at the foot of the table, and I at the head ; 
and we sang songs, both comic and sentimental, and 
drank toasts ; and I. made a speech that there is no 
possibility of mentioning here, because, entre nom^ I 
had quite forgottim in the morning everything that 
had taken place after a certain period on the night 
before. 



CHAPTER IV. 


now THE HAPPY DTAMOND-WEAKEB DINES AT 
PENTONVILLE. 

I DID not go to the office till half an hour after 
opening time on Moruhiy. If the truth must be told, 
I was not sorry to h'.t Hoskins have the start of me, 
and tell the chaps what had taken place, — for we all 
have our little vanities, and I liked to be thought well 
of by my companions. • 

When T came in, T saw my business had been done, 
by the way in which the chaps looked at me ; espe- 
cially Ab(*dnego, who offered me a pinch out of his 
gold snuff-box the very first thing. Roundhand shook 
me, too, warmly by the hand, when he came round to 
look over my day-book, said I wrote a capital hand 
(and indeed I believe I do, without any sort of flat- 
tery), and invited me for dinner next Sunday, in Myd- 
delton Scpiare. “ You won’t have,” said he, “ quite 
such a grand turn-out as with your friends at the West 
End, ” — he said this with a particular accent — “ but 
Amelia and I are always happy to see a friend in our 
plain way, — pale sherry, old port, and cut and come 
again. Hoy ? ” 

I said I would come, and bring Hoskins too. 

He answered that I was very polite, and that he 
should be very happy to see Hoskins ; and we went ac- 
cordingly at the appointed day and hour ; but though 
Gus was eleventh clerk and 1 twelfth, I remarked that 
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at dinner I was helped first and best. I had twice as 
many forced-meat balls as Hoskins in my moidc-turtle, 
and pretty nearly all tlie oysters out of tlie sauce-boat. 
Once, Iloundhand was going to help Gus before me ; 
when his wife, who was seatc’xl at the head of the 
table, looking very big and fierce in red crape and a 
turban, shouted out, Antony ! ” and poor R. dropped 
the plate, and blushed as red as anything. How Mrs. 
R. did talk to me about the West End to be sure ! 
She had a Peerage,” as you may be certain, and 
knew everything about the Drum family in a manner 
that quite astonished me. She asked me how much 
Lord Drum had a year; whether T thought he had 
twenty, thirty, forty, or a hundred and fifty thousand 
a year; whetlun* 1 was invited to Drum Castle; what 
the young ladies wore, and if they had those odious 
gigot sleeves wliich were just coming in then; and 
here Mrs. R. looked at a pair of large mottled arms 
that she was very proud of. 

I say, Sam my boy ! ’’ cried, in the midst of our 
talk, Mr. Roundhand, who had been passing the port- 
wine round pretty freely, 1 hope you looked to the 
main chance, and put in a few shares of the West 
Diddlesex, — hey ? ” 

Mr. Roundhand, have you put up the decanters 
down stairs ? ” cries the lady, quite aiigry, amf wish- 
ing to stop the conversation. 

No, Milly, I Ve emptied ’em,” says R. 

Don’t Milly me, sir ! and have the goodness to go 
down and tell Laiicy my maid ” {a look at me) “ to 
make the tea in the study. We have a gentleman 
here who is not used to Pentonville ways ” {another 
look) ; “ but he won’t mind the ways of friends,^^ 
And here Mrs. Roundhand heaved her very large 
chest, and gave me a third look that* was so severe, 
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that I declare to goodness it made me look quite 
foolish. As to Gus, n(*v(*r so much as spoke to 
him all the evening ; but he consoled himself with a 
great lot of muffins^ and sat most of the evening (it 
was a cruel hot summer) whistling and talking with 
Eoundhand on the veranda,. I tliink I should like to 
have been with tlumi, — for it was very close in the 
room with that great big ]\lrs. Eoundhand sipieezing 
close up to one on the sofa. 

^‘Do you recollect what a jolly night we had here 
last summer ? ’’ I heard Hoskins say, who was hom- 
ing over the balcony, and ogling the girls coming 
home from ehiindi. “ You and me with our coats off, 
plenty of cold rum-and-waten*, Mrs. Iloundhand at 
Margate, and a whole box qf Manillas?’^ 

Hush ! said Iloundhand, cpiite eagerly ; Milly 
will hear.” 

But Milly did n’t hear : for she was occupied in 
telling me an immense long story about her waltzing 
with the Count de Schloi>penzollern at the City ball 
to the Allied Sovereigns ; and how the count had 
great* large white musta<*hes; and how odd she 
thought it to go whirling round th(» room with a great 
man’s arm round your waist. *‘Mr. Iloundhand has 
never j^lowed it siiu'O our marriage — never; but in 
the year ’14 it was considered a proper (jompli- 
ment, you know, to i)ay the sovtreigns. So twenty- 
nine young ladies, of the b(*st families in the city of 
London, I assure you, Mr. Titmarsh — there was the 
Lord Mayor’s own daughters ; Alderman Dobbin’s 
gals ; Sir Charles Hopper’s three, who have the great 
house in Baker Street; and your humble servant, 
who was rather slimmer in those days — twenty*nine 
of us had a dancing-master on purpose, and practised 
waltzing in a room over the Egyptian Hall at the 
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Mansion House. He was a splendid man, that Count 
Schloppenzollern ! ” 

“Iain sure, Ma’am,” says I, “he had a splendid 
partner ! ” and blushed up to my eyes when I said it. 

“ Got away, you naughty creature ! ” says Mrs. 
Roundhand, giving me a great slap ; “ you ’re all the 
same, you men in the West End — all deceivers. 
The count was just like you. Heigho 1 Before you 
marry, it’s all hon(>y and comjdiments ; when you win 
us, it ’s all coldness and indifference. Look at Round- 
hand, the groat baby, trying to beat down a butterfly 
with his yellow bandanna ! Can a man like that com- 
prehend me ? can he fill the void in my heart ? ” 
(She pronounced it without the h ; but that there 
should be no mistake, laid her hand u])on the place 
meant.) “ Ah, no ! Will you be so neglectful when 
you marry, Mr. Titmarsh ?” 

As she spoke, the ludls were just tolling the people 
out of ehuieh, and I fell a-thinking of my dear, dear 
Mary Smith in the country, walking home to her 
grandmother’s, in her inoilest gray cloak, as the bells 
ivere chiming and the air full of the sweet smell of 
the hay, and the river shining in the sun, all crimson, 
purple, gold, and silver. Th(*re was my dear Mary 
a hundred and twenty miles off, in Somer^tshire, 
walking home from church along with Mr. Snorter’s 
family, with which she came and went; and I was 
listening to the talk of this great leering, vulgar 
woman. 

I could not help feeling for a certain half of a six- 
pence that you h.ave heard me speak of ; and putting 
my hand mechanically upon my chest, I tore my fingers 
with the point of my new diamond pin. Mr. Polonius 
had sent it home the night before, and I sported it 
for the first time at Roundhand’s to dinner. 
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“It’s a beautiful diamond,” said Mrs. Roundhaud. 
“I have been looking at it all dinner-time. How 
rich you must be to wear such splendid things ! and 
how can you remain in a vulgar office in the city, — 
you who have such great acquaintances at the*West 
End ? ” 

The woman had somehow pxit mo in such a passion 
that I bounced off the sofa, and made for the balcony 
without answering a word, — ay, and half broke my 
head against the sash, too, as 1 went out to the gents 
in the open air. “ Gus,” says 1, “1 feel very unwell: 
I wish you’d come home with me.” And Gus did not 
desire anything better ; for he had ogled the last girl 
out of the last church, and the night was beginning 
to fall. 

“What! already?” said Mrs. Roundhaud; “there 
is a lobster coming up, — a trifling retresliment ; not 
what he ’s accustomed to, but — ” 

I am sorry to say I nearly said, “ D tlie lob- 

ster 1 ” as Roundhaud went and whispered to her that 
1 was ill. 

“ Ay,” said Gus, looking very knowing. “ Recol- 
lect, Mrs. R., that he was at the Tfest End on Thurs- 
day, asked to dine. Ma’am, with the tiji-top nobs. 
Chaps don't dine at the West End for nothing, do 
they, R. ? If you play at bowls, you know — ” 

“ Y ou must look out for rubbers" said Roundhaud, 
as quick as thought. 

“ Hot in my house of a Sunday,” said Mrs. R., look- 
ing very fierce and angry. “Not a card shall be 
touched fibre. Are we in a Protestant land, sir ? in a 
Christian country ? ” 

“My dear, you don’t understand. We wore not 
talking of rubbers of whist.” 

“There shall be no game at all in the house of a 
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Sabbath eve,” said Mrs. Roundhand; and out she 
flounced from tlie room, without ever so much as 
wishing us good-night. 

“Do stay,” said the husband, looking very much 
frighfened, — “ do stay. She won’t come back while 
you ’re here ; and I do wish you ’d stay so.” 

But we would n’t : and when we reached Salisbury 
Square, I gave Gus a lecture about spending his Sun- 
days idly ; ami read out one of Blair’s sermons before 
we went to bed. As I turned over in bed, 1 could not 
help thinking about the luck the pin had brought me ; 
and it was not over yet, as you will see in the next 
chapter. 



CHAPTER V. 


HOW THK DIAMOND INTRODUCES HIM TO A STILL 
MORE FASHIONABLE DLAC^. 

To tell the truth, though, about the pin, although I 
mentioned it almost the last thing in the previous 
chapter, I assure you it was by no means the last 
thing in ray thoughts. It had come home from Mr. 
Polonius’s, as I said, on Saturday night; and Gus 
and T hapixmed to be out enjoying ourselves, half- 
price, at Sadler’s Wells ; and perhaps we took a little 
refreshment on our way back : but that has nothing 
to do with my story. 

On the table, however, was the little box from the 
jeweller’s; and when I took it out, — my, how the 
diamond did twinkle and glitter by the light of our 
one candle ! 

“ I ’m sure it would light up the room of itself,” 
’says Gus. “ I ’ve read they do in — in history.” 

It was in the history of Cogia Hassan Alhabbal, in 
the “ Arabian Nights,” as I knew very well. But we 
put the candle out, nevertheless, to try. 

“ Well, I declare to goodness it does illuminate the 
old place ! ” says Gus ; but the fact was, that there 
was a gas-lamp opposite our window, and I believe that 
was the reason why we could see })retty well. At 
least in my bedroom, to which I was obliged to go 
without a candle, and of which the window looked 
out on a dead wall, I could not see a wink, in spite of 
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the Hoggarty diamond, and was obliged to grope 
about in the dark for a pincushion which Somebody 
ghve me (I don^t mind owning it was Mary Smith), 
and in which I stuck it for the night. But, somehow, 
I did not sleep much for thinking of it, and woke 
very early in the morning; and, if the truth must be 
told, stuck it in my night-gown, like a fool, and ad- 
jnired myself very much in the glass. 

Gus admire^d it as much as 1 did ; for since my 
return, and CvSjH^cially since my venison dinner and 
drive Avith Lady Drum, he thought I was the tinest 
fellow ill the world, and boasted about his ^‘ West 
End friend’^ everywhere. 

As we were going "to dine at RoundliamLs, and I 
had no black satin stock to set it off, I was obliged to 
place it in the frill of my best shirt, which tore the 
muslin sadly, by the way. However, the diamond 
had its effocit on my entertainers, as we have seen; 
rather too much perhaps on one of them ; and next 
day 1 wore it down at the office, as Gus would make 
me do ; though it did not look near so well in the 
second day^s shirt as on the first day, when the 
linen was quite clear and bright ivith Somersetshire 
washing. 

The cha{)S at the West Diddlesex all admired it 
hugely, except that snarling Scotchman MWhirter, 
fourth clerk, — out of envy because I did not think 
mu(di of a great yellow stone, named a carum-gorum, 
or some such thing, which he had in a snuff-mull, as 
he called it, — all except M^Whirter, I say, were de- 
lighted with it ; and Abednego himself, who ought to 
knoAV, as his father was in the line, told me the jewel 
was worth at least ten poundsh, and that his governor 
would give me as much for it. 

^^That^s a proof, says Eoundhand, ^^that Tit^s 
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diamond is worth at least thirty.” And we all 
laughed, and agreed it was. 

Now I must confess that all these praises, and the 
respect that was paid me, turned my head a little; 
and as all the chaps said 1 must have a black satin 
stock to set the stone off, I was fool enough to buy 
a stock that cost me ffve-and-twenty shillings, at 
Ludlam’s in Piccadilly : for Gus said 1 must go to the 
best place, to be sure, and have none ^ of our cheap 
and common East End stuff*. T iniglit havu^ had one 
for sixteen and six in Chea]»side, every whit as good; 
but when a young lad beiionu^.s vain, and wants 
to be fashionable, you see he can’t help being 
extravagant. * 

Our director, Mr. 1 'rough, did not fail to hear of 
the haunch of venison busimsss, and my relationship 
with Lady Drum and the Right lion, Edinund 
Preston; only Ab(*dii(‘go, avIio told liim, said I was 
her ladyship’s first cousin; and this made Brough 
think more of me, and no worse tlian before. 

Mr. B. was, as everyl)j)dy knows, M(unber of 
Parliament for Rottenburg; and being considtu’ed one 
of the richest men in the city of Loudon, used to 
receive all the gi-eat people of the land at his villa at 
Fulham ; and w(^ ofttui read in the papers of the rare 
doings going on there. 

Well, the pin cei;tainly worked wonders ; for not 
content merely with making ino a present of a ride in 
a countess’s carriage, of a haunch of venison and two 
baskets of fruit, and tlie dinner at Roundhand’s 
above described, my diamond had other honors in 
store for me, and procured me the honor of an 
invitation to the house of our director, Mr. Brough. 

Once a year, in June, that lionorable gent gave a 
grand ball at his house at Fulham ; and by the ac- 
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counts of the entertainment brought back by one ot 
two of our chaps who had been invited, it was one of 
the most magnificent things to be seen about London, 
You saw Members of rarliament there as thick ai^ 
peas in July, lords and ladies without end. There 
was everything and everybody of the tiptop sort; 
and I have heard tliat Mr. Gunter, of Berkeley Square, 
supplied the ices, supper, and footmen, — though of 
the latter Brough kei)t a plenty, but not enough to 
serve the host of p(H)ple who eame to him. The party, 
it must be rcuneinbered, was 31rs. Brough^s party, not 
the gentleman's, — he being in the Dissenting way, 
would scarcely sanction any entiu’tainments of the 
kind : but ht» told ftis City friends that his lady 
governed him in everything ; and it was generally 
observed that most ol them would allow their daugh- 
ters to go to the ball if ask(*d, on account of the 
immense number of tin* nobility which our director as- 
sembled together : Mrs. Koiiudhaud, 1 know, for one, 
would have giv(‘n one of her <»ars to go ; but, as I have 
said before, notlung would imlu(*e Brougli to ask hi*r. 

Boundhaiid Inmsell, and CJuich, nineteenth clerk, 
^son of ih(' bvotlier ot an Kast Indian director, were the 
only two of our gents invited, as we knew very well: 
for they had re(*(uved tlnur invitations many weeks 
before, and bragged about them not a little. But two 
days before the ball, and atter jny diamond j)in had 
had its due eff(M*t u])()ii the giuits at the office, 
Abednego, who had b(‘en m the director’s room, came 
iio my desk with a great smirk, and said, Tit, Mr. B. 
says that he exp(M*ts you will (*ome down with liouud- 
hand to the ball on Thursday.” I thought Moses was 
joking, — at any rate, tliat Mr, B.’s message was a 
queer one ; for people don’t usually send invitations in 
that abrupt, peremptory sort of way ; but, sure enough, 
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he presently came down himself and confirmed it, 
saying, as he was going out of the office, “Mr. 
Titmarsh, you will come down on Thursday to Mrs. 
Brough’s party, where you will see some relations 
of yours.” 

“West End again!” says that Gus Hoskins; and 
accordingly down I went, taking a jdace in a cab 
which Koundhand hired for himself, Gutch, and me, 
and for which he very generously paid eight shillings. 

There is no use to desorite the grand gala, nor the 
number of lamps in the lodge and in the garden, nor 
the crowd of carriages that came in at the gates, nor 
the troops of curious people outside ; nor the ices, 
fiddlers, wreaths of flowers, and cold supper within. 
The whole description was beautifully given in a 
fashionable paper, by a reporter who observed the 
same from the “ Yellow Lion ” over the way, and told 
it in his journal in the most accurate manner ; getting 
an account of the dresses of the great people from 
their footmen and coachmen, when they came to the 
ale>house for their porter. As for the names of the 
guests, they, you may bo sure, found their way to the 
same newspaper: and a great laugh was had at my 
expense, because among the titles of the great people 
mentioned my hamo ^appeared in the list of the 
“ Honorables.” Next day, Brough advertised “ a hun- 
dred and fifty guineas reward for an emerald necklace 
lost at ^e party of John Brough, Esq., at Fulham ; ’’ 
though some of our people said that no such thing 
was lost at all, and that Brough only wanted to 
iidvertise the magnificence of his society; but this 
doubt was raised by persons not invited, and envious 
no doubt. 

Well, I wore my diamond, as you may imagine, 
and rigged myself in my best clothes, viz, my blue 
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coat and brass buttons before mentio.ned, nankeen 
trousers and silk stockings, a white waistcoat, and a 
pair of white gloves bought for the occasion. But 
my coat was of (‘.ountry make, very high in the waist 
and short in the sleeves, and I suppose must have 
looked rather odd to some of the great people as- 
sembled, for they stared at me a great deal, and a 
whole crowd formed to see me dance — which I did 
to the best of my power, performing all the steps 
accurately and with great agility, as I had been 
taught by our dancing-master in the country. 

And with whom do you think I had the honor 
to dance? With no less a person than Lady Jane 
Preston ; who, it appears, had not gone out of town, 
and who shook me most kindly by the hand when 
she saw me, and asked me to dance with her. We 
had my Lord Tiptoff and Lady Fanny Rakes for our 
vis-a-vis. 

You should have seen how the people crowded to 
look at us, and admired my dancing too, for I cut the 
very best of capers, quite different to the rest of the 
gents (my lord among the number), who walked 
through the quadrille as if they thought it a trouble, 
and stared at my activity with all their might. But 
when I have a dance I like to enjoy myself: and 
Mary Smith often said I was the very best partner 
at our assemblies. While we were dancing, I told 
Lady Jane how Roundhand, Gutch, and I, had come 
down three in a cab, besides the driver ; and my ao* 
count of our adventures made her ladyship laugh, I 
warrant you. Lucky it was for me that I did n’t go 
back in the same vehicle ; for the driver went and 
intoxicated himself at the “Yellow Lion,” threw out 
Gutch and our head clerk as he was driving them 
back, and actually fought Gutch afterwards and 
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blacked bis eye^ because he said that Gutch’s red 
velvet waistcoat frightened the liorse. 

Lady Jane, however, spared me such an uncomfort- 
able ride home : for she said she had a foui*th place 
in her carriage, and asked me if I would accept it ; 
and positively, at two o^clock in the morning, there 
was I, after setting tlie ladies and my lord down, 
driven to Salisbury Square in a great tlmmh'ring 
carriage, with Haming lanq)S and two tall footmen, who 
nearly knocked the door and the whole little street 
down with the noise they made at the rapper. You 
should have seen Gns’s In^ad ])eeping out of window 
in Ids white night-('a])! H(‘ kept luti up the whole 
niglit telling him about the ball, and the great people 
I had seen thei*e ; and the next day he told at the 
oflBce my stories, with Ids own usual embroideries 
upon them. 

Mr. Titmarsh,’’ said Lady Fanny, laughing to 
me, who is that great fat, curious man, the master of 
the house ? Do you know he asked me if you were 
not relatt»d to us ? and T said, ^ Oh, yes, you were.^ 

Fanny ! ’’ says Lady Jaiu‘. 

*^\Vell/’ answered the other, ^Glid not grandmamma 
say Mr. Titmarsh was her cousin ? 

Hut you know that grandmamma’s memory is not 
very good.” 

Indeed, you’re wrong, Lady Jane,” says my lord; 

I think it ’s prodigious.” 

Yes, but not very — not very Jiccurate.” 

No, my lady,” says I ; h)r Inu’ ladyship, the 
Countess of Drum, said, if you remember, that my 
friend Gus Hoskins — ” 

Whose cause you supported so bravely,” cries 
Lady Fanny. 

<< — That my friend Gus is her ladyship’s cousin 
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too, which cannot be, for 1 know all his family : tli«'y 
live in Skinner Street and St. Mary Axe, and are not 
— not quite so respevtahle wy relatives.’’ 

At this they all b('gan to laugh ; and iny lord said, 
rather haughtily, — 

^‘Depend u])on it, Mr. Titinarsh, that Lady Drum 
is no more your cousin than she is the cousin of your 
friend Mr. lloskinson.” 

Hoskins, my lord — and so T told Gus : but you 
see he is very fond of me, and will have it that I am 
related to Lady D. : and say what I will to the con- 
trary, tells the story everywhere. Though to be 
sure,” added I, with a laugh, ‘4t has gained me no 
small good in my time.” So 1 described to the party 
our dinner at Mrs. Eoundhand’s, which all came from 
my diamond pin, and my reputation as a connection 
of the aristocracy. Th(‘n I thanked Lady Jane hand- 
somely for her magnificent present of fruit and veni- 
son, and told her that it had entertained a great 
number of kind friends of mine, who had drunk her 
ladyship’s health with the greatest gratitude. 

A haunch of venison ! ” cried Lady Jane quite 
astonished ; indeed, Mr. Titinarsh, I am quite at a 
loss to understand you.” 

As we })assed a gas-lamp, I saw Lady Fanny laugh- 
ing as usual, and turning her great arch sparkling 
black eyes at Lord Tiptoff. 

^‘Why, Lady Jane,” said he, ^‘if the truth must 
out, the great haunch of venison trick was one of this 
young Jady’s performing. You must know that I 
had received the above-named haunch from Lord 
Guttlebury’s park ; and knowing that Preston is not 
averse to Guttlebury venison, was telling Lady Drum 
(in whose carriage I had a seat that day, as Mr. 
Titinarsh was not in the way), that I intended the 
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haunch, for your husband’s table. Whereupon my 
Lady Fanny, clapping together her little hands, de- 
clared and vowed that the venison sliould not go to 
Preston, but should be sent to a gentleman about 
whose adventures on the day previous we had just 
been talking, — to Mr. Titmarsh, in fact ; whom 
Preston, as Fanny vowed, had used most cruelly, and 
to whom, she said, a reparation was due. So my 
Lady Fanny insists upon our driving ’straight to my 
rooms in the ‘ Albany ’ (you know I am only to stay 
in my bachelor’s (puirters a month longer) — ” 

Nonsense ! ’’ says Lady Fanny. 

— Insists upon driving straight to my chambers 
in the ^ Albany,’ extracting thence the above-named 
haunch — ” 

Grandmamma was very sorry to part with it,” 
cries Lady Fanny. 

u — And them she orders us to proceed to Mr. 
Titmarsh’s house in the city, where the venison was 
left, in company with a couple of baskets of fruit 
bought at Grange’s by Lady Fanny herself.” 

And what was more,” said Lady Fanny, “I made 
grandmamma go into Fr — into Lord Tiptoff’s rooms, 
and dictated out of my oavii riiouth the letter which he 
wrote, and pinned up the haunch of venison that Ms 
hideous old housekeeper brought us — I am quite 
jealous of her — I pinned up the haunch of venison 
in a copy of the John Bxdl newspaper.” 

It had one of the Eamsbottom letters in it, I re- 
member, which Gus and I read on Sunday at break- 
fast, and we nearly killed ourselves with laughing. 
The ladies laughed too when I told them this ; and 
good-natured Lady Jane said she would forgive her 
sister, and hoped I would too : which I promised to do 
as often as her ladyship chose to repeat the offence. 
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I never had any more venison from the . family ; 
but T tell you what I had. About a month after 
came a card of “ Lord and Lady Tiptoff,” and a great 
piece of plnm-eako ; of which, I am sorry to say, Gus 
ate a great deal too much. 



CHAPTER VI. 


OF THF, WKST UIDJULKSKX ASSOOIATIOX AND OP 
THE EFFECJT THE DIAMOND HAD THEIUO. 

« 

Well, the magic of the pin was not ovei* yet. 
Very soon after Mrs. Brough’s grand ])arty, onr direc- 
tor called me np t(j his room at the West Diddlesex, 
and after examining my account.s, and speaking 
awhile about business, said, “That’s a very fine 
diamond pin. Master Titmarsh ” (he spoke in a grave 
patronizing way), “ and I called you on purpose to 
speak to, you upon the subject. I do not object to 
seeing the young men of this e.stablislnnent W(dl and 
handsomely drc'ssed; but T know that their salaries 
cannot afford ornaments like those, and I grieve to 
see you with a thing of suc.h value. You have ])aid 
for it, sir, — 1 trust you have paid for it ; for, of 
all things, my dear — dear young friend, beware of 
debt.” 

I could not conceive why Brough was reading me 
this lecture about debt .and my having bought tlie 
diiunond pin, as I knew that he had biam asking 
al)out it already, and how I came by it — Abednego 
told me so. “ Why, sir,” s<ays I, “ Mr. Abediuigo 
told me th.at he had told you that I had told liim — ” 

“ Oh, <ay — by-the-by, noAV I recollect, Mr. Titmarsh 
— I do recollect — yes; though T suppose, sir, you 
will imagine that I h.ave other more important things 
to remember.” 

% 

“ Oh, sir, in course,” says L 
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^^That one of the clerks did say something about 
a pin — that one of the other gentlemen had it. And 
so your pin was given you, was it ? ” 

^^It was given me, sir, by my aunt, Mrs. Hoggarty 
■"f Castle Hoggarty,” said I, raising my voice ; for 
I was a little proud of Castle Hoggarty. 

'^She must be very rich to make such presents, 
Titmarsh ? ” 

‘ Why, thank you, sir,” says T, she is pretty well 
off. Four hundred a year jointure ; a farm at Slop- 
perton, sir ; three hoiis(*,s at Sqnashtail ; and three 
thousand two hundred loose cash at the banker’s, as 
I happen to know, sir, — that ’5 aK.” 

I did happen to know this, you sec ; because, while 
I was down in Somersetshire, Mr. MacManus, my 
aunt’s agent in Ireland, wrote to say that a mortgage 
she had on Lord Brallaghan’s .property had just been 
paid off, and that the money was lodged at Coutts’s. 
Ireland was in a very disturbed state in those days ; 
and my aunt wisely determined not to invest her 
money in that country any more, but to look out for 
some good security in England. HoAvever, as she 
had always received six per cent in Ireland, she 
would not hear of a smaller interest ; and had warned 
^me, as I was a commercial man, on coming to town, 
to look out for some means by which she could invest 
her money at that rate at least. 

And how do you come to know Mrs. Hoggarty’s 

property so accurately ? ” said Mr. Brough : upon 

which I told him. 

* 

Good heavens, sir ! and do you mean that you, a 
clerk in the West Diddlesex Insurance Office, applied 
to by a respectable lady as to the manner in which she 
should invest property, never spoke to her about the 
company which you have the honor to serve ? Do 
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you mean, sir, that you, knowing there was a bonus of 
five per cent for yourself upon shares taken, did not 
press Mrs. Hoggarty to join us ? 

Sir,’^ says T, I hn an honest man, and would not 
take a bonus from my own relation.’’ 

Honest I know you are, my boy — give me your 
hand! So am 1 honest — so is every man in this 
Company honest ; but we must be prudent as well. 
We have five millions of capital on our books, as you 
see — five hona fide millions of hona fide sovereigns 
paid up, sir, — there is no dishonesty there. But why 
should we not have twenty millions — a hundred mil- 
lions ? Why should not this be the greatest commer- 
cial association in the world ? — as it shall be, sir, — it 
shall, as sure as my name is John Brough, if heaven 
bless my honest endeavors to establish it! But do 
you suppose that it can be so, unless every man among 
us use his utmost exertions to forward the success of 
the enterprise? Never, sir, — never; and, for me, I 
say so everywhere. I glory in what I do. There is 
not a house in which 1 enter, but I leave a prospectus 
of the West Diddlesex. There, is not a single trades- 
man I employ, but has shares in it to some amount. 
My servants, sir, — my very servants and grooms, are 
bound up with it. And the first question I ask of any 
one who applies to me for a place is, Are you insured 
of a shareholder in the West Diddlesex ? the second, 
Have you a good character ? And if the first question 
is answered in the negative, I say to the party coming 
to me, then be k shareholder before you ask for a place 
in my household. Did you not see me — me, John 
Brough, whose name is good for millions — step out 
of my coa(di-and-four into this office, with four pounds 
nineteen, which T paid in to Mr. Roundhand as the 
price of half a share for the porter at my lodge-gate ? 
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|)id you remark that I deducted a shilling from tke 
fiye pound ? ” 

Yes, sir ; it was the day you drew out eight hun- 
dred and seventy-three ten and six — Thursday week,” 
says I. 

And why did T deduct that shilling, sir ? Because 
it was my co7nnmshm — John Brough’s commission of 
five per cent ; lionostly earned by liiin, and openly 
taken, Waadhere any disguise about it ? No. Did 
t do it for the love of a shilling ? No,” says Brough, 
laying his hand on his heart, ‘‘ I did it from iwincvpU^ 
— from that motive which guides every one of my ac- 
tions,, as I can look up to heaven and say. X wish all 
my yomig men to see my example, and follow it : I 
wish — I pray that they may. ''Phink of that exam- 
ple, sir. That porter of mine has a sick wife and nine 
young children : he is himself a sick man, and his ten- 
n;re of life is feeble ; he lias earned money, sir, in my 
seiwice — sixty pounds and more — it is all his cliil- 
dren have to look to — all: but for that, in the event 
of his death, they would be houseless beggars in the 
street. And what have I done for that family, sir ? 
I have jjut that mou(\y out of the reach of Robert 
Giites, and phiced it so that it shall be a blessing to 
liis family at his death. Every farthing is invested in 
shares in this office; and Robert Gates, my lodgf^- 
porter, is a holder of three shares in the West Did- 
dlesex Association, and, in that capacity, your master 
and mine. Do you think I want to ch 0 (xt Gates ? ” 

Oh, sir ! ” says I. 

To cheat that poor helpless man, and those tender, 
innocent children ! — you can’t think so, sir ; I should 
be disgrace to human nature if I did. But what 
boots, all: my energy and perseverance ? What though 
I pl^e my friends’ money, my family’s money, my 
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own money — my hopes, wishes, desires, ambitions — 
all upon this enterprise ? You young men will not do 
so. You, whom I treat with love and confidence as my 
children, make no return to When I toil, you re- 
main still ; when I struggle, you look on. Say the 
word at once, — you dmiht me ! 0 lieavens, that this 

should be the reward of all my care and love for 
you ! ’’ 

Here Mr. Brough was so affected thtft he actually 
burst into teai*s, and I confess 1 saw in its true light 
the neglige Jice of which 1 had been guilty. 

‘‘ Sir,” says I, 1 am very — very sorry : it was a 
matter of delicacy, rather than otherwise, which in- 
duced me not to speak to my aunt about the West 
Diddlesex.” 

‘^Delicacy, iny dear, dear boy — as if there can be 
any delicacy about making your aunt’s fortune ! Say 
indifference to me, say ingratitude, say folly, — but 
don’t say delica(\y — no, no, not d(dica(*y. Be honest, 
my boy, and call things by their right names — always 
do.” 

It was folly and ingratitudt^, Mr. Brough,” says I : 

I see it all now ; and I ’ll write to my aunt this very 
post.” 

You had better do no smdi thing,” says Brougli, 
bitterly : the stocks are at ninety, and Mrs. Hoggarty 
can get three ptu’ cent for her money.” 

will write, sir, — upon my word and honor, I 
will write.” 

Well, as your honor is j>assed, you must, T suppose ; 
for never break your word — no, not in a trifl(', Tit- 
marsh. Send me up the letter when you have done, 
and 1 ’ll frank it — upon my word and honor I will,” 
says Mr. Brough, laughing, and holding out his hand 
to me. 
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I took it, and he pressed mine very kindly, — You 
may as well sit down here,’’ says he, as he kept hold 
of it ; there is plenty of paper.” 

And so 1 sat down and mended a beautiful pen, and 
began and wrote, Tnde))endent West Diddhisex As- 
sociation, June, 1822,” and My dear Aunt,” in the 
best manner possible. Then I ])aus(Hl a little, thinking 
wliat I should next say ; for 1 hav(^ always found that 
dilVumlty abotit letters. Thcs date and my dear so-and- 
so one Avrib^s off immediat(‘ly — it is the next part 
which is liard ; and I })ut my pen in my mouth, flung 
myself back in my (‘hair, and began to tliiiik about it. 

Bah ! ” said Brcjugh, are you going to be about 
that letter all day, my good fellow ? Listen to me, 
and I ’ll dictate to you in a moment.” So he began : — 

“ My dear Aunt, — Since my return from Somersetshire, I 
am very happy indeed to tell yi>ii that I have so pleased 
the managing director of our Association and the Board, that 
they have ])een good enough to appoint me third clerk — 

Sir ! ” says I. 

Write what 1 say. Mr. Ecmndhand, as has been 
agreed by the board yesterday, cpiits the clerk’s desk 
and takes the title*, of secivtary and actuary. Mr. 
Highmore takes his ])lace ; Mr. Abediiego follows him ; 
and I place you as third clerk — as 

“third clerk (write), with a salary of a hundred and fifty 
pounds per annum. This news will, 1 know, gratify my dear 
mother and you, who have been a second mother to me all my 
life. 

“ When I was last at home, I remember you consulted me 
as to the best mode of laying out a sum of money which was 
lying useless in your hankei'^s hands. I have since lost no op- 
portunity of gaining what information T could : and situated 
here as I am. in the very midst of affairs, I believe, although 
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very young, I am as good a person to apply to as many others 
of greater iige and standing. 

‘^I frequently thought of mentioning to you our Association, 
but feelings of delicacy ])rovented me from doing so, I did not 
wish that any one should snp[>ose that a shadow of scdf-interest 
could move me in any way. 

“ But I believe, without any sort of doubt, that the West 
Diddiesex Association t)fters the best, security that you can ex- 
pect for your capital, and, at the same time, the highest inter- 
est you can anywhere. pj*ociire. • 

The situation of tlie Company, as T liave it from thv very 
bent authority (und(‘rline that), is as follows: — 

‘‘The subscribed and bona fide capital is five millions 
STERLING. 

“The body of diroct(»rs you know. Siitlice it to say that 
the managing director is John Brough, Ks(j., of the firm of 
Brough and Hoff, a Member of Ekirliainent, and a man as well 
known as Mr. Bothscbild in the city of London. Ilis private 
fortune, 1 know fur a fact, amounts to half a million; and the 
last dividends ])aid to the sliareholders of the I. W. D. Asso- 
ciation amounted to per cent per annum.” 

[That T know was the divideud declared by us,] 

“ Although the shares in the market are at a very great 
jireniium, it is the privilege of the four first clerks to dispose 
of a certain number, X5,0()(>each at ])ar; and if you, my dearest 
aunt, would wish for £'2/M) worth, I hojie you will allow me 
to oblige you by offering you so much of my new privileges. 

“ Let me hear from you immediately u])on the subject, as I 
liave already au offer for the whole amount of my shares at 
market price” 

But T have n’t, sir,” says T. 

Yon have, sir. I will take the shares ; but T want 
f/ou, I want as many r(*s])(^(dable persons in tlie com- 
]iany as T can bring. L want you because I like you, 
and I don’t mind telling you that I have views of my 
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Ah ! ” thought 1, ‘Mf I could but go to Somersetshire 
now, I might boldly walk up to old Smithes door ” (he 
was her grandfatlier, and a half-pay lieutenant of the 
navy), might knock at the knocker and see my 
beloved Mary in the parlor, and not be obliged to 
sm^ak behind hayricks on the look-out for her, or 
pelt stones at midnight at her window/’ 

My aunt, in a few days, wrote a pretty gracious 
reply to my le^iter. She had not determined, she said, 
as to the manner in which she should employ her three 
thousand pounds, but should take my offer into con- 
sideration ; begging me to keep my shares ' open for 
a little while, until her mind was made up. 

What, then, do(iS Mr. lb*ough do? 1 learned after- 
wards, in the year 1830, when he and the West Middle- 
sex Association had disai)peared altogether, how he 
had proceeded. 

^^Who are the attorneys at Sloi)pertoii ? ” says he 
to me in a careless way. 

“Mr. Kuck, sir,” says I, “is the Tory solicitor, and 
Messrs. Hodge and Smithers the Liberals.” J knew 
them v(ny well, fu]* the fact is, before Mary Smith came 
to live in our jnirts, I was rather partial to Miss Hodge, 
and her great gold-colored ringlets ; but Mary eame 
and soon put Iwr nose out of joint, as the saying is. 

“ And you are of what politics ? ” 

“Why, sir, we are Liberals.” I was rather ashamed 
of this, for Mr. Brougli was an out-and-out Tory ; but 
Hodge and Smithers is a most respectable firm. I 
brought up a packet from them to Hickson, Dixon, 
Paxton, and Jackson, out solicitors, who are their 
London correspondents. 

Mr. Brough only said, “ Oh, indeed ! ” and did not 
talk any further on the subject, but began admiring 
my diamond pin very much. 
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Titmarsh, my dear boy,” says he, I have a young 
lady at Fulham who is worth seeing, I assure you, and 
who has heard so miudi about you from her father (for 
I like you, my boy, I don’t care to own it), that she 
is rather anxious to see you too. Suppose you come 
down to us for a week ? Abednego will do your 
work. 

Law, sir ! you are very kind,” says I. 

Well, you shall come down ; and I ho])e you will 
like my claret. But liark ye ! I don’t tliink, my dear 
fellow, you are quite smart enough — quite well enough 
dressed. Do you understand me ? ” 

’ve my blue coat and brass buttons at home, sir.” 

“What*! tliat thing with the waist between your 
shoulders that you wore at Mrs. Brough’s party ? ” 
(It was rather higli-waisted, being made in the country 
two years before.) “ Ko — no, that will never do. 
Get some new clothes, sir, — two new suits of 
clothes.” 

“ Sir ! ” says I, “ I ’m already, if the truth must be 
told, very short of money tor this quarter, and can’t 
afford myself a new suit for a long time to come.” 

“ Pooh, pooh ! don’t let that annoy you. Here ’s a 
ten-pound note — but no, on second thoughts, you may 
as well go to my tailor’s. I ’ll drive you down there : 
and never mind the bill, my good lad! ” And drive 
me down he actually did, in his grand coach-and-four, 
to Mr. Von Stiltz, in Clifford Htreet, who took my 
measure, and sent me home two of the finest coats 
ever seen, a dress-coat and a frock, a velvet waistcoat, 
a silk ditto, and three j)airs of ])antaloons, of tlie most 
beautiful make. Brough told me to get some boots 
and pumps, and silk stockings for evenings ; so that 
when tlie time came for me to go down to Fulham, 
I appeared as handsome as any young nobleman, and 
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Gus said that looked, by jingo, like a regular tii> 
top swell.” 

In the mean time the following letter had been sent 
down to Hodge and Smithers ; — 


"Dear Sirs, 


“ Ram Alley, Cojinhill, Londoj^^ 
July, 1822, 


This part being on private affairs 
relative to the cases of 
Dixon V. Ilaggerstony, 

Snodgrass v, Rubbitlge and another, 

1 am not permitted 

to extract. ^ 

• •••••,, 

" Likewise we beg to hand you a few more pros])ectuses of 
the Independent West Diddlesex Fire and Life Assurance 
Company, of which we have the honor to be the solicitors in 
London. We wrote to you hist year, recpiesting you to accept 
the Slopperton and Somci‘S(!t agency for tlie same, and have 
been expecting for some time back that eitlier shares or 
assurances suould be eflected by you. 

" The capital of the (/om])any, as you know, is five millions 
sterling (say £5,000,000), and we are in a situation to offer 
more than the usual commission to our agents of the legal ]) 1 \h 
fession. We shall be happy to give a pi’cnuinm of G per cent for 
shares to tlie amount of £1.000, ()| per cent above a thousand, 
to be paid immediately upon the biking of the shares. 

" I am, dear Sirs, for self and partners, 

" Youra most faitlifully, 

"Samuel Jackson.” 


This letter, as I have said, came into my hands 
some time afterwards. I knew nothing of it in the 
year 1822, when, in my new suit of elotlies, I went 
down to pass a week at the liookery, Fulham, residence 
of John Brough, Estp, M.P. 



CHAPTEE VII. 


HOW SAMUEL TITMARSH REACHED THE HIGHEST 
POINT OK PROSPERITY. 

If I had the pen of a (xeorge Eohins, I might de- 
scribe the Eookery properly : snhice it, however, to say, 
it is a very handsome (;ount)y place"; with handsome 
lawns sloping down to the river, handsome shrub- 
beries an^ conservatories, fine stables, outhouses, 
kitchen-gardtuis, and everything belonging to a lirst- 
rate rus in urhe,, as the great auctioneer called it when 
he hammered it down some years after. 

I arrived on a Saturday at half an hour before 
dinner ; a grave gentleman out of livery showed me 
to my room ; a man in a chocolate (;oat and gold lace, 
with Brough's crc'st on the buttons, brought me a 
silver shaving-i)ot of hot water on a silver tray ; and 
a grand dinner was ready at six, at which I had the 
honor of ap])earing in Vou Stiltz’s dress-coat and my 
new silk stockings and pum])s. 

Brough took me by the hand as I came in, and 
presented me to his lady, a stout, fair-haired woman, in 
light blue satin ; then to his daughter, a tall, thin, 
dark-eyed girl, with beetle-b|HWS, looking very ill- 
natured, and about eighteen. ^ 

“Belinda my love,” said her papa, “this young 
gentleman is one of my clerks, who was at our ball.” 

“ Oh, indeed ! ” says Belinda, tossing up her liead. 

“ But not a common clerk, Miss Belinda, — so, if 
you please, we will have none of your aristocratic 
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airs with liim. He is a nephew of the Countess of 
Drum ; and I hope he will soon be very high in our 
establishment, and in the city of London/^ 

At the name of Countess (1 had a dozen times rec- 
tified the error about our relationship), Miss Belinda 
made a low curtsy, and stared at me very hard, and 
said she would try and make the Rookery pleasant to 
any friend of papa’s. ‘‘ We have not much monde to- 
day,^’ continued Miss Brough, and are only in petit 
comite ; but I hope before you leave us you will see 
some societe that will make your sejour agreeable.^^ 

I saw at once that she was a fashionable girl, from 
her using the French language in this way. ^ 

Is n’t she a fine girl?” said Brough, whispering 
to me, and evidently as proud of her as a man could 
be. Is n’t she a fine girl — eh, you dog ? Do you 
see breeding like that in Somersetshire ? ” 

^^No, sir, upon my word!” answered I, rather 
slyly, for I was thinking all the while how Some- 
body ” was a thousand times more beautiful, simple, 
and lady-like. 

^^And what has my dearest love been doing all 
day ? ” said her papa. 

^^Oh, Pa ! I liixvo pineed the harp a little to Captain 
Fizgig’s flute. Did n’t I, Captain Fizgig ? ” 

Captain the Hon. Francis Fizgig said, Yes, Brough, 
your fair daughter pinced the harp, and touched the 
piano, and egratigyied tlie guitar, and ecorched a song 
or two ; and we had pleasure of a promenade a 
VeaUy — of a walk upon the water.” 

Law, Captain ! ” cries Mrs. Brough, walk on the 
water ? ” 

Hush, Mamma, you don’t understand French!” 
says Miss Belinda, with a sneer. 

a sad disadvantage, Madam,” says Fizgig, 
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gravely; ^^and I recommend you and Brough here, 
who are coming out in the great world, to have some 
lessons ; or at least get up a couple of dozen phrases, 
and introduce them into your conversation here and 
there. I suppose, sir, you speak it commonly at the 
office, or what you call it ? And Mr. Fizgig put his 
glass into his eye and looked at mo. 

We speak English, sir,” says I, knowing it better 
than French.” , 

Everybody has not had your opportunities, Miss 
Brough,” continued the gentleman. “Everybody has 
not voyage like nous autres^ hey ? Mais que voulez^ 
vous^ my good sir? you must stick to your cursed 
ledgers aitd things. What’s the French for ledger, 
Miss Belinda ? ” 

How can you ask ! Je vUen s^ais rien^ I hn sure.” 

“ You should learn, Miss Brough,” said her father. 
“The daughter of a British merchant need not be 
s^shamed of the means by wliich Inu* father gets his 
bread. Vm not ashamed — I’m not proud. Those 
who know J ohn Brougji, know that ten years ago he 
Avas a poor clerk like my friend Titmarsh here, and is 
now worth half a million. Is there any man in the 
House better listened to than John Brough? Is 
there any Duke in the land that can give a better 
dinner than John Brough ; or a larger fortune to his 
daughter than John Brough ? Why, sir, the humble 
person now speaking to you could buy out many a 
German Duke ! But I ’m not proud — no, no, not 
proud. There ’s my daught^^L— look at her — when 
I die, she will be mistress of my fortune ; but am I 
proud ? No ! Let him who can Avin her marry her, 
that ’s Avhat I say. Be it you, Mr. Fizgig, son of a 
peer of the realm ; or you. Bill Tidd. Be it a duke or 
a shoeblack, what do I care, hey ? — what do I care ? ” 
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O-o-oli ! sighed the gent who went by the name 
of Bill 'Tidd: a very pale young man, with a black 
ribbon round his neck instead of a hanilkerchief^ and 
his collars turned down like Lord Byron. He was 
leaning against the mantel-piece, and with a pair of 
great green eyes Qgling Miss Brough with all his 
might. 

^^Oh, John — my dear John!^’ cried Mrs. Brough, 
seizing her husband’s hand and kissing it, ^‘you are 
an angel, that you are ! ” 

Isabella, don’t flatter me ; I ’m a man^ — a plain, 
downright citizen of London, without a particle of 
pride, except in you and my daughter here — my two 
Bells, as I call them ! This is tlie way tluirf} we live, 
Titmarsh my boy : ours is a ha])py, humble, Christian 
home, and that’s all. Isabfdla, leave go my hand ! ” 

Mamma, you must n’t do so before company ; it ’s 
odious ! ” shrieked Miss B. ; and mamma quietly let 
the hand fall, and heaved from her ample bosgm ^ 
great large sigh. I felt a liking for that simple 
woman, and a respect for Brough too. Ho could n’t 
be a bad man, whoso wife loved him so. 

Dinner was soon announced, and 1 liad the honor of 
leading in Miss B., who looked back rather angrily, I 
thought, at Captain Fizgig, because that gentleman 
had oifered his arm to Mrs. Brough. He sat on the 
right of Mrs. Brough, and Miss flounced down on the 
seat next to him, leaving me and Mr. Tidd to take 
our places at the opposite side of the tabfe. 

At dinner there wa6 turbot and soup first, and 
boiled turkey afterwards of course. How is it that at 
all the great dinners they have this perpetual boiled 
turkey ? It was real turtle-soup : the first time I had 
ever tasted it ; and I remarked how Mrs. B., who in- 
sisted on helping it, gave all the green lumps of fat tO 
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her husband, and put several slices of the breast of 
the bird under the body, until it came to his turn to 
be helped. 

1 hn a plain man,” says John, “ and e'at a plain din- 
ner. I hate your kickshaws, though I keep a French 
cook for those who are not of my way of thinking. 1 hn 
no egotist, look you ; I Ve no prejudices ; and Miss 
there has her bechamels and fallals according to her 
taste. Captain, try the volly vong?^ ^ 

We had jdenty of champagne and old madeira with 
dinner, and great silver tankards of porter, which those 
might take wlio (those. Brough made especially a boast 
of drinking beer ; and, when the ladi(*s retired, said, 
^‘Gentlemen, Tiggins will give you an unlimited sup- 
])ly of wine : there ’s no stinting here ; ” and then laid 
himself down in his easy-chair and hdl asl(*ep. 

He always does so,” whispeiMtd Mr. Tidd to me. 

Get some of that yellow-st\aled wine, Tiggiiis,” says 
\\ie captain. ^^That otln^r (daret we had yesterday is 
loaded, and disagr(Mts with me infernally ! ” 

1 must say I liked the yellow seal much better than 
Aunt Iloggarty’s Kosolio. 

I soon found out what Mr. Tidd was, and what he 
was longing for. 

Is n’t she a glorious creature ? ” says he to me. 

WhoJ sir ? ” says L 

Miss Belinda, to be sure ! ” cried Tidd. Did mor- 
tal ever look upon eyes like hers, or view a more sylph- 
like figure ? ” 

She might have a little more flesh, Mr. Tidd,” says 
the captain, ^‘and a little less eyebrow. They look 
vicious, those scowling eyebrows, in a girl. Qu’en dites- 
Mr. Titmarsh, as Miss Brough would say ? ” ^ 

I think it remarkably good claret, sir,” says I. 

lEgad^ you ^re the right sort of fellow ! ” says the 
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captaiii; Volto sciolto, eh ? You respect our sleep- 
ing host yonder ? 

That I do, sir, as the first man in the city of Lon- 
don, and my managing director.^^ 

‘^And so do says Tidd; ‘^and this day fortnight, 
when I hn of age, I ’ll prove my confidence too.” 

As how ? ” says I. 

Why, sir, you must know that I come into — ahem 
— a consideri\ble property, sir, on the 14th of July, 
which my father made — in business.” 

Say at once he was a tailor, Tidd.” 

^^He was a tailor, sir, — but what of that? I’ve 
had a university education, and have the feelings of a 
gentleman ; as much — ay, perhaps, and more, than 
some members of an effete aristocracy.” 

^^Tidd, don’t be severe!” says the captain, drinking 
a tenth glass. 

Well, Mr. Titmarsh, when of age I come into a 
considerable property; and Mr. Brough has been so 
good as to say he can get me twelve hundred a year for 
my twenty thousand pounds, and I have promised to 
invest them,” 

‘^In the West Diddlesex, sir?” says I — ^4n our 
office?” 

‘^'N’o, in another company, of which Mr. Brough is 
director, and quite as good a thing. Mr. Brough is a 
. very old friend of my family, sir, and he has taken a 
great liking to me ; and he says that with my talents 
I ought to get into Parliament ; and then — and then ! 
after I have laid out my patrimony, I may look to 
matrimony y you see ! ” 

Oh, you designing dog ! ” says the captain. 

I used to lick you at school, who ever would have 
thought that I was thrashing a sucking statesman ? ” 

Talk away, boys 1 ” said Brough, waking out of 
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his sleep ; I only sleep with half an eye, and hear 
you all. Yes, you shall get into Parliament, Tidd my 
man, or my name’s not Brough ! You shall have six 
per cent for your money, or never believe me ! But 
as for my* daughter — ask her and not me. You, or 
the captain, or Titmarsh, may have her, if you can get 
her. All I ask in a son-in-law is, that he should be, 
as every one of you is, an honorable and high-minded 
man ! ” , 

Tidd at this looked very knowing ; and as our host 
sank off to sleep again, pointed archly at his eyebrows, 
and wagged his head at the captain. 

^^Bah!” says the captain. I say what 1 think; 
and you may tell Miss Brough if you like.” And so 
presently this (Conversation ended, and we were sum- 
moned in to coffee. After which the captain sang 
songs with Miss Brough ; Tidd looked at her and said 
nothing; I looked at prints, and Mrs. Brough sat knit- 
ting stockings for the poor. The captain was sneer- 
ing openly at Miss Brough and her affected ways and 
talk; but in spite of his bullying conteni]>tuous way, I 
thought she seemed to have a great regard for him, 
and to bear his scorn very meekly. 

At twelve Captain Fizgig went off to his barracks 
at Knightsbridge, and Tidd and I to our rooms. Next 
day being Sunday, a great bell woke us at eight, and 
at nine we all assembled in the breakfast-room, where 
Mr. Brough read prayers, a chapter, and made an ex- 
hortation afterwards, to us and all the memlxcrs of the 
household ; except the French cook, Monsieur Nong- 
tongpaw, whom I could see, from my chair, walking 
about in the shrubberies in his white nightcap, smok- 
ing a cigar. 

Every morning on week-days, punctually at eight, 
Mr. Brough went through the same ceremony, and 
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had his family to prayers ; but though this man was 
a hypocrite, as T found afterwards, 1 hn not going to 
laugh at the family jirayers, or say he was a hypocrite 
because he had them. There are many bad and good 
men who don’t go through the ceremony at all ; but 
I am sure the good men would be the better for it, 
and am not c.alled upon to settle the question with 
respect to tlie bad ones ; and therefore I have passed 
over a great deal of the religious part of Mr. BrougVs 
behavior : siilii(je it, that religion was always on his 
lips ] that he went to churcih thrice every Sunday, 
when he had not a ]>arty ; and if he did not talk re- 
ligion with us wluni we were alone, had a great deal 
to say upon tin' subjectt ui)on occasions, as I found 
one day when we had a Quaker and Dissenter paity 
to dine, and when his talk was as grave as that of 
any minister ])resent. Tidd was not there that day, 
— for nothing could make him forsake his Byron 
ribbon or refrain from wearing his collars turned 
down ; so Tidd was sent with tin*- buggy to Astley’s, 
And hark ye, Titmarsh my boy,” said he, leave 
your diamond pin up stairs : our friends to-day don^t 
like such gewgaws ; and though for my part I am no 
enemy to harmless ornaments, yet I would not shock 
the feeling of those who have sterner opinions. You 
will see that my wife and Miss Brough consult my 
wishes in this respect.” And so they did, — for they 
both came down to dinner in black gowns and tip- 
pets ; whereas Miss B. had commonly her dress half 
off her shoulders. 

The captain rode over several times to see us ; and 
Miss Brough seemed always delighted to see him. 
One day I met him as T was walking out alone by the 
river, and we had a long talk together* 

Mr. Titmarsh,” says he, from what little I bave 
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seen of you, you seem to be an honest straight^minded 
young fellow j and I want some information that you 
can give. Tell me, in the first place, if you will — 
and upon my honor it shall go no farth(3r — about 
this Insurance Company of yours ? You are in the 
city, and see how affairs are going on. Is your con- 
cern a stable one ? 

Sir,^^ said I, frankly then, and upon my honor 
too, I believe it is. It has been set. up only four 
years, it is true ; but Mr. Brough had a great name 
when it was established, and a vast connection. 
Every clerk in the ofii(ie has, to be sure, in a manner, 
paid for his place, either by taking shares himself, 
or by his relations taking them. I got mine because 
my mother, who is very poor, devotcnl a small sum of 
money that came to us to the jmrcliase of an annuity 
for herself and a provision for me. The matter was 
debated by the family and our attorneys, Messrs. 
Hodge and Smith ers, who are very well known in 
our part of the country ; and it was agreed on all 
hands that my mother could not do better with her 
money for all of us than invest it in this way. 
Brough alone is worth half a million of money, and 
his name is a host in itself. Nay, more : I wrote the 
other day to an aunt of mine, who has a considerable 
sum of money in loose cash, and who had consulted 
me as to the disposal of it, to invest it in our office. 
Can I give you any better proof of my opinion of its 
solvency ? 

Did Brough persuade you in any way ? 

Yes, he certainly spoke to me ; but he very hon- 
estly told me his motives, and tells them to us all as 
honestly. He says, ^ Gentlemen, it is my object to 
increase the connection of the office as much as pos* 
iible. I want to crush all the other offices in London^ 
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Our terms are lower than any olRcej and we can bear 
to have them lower, and a great business will come to 
us that way. But we must work ourselves as well. 
Every single shareholder and officer of the establish- 
ment must exert himself, and bring us customers, — 
no matter for how little they are engaged — engage 
them : that is the great point.’ And accordingly our 
director makes all his friends and servants share- 
holders ; his rvery lodge-porter yonder is a share- 
holder; and he thus endeavors to fasten upon all 
whom he comes near. I, for instance, have just been 
appointed over the heads of our gmits, to a much 
better place than 1 held. 1 am asked down here, and 
entertained royally ; and why ? Because my aunt 
has three tliousand pounds which Mr. Brough wants 
her to invest with us.” 

That looks awkward, Mr. Titmarsh.” 

^^Not a whit, sir: he makes no disguise of the 
matter. Wh(in the question is settled one way or 
the other, I don't believe Mr. Broiigli will take any 
further notice of me. But he wants me now. This 
place happencnl to fall in just at the very moment 
when he had need of me; and he hopes to gain over 
my family through me. He told me as much as we 
drove down. ‘ You are a man of the world, Titmarsh,’ 
said he ; ^ you know that I don’t give you this place 
because you are an lionest fellow, and write a good 
hand. If 1 had had a lesser bribe to offer you at the 
moment, I should only have given you that ; but I 
had no choice, and gave you what was in my power.” 

“That’s fair enough; but what can make Brough 
so eager for such a small sum as three thousand 
pounds ? ” 

“ If it had been ten, sir, he would have been not a 
bit more eager. You don’t know the city of London, 
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and the passion which our great men in the share^ 
market have for increasing their connection. Mr. 
Brough, sir, would (‘,anvass and wheedle a chimney, 
sweep* in the way of business. See, here is poor Tidd 
and his twenty thousand pounds. Our director has 
taken possession of him just in the same way. He 
wants all the capital he can lay his hands on.’’ 

Yes, and suppose he runs off witli the capital ? ” 

Mr. I^rough, of the firm of Brough#and Hoff, sir ? 
Suppose the Bank of Enghuid runs off ! But here we 
are at the lodge-gate. Let ’s ask Ga,tes, another of Mr. 
Brough’s victims.” And wc went in and spoke to old 
Gates. 

‘^Well, Mr. Gates,” says I, beginning the matter 
cleverly, ^‘you are one of my mastcu’s, you know, at 
the West Diddlescx yonder?” 

Yees, sure,” says old Gates, grinning. He was a 
retired servant, with a large family come to him in 
his old age. 

May I ask you what your wages are, Mr. Gates, 
that you can lay by so much money, and ])urchase 
shares in our company ? ” 

Gates told us his wages; and when we inquired 
whether they were paid regular]}', swore that liis imis- 
ter was the kindest gentleman in the world ; that he. 
had put two of his daughters into service, two of his 
sons to charity-schools, made one apprentice, and nar- 
rated a hundred other benefits that he liad received 
from the family. Mrs. Brough clotlied half the chil- 
dren ; master gave them blankets and coats in winter, 
and soup and meat all the year round. Th(u*e never 
*cWas such a generous family, sure, since the world 
began. 

Well, sir,” said I to the cai>tain, does that 
satisfy you? Mr. Brougli gives to these ]^eople fifty 



76 THE HISTORY OE SAMUEL TITMARSH 

times as mncli as he gains from them ; and yet he 
makes Mr. Gates take shares in our company 
^^Mr. Titmarsh/^ says the captain, ^^you are an 
honest fellow; and I confess your argument sounds 
well. Now tell me, do you know anything about 
Miss Brough and her fortune ? 

Brough will leave her everything — or says so.^^ 
But I suppose the captain saw some particular expres- 
sion in my coimtenance, for he laughed and said, — 

I suppose, my dear fellow, you think she ^s dear 
at the price. Well, I don’t know that you are far 
wrong.’^ 

Why then, if I may make so bold. Captain Fizgig, 
are you always at her heels ? ” 

Mr. Titmarsh,’’ says the captain, I owe twenty 
thousand pounds : and he went back to the house 
directly, and proposed for her. 

I thought this rather cruel and unprincipled con- 
duct on the gentleman’s part ; for he had been intro- 
duced to the family by Mr. Tidd, witli whom he had 
l>een at school, and had supplanted Tidd entirely in 
the great lauress’s affections. Brough stormed, and 
actually swore at his daughter (as the captain k)ld me 
afterwards), when lie heard that the latter liad ac- 
.cepted Mr. Fizgig; and at last, seeing the captain, 
made him give his word that the engagement should 
be kept secjret for a few months. And Cax)tain F. ' 
only made a confidant of me, and the mess, as he 
said: but this was after Tide! had paid his twenty 
thousand pounds over to our governor, which he did 
punctually when he came of age. The same day, to^, 
he proposed for the young lady, and I need not say 
was rejected. Presently the cajitain^s engagement 
began to be whispered alxmt : all his great relations, 
the Duke of Doncaster, the Earl of Cinqbars, the Earl 
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of Crabs, etc., came and visited the Brough family ; 
the Hon. Henry liingwood became a shareholder in 
our company, and the Earl of Crabs offered to be. 
Our shares rose to a premium ; our director, his lady, 
and daughter were presented at Court ; and the great 
West Diddlesex Association bid fair to be the first 
assurance office in the kingdom. 

A very short time after my visit to Eulham, my 
dear aunt wrote to me to say that she^liad consulted 
with her attorneys, Messrs. Hodge and Smithei’S, who 
strongly recommended that she should invest tlie sum 
as I a>dvised. She had tlie sum inv(^sted, too, in my 
name, paying me many comjdiments u])on my honesty 
and talent ; of which, she said, Mr. Brough had given 
her the* most flattering account. And at the name 
time my aunt informed me that at her death the 
shares should be my own. Tliis gave me a great 
weight in the company, as you may imagine. At onr 
next annual meeting, I attended in my capacity as a 
shareholder, and had great j)l(*asure in heaving Mr. 
Brougli, in a magnificent spetMdi, (hudani a dividend of 
six per cent, that we all received ovm* the counter. 

You lucky young scoundrel ! ” said Brough to me; 
^^do you know what made me give you your jdace?’^ 

«Why, my aunt’s money, to be sure, sir,” said I. 
such thing. Do you fancy I cared for those 
paltry three thousand pounds ? I was told you were 
nephew of Lady Drum; and Lady Drum is grand- 
mother of Lady Jane Preston ; and Mr. Preston is a 
man who can do ns a world of good. I knew that 
they had sent you venison, and the deuce knows 
what; and when I saw Lady Jane at my party shake 
you by the hand, and speak to you so kindly, I took 
all Abediiego’s tales for gospel. That was the reason 
you got the place, mark you^ and not on account of 



78 THE HISTOfty OE SAMUEt 'ITTMABSH. 


your miserable three thousand pounds. Well, sir, a 
fortnight after you was with us at Fulham, I met 
Preston in the House, and made a merit of having 
given the place to his cousin. ‘ Confound the insolent 
scoundrel!’ said he; '•he my cousin! I suppose you 
take all old Drum’s stories for true ? Why, man it ’s 
her mania : she never is introduced to a man but she 
finds out a cousinship, and would not fail of course 
with that cur pf a Titmarsh ! ’ ‘ Well,’ said f, laugh- 

ing, ‘that cur has got a good place in consequence, 
and the matter can’t be mtmded.’ So you see,” con- 
tinued our director, “ that yoii were indebted for your 
place, not to your aunt’^ money, but — ” 

“But to MV aunt’s diamond pin!” 

“Lucky rascal!” said Brough, poking m6 in the 
side and going out of the way. And lucky, in faith, I 
thought I was. 



CHAPTER VIII. 


BEIiATES THE HAPPIEST DAY OF SAMUEL 

titmabsh’s lifp:. 

I don’t know how it was that in the, course of the 
next six months Mr. lloundhand, the actuary, who 
had been such a profound admirer of Mr. Brough and 
the West Diddlesex Association, suddenly (piarrelled 
with both, and taking his money out of the concern, 
he disposed of his £5,000 worth of sliares to a pretty 
good profit, and went away, speaking everything that 
was evil both of the company and the director. 

Mr. Highmore now became secretary and actuary, 
Mr. Abednego was first clerk, and your humble ser- 
vant was second in the office at a salary of £200 
a-year. How unfounded were Mr. Roundhand’s asper- 
sions of the West Diddlesex appeared (piite clearly at 
our meeting in January, 182.3, when our chief director, 
in one of the most brilliant spceclies ever heard, de- 
clared that the half-yearly dividend was £4 per cent, 
at the rate of £8 per cent per annum ; and I sent to 
my aunt £120 sterling as the amount of the interest 
of the stock in my name. 

My excellent aunt, Mrs. Hoggarty, delighted beyond 
measure, sent me back £10 for my own pocket, and 
asked me if she had not better sell Sloppcrtoii and 
Squashtail, and invest all her money in this admir- 
able concern. 

On this point I cotild not surely do better than ask 
the opinion of Mr. Brough. Mr. B. told me that 
shares could not be had but at a premium j but on 



80 THE HISTOliY OF SAMUEL TITMABSH 


my representing tliat I knew of £5,000 worth, in the 
market at par, he said, — ‘^Well, if so, he would like a 
fair price for liis, and would not mind disposing of 
£5,000 worth as lie had rather a glut of West Diddle- 
sex shares, and his other concerns wanted feeding 
with rtjady money. At the end of our conversation, 
of which T promisc<l to report the purport to Mrs. 
Iloggarty, the dire(*,tor was so kind as to say that he 
had detorinined on creating a place of private secre- 
tary to the managing director, and that I should hold 
that office with an additional salary of £150. 

I had £250 a-year, Miss Sinitli had £70 per annum 
to her fortune. What had 1 said should be my line of 
conduct whenever I could realize £300 a-year ? 

Gus of course, and all the gents in our office 
through him, knew of my engagement with Mary 
Smith. Her father Inul been a commander in the 
navy and a very distinguished ofii(*cr; and though 
Mary, as T have said, only brought me a fortune of 
£70 a-year, and I, as everybody said, in my present 
position ill tlu^ office and the (uty of London, might 
have reasonably looked out for a lady with much 
' more money, yet iny friends agreed that the connec- 
tion was very respectable, and I was (content i as who 
would not have been with such a darling as Mary ? 
I am sure, for my part, 1 would not have taken the 
Lord Mayor’s own daughter in place of Mary, even 
with a plum to her fortune. 

Mr. Brough of course was made aware of ihy ap*- 
preaching marriage, as of everything else relating to 
every clerk in the office ; and I do believe Abediiego 
told him what we had for dinner every day. Indeed) 
his knowledge of our affairs was wonderful. 

He asked me how Mary’s money was invested. It 
was in the throe per cent Consols £2,333 6;^* 8d* 
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Remember/' says he, lad, Mrs. Sam Titmarsh 
that is to be may have seven per cent for lun* money 
at the very letst, and on better swurity than the Hank 
of England; for is not a comj)any of whi(*h Jolm 
Brough is the head better than any other company in 
England ? " And to be sure I thought he was not far 
wrong, and promised to speak to Mary’s guardians on 
the subject before our marriage. Lieutenant Smith, 
her grandfather, had been at the tiiist very much 
averse to our union. (I must confess that, one day 
finding me alone with her, and kissing, I believe, the 
tips of her little fingers, he had taken mo by the 
collar and turned me out of doors.) But Sam Tit- 
marsh, with a salary of £250 a-year, a promised for- 
tune of £150 more, and the right-hand man of Mr. 
John Jirough of London, was a v(u*y different man 
from Sam the poor clerk, and the poor clergyman’s 
^idow’s son ; and the old geiithnunn wrote me a kind 
letter enough, and begged me to get him six pairs of 
lamb’s-wool stockings and four ditto Avaist(H)ats from 
Romanis’, and tmeepted them too as a present from 
me when I went down in June — in happy June of 
1823 — to fetch my dear Mary away. 

. Mr. Brough was likewise kindly anxious about my 
aunt’s Slopperton and Squashtail property, which she 
had not as yet sold, as she talked of doing ; and, as 
Mr. B. represented, it was a sin and a shame that any 
person in whom he took such interest, as he did in all 
the relatives of his dear young friend, should only 
have three per cent for her money, Avhen she could 
have eight elsewhere. He always called me Sam 
now, praised me to the other young men (who brought 
the praises regularly to me), said there was a cover 
always laid for mo at Ftilham, and repeatedly took me 
thither. There was but little company wlieii I went ; 
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and M’Wliirter used to say he only asked me on days 
when he had his vulgar acquaintances. But I did 
,not care for the great people, not boin^born in their 
sphere; and indeed did not much care for going to 
the house at alb Miss Belinda was not at all to my 
liking. After her engagement with Captain Fizgig, 
and after Mr. Tidd had paid his £20,000 and Fizgig’s 
great relations had joined in some of our director’s 
companies, Mr. Brough declared he believed that 
Captain Fizgig’s views were mercenary, and i^ut him 
to the proof at onc(^, by saying tliat he must take 
Miss Brough Avithout a farthing, or not have her at 
all. Wliereui)on Captain Fizgig got an appointment 
in the colonies, and Miss Brougli became more ill- 
humored than ever. But 1 could not help thinking 
she was rid of a bad bargain, and pitying poor Tidd, 
who came bactk to the charge again more love-sick 
than ever, and was rebuffed pitilessly by Miss Belinda^ 
Her father jdaiiily told Tidd, too, that his visits were 
disagreeable to Belinda, and though he must always 
love and value him, he begged him to discontinue his 
calls at the Kookery. lk)or fellow ! he had paid his 
£^20,000 away for nothing ! for Avhat Avas hix per cent 
to him compared to six per cent and the hand of Miss 
Belinda Brough ? 

Well, Mr. Brough pitied the poor love-sick swain, 
as he called me, so much, and felt such a warm sym- 
pathy in my well-being, that he insisted on my going 
down to Somersetshire with a couple of months’ leave ; 
and away I went, as happy as a lark, with a couple 
of bran-new suits from Von Stiltz’s in my trunk (I 
had them made, looking forward to a certain event), 
and inside the trunk Lieutenant Smith’s fleecy hosiery; 
wrapping up a parcel of our prosi)ectuses and two 
letters from John Brough, Esq., to my mother our 
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worthy annuitant, and to Mrs. Hoggarty our excellent 
shareholder. Mr. Brough said 1 was all that the 
fondest fathen^ could wish, that he considcn'ed me as 
his own boy, and that he earnestly bogged Mrs. 
Hoggarty not to delay tht^ sale of her little landed 
property, as land was higli now and must fall ; wh(u*e- 
as the West Diddlesex Associiatiou sharers were (com- 
paratively) low, and must inevitably, in the course of 
a year or two, double, trebh^., <piadruple^ their present 
value. 

In this way T was prepar(‘d, and in this way T took 
leave of my dear (xus. As we frartcMl in the yard of 
the Bolt-in-Tun, Fleet Kti-cud., 1 felt that 1 never 
should go- back to Salisbury S<piare again, and had 
made my little present to thi^ landlady\s family ac- 
cordingly. She said 1 was the resp(*ctablest gentle- 
man she had ever had in her house : nor was that 
saying mu(‘h, for Bell Ijane is in tlie rules of tlu^ B'leet, 
and her lodgers used commonly to be prisoners on 
Rule from that place. As for (Bis, the poor fellow 
cried and blubbered so that he (H)uld not eat a morsel 
of the muttins and grilled ham with which I treated 
him for breahfast in the r»olt-in-l\in (M)ff("e-house ; 
and when I went away was waving his hat and his 
handkerchief so in the aridiway of the coach-office, 
that 1 do believe the wheels of the True Blue went 
over his toes, for I heard him roaring as we ])ass(Hl 
through the arch. Ah ! how different were my feel- 
ings as I sat proudly there on tln^ box by the side of 
Jim Ward, the (*,oa<dnuan, to those I had the last time 
I mounted that coivdi, jiarti ng from my dear Mary 
and coming to London with my dtamoxd pin! 

When arrived near home (at Grum])l<\y, three miles 
from our village, where the True Bbu; generally stops 
to take a ghrss of ale at th<‘ Bojjpleton Arms) it was 
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as if OUT Member, Mr* Poppleton himself, was come 
into the country, so great was the concourse of people 
assembled round the inn. And there was the land- 
lord of the inn and all the people of the village. 
Then there was Tom Wheeler, the post-boy, from 
Mrs. Rincer^s posting-hotel in our town ; he was riding 
on |jlie old bay jiosters, and they, Heaven bless us I 
were drawing my aunt’s yellow chariot, in which she 
never went ovt but thrice in a year, and in which she 
now sat in her splendid cashmere shawl and a new 
hat and feather. She waved a white handkerchief 
out of the window, and Tom Wheeler shouted out 

Huzza ! ” as did a number of the little blackguard 
boys of Grumpley : who, to be sure, would huzza for 
anything. What a change on Tom Wheeler’s part, 
however ! I remembered only a few years before how 
he had whipped me from the box of the chaise, as I 
was hanging on for a ride behind. 

Next to my aunt’s carriage came the four-wheeled 
chaise of Lieutenant Smith, R. K, who was driving 
his old fat pony with his lady by his side. I looked 
in the back seat of the chaise, and felt a little sad at 
seeing that Somebody was not there. But, 0 silly 
fellow! there was Somebody in the yellow r chariot 
with my aunt, blushing like a peony, I declare, and 
looking so happy! — oh, so happy and pretty! She 
had a white dress, and a light blue and yellow scarf, 
which my aunt said were the Hoggarty colors; 
though what the Hoggarties had to do with light blue 
and yellow, 1 don’t know to this day. 

Well, the True Blue guard made a great bellowing 
on his horn as his four horses dashed away ; the boys 
shouted again ; T was placed bodkin between Mrs,» 
Hoggarty and Mary ; Tom Wheeler cut into his bays ; 
the lieutenant (who had shaken me cordially by the 
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aB(i whose big dog did not make the slightest 
9,ttempt at biting me this time) beat his pony till its 
fat sides lathered again ; and thus in this, I may say, 
unexampled procession, I. arrived in triumph at our 
riBage, 

My dear mother and the girls, — Heaven bless 
themt — nine of them in their nankeen spencers (T 
bad something pretty in my trunk for each of them) 
^ could not afford a carriage, but liac^ posted them- 
selves on the road near the village : and there was 
suoh a waving of hands and handkerchiefs : and 
though my aunt did not much notice them, except by 
a majestic toss of the head, which is pardonable in a 
woman of her property, yet Mary wSmith did even more 
than I, and waved her hands as much as the whole 
nine. Ah ! how my dear mother cried and blessed 
me when we met, and (tailed me her souVs comfort 
and her darling boy, and looked at me as if I were a 
paragon of virtue and genius r whereas I was only a 
very lucky young fellow, tliat by the aid of kind 
friends had stepped rapidly into a very ])retty property. 

I was not to stay with my mother, — that had been 
arranged beforehand; for though she and Mrs. Hog* 
garty were not remarkably good friends, yet Mother 
said it was for my benefit that I should stay with my 
aunt, and so gave up the pleasure of having me with 
her : and though hers was much the humbler house of 
the two, I need not say I preferred it far to Mrs. 
Hoggarty’s more splendid one ; let alone the liorrible 
Rosolio, of which 1 was obliged now to drink gallons. 

It was to Mrs. H.’s then we were driven ; she had 
prepared a great dinner that evening, and hired an 
extra waiter, and on getting out of the carriage, she 
gave a sixpence to Tom Wheeler, saying that was for 
himself, and that she would settle with Mrs. Rincer 
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for tlie horses afterwards. At which Tom flung 
the sixpence upon the ground^ swore most violently, 
aind was very justly called by my aunt an impertinent 
fellow.” * . 

She had taken such a liking to me that she would 
hardly bear me out of her sight. We used to sit for 
morning after morning over her accounts, debating for 
hours together the propriety of selling the Slopperton 
property ; but po arrangement was come to yet about 
it, for Hodge and Smithers could not get the price 
she wanted. And,* moreover, she vowed that at her 
decease she would leave every shilling to me. 

Hodge and Smithers, too, gave a grand party, and 
treated me with marked consideration ; as did every 
single person of the village. Those who could not 
afford to give dinners gave teas, and all drank the 
health of the young couple ; and many a time after 
dinner or supper was .my Mary made to blush by the 
allusions to the change in her condition. 

The haj)py day for that ceremony was now fixed, 
and the 24th July, 1823, saw me the happiest husband 
of the prettiest girl in Somersetshire. We were 
iparried from my mother’s house, who would insist upon 
that at any rate, and the nine girls acted as brides- 
maids ; ay ! and Gus Hoskins came from town ex- 
press to be my groomsman, and had my old room at 
my mother’s, and stayed with her for a week, and 
cast a sheep’s-eye upon Miss Winny Titmarsh too, my 
dear fourth sister, as I afterwards learned. 

My aunt was very kind upon the marriage cere- 
mony, indeed. She had desired me some weeks 
previous to order three magnificent dresses for Mary 
from the celebrated Madame Mantalini of London, 
and some elegant trinkets and embroidered pocket- 
handkerchiefs from Howell and James’s. These 
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.were sent down to me, and were to be my present 
to the bride ; but Mrs. Hoggarty gave me to under- 
stand that I need never trouble myself about the pay- 
ment of the bill, and T thought her conduct very 
generous. Also she lent us her chariot for the wed- 
ding-journey, and made with her own hands a beauti- 
ful crimson satin reticule for Mrs. Samuel Titmarsh, 
her dear niece. It contained a huswife completely 
furnished with needles, et('., for she hoped Mrs. Tit- 
marsh would never negle(!t her needle ; and a purse 
containing some silver pennies, and a very curious 
pocket-piece. “As long sis you keep tliese, my 
dear,” said Mrs. Hoggarty, “you will never Avant; 
and fervently — fervently do I pray that you will 
keep them.” In the carriag(“-pocki't w(' found a ])apcr 
of biscuits and a bottle of Rosolio. We laughed at 
this, and made it over to Tom Wheeler — who, how- 
ever, did not seem to like it mnch lu'tter than Ave. 

I need not say I was married in Mr. Von Stiltz’s 
coat (the third and fouith coats, Heaven Indj) ns! in 
a year), and that ! Avore sj)ark]ing in my bosom the 
GREAT HOGGARTY HIAMONO. 



CHAPTER IX. 


BRINGS BACK SAM, HIS WIPE, AUNT, AND 
DIAMOND TO LONDON. 

V 

We pleased ourselves during the honeymoon with 
forming plans for our life in London, and a pretty 
paradise did we build for ourselves ! Well, we were 
but forty years old between us ; and, for my part, I 
never found any harm come of castle-building, but a 
great deal of jdeasure. 

Before I left London I had, to say the truth, looked 
round me for a proper placa;, liehtting persons of our 
small income ; and Gus Hoskins and 1, who hunted 
after oftice-liours in eou]des, had fixed on a very snug 
little cottage in Canulen 'I'owu, wla^re there was a 
garden that certain small people miglit play in when 
they came : a horse and gig-house, if ever we kept 
one, — and why not, in a few years ? — and a fine 
healthy air, at a reasonable distance from ’Change ; 
all for iti.'lO a-yoar. I had described this little spot 
to Mary as enthusiastically as Sancho describi's Lizias 
to Don Quixote ; and my dear wife was delighted with 
the prospect of housekeeping there, vowed she would 
cook all the best dishes herself (especially jam-pud- 
ding, of which I confess I am very fond), and promised 
Gus that he should dine with us at Clematis Bower 
every Sunday ; only he must not smoke those horrid 
cigars. As for Gus, he vowed he would have a room 
in the neighborhood too, for he could not bear to go 
back to Bell Lane, where we two had been so happy 
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tog&ther; and so good-natured Mary said she would 
ask my sister Wiiiny to come and keep her eoiupauy. 
At which Hoskins blushed, and said, Pooh ! nonsense 
now*” 

But all our hopes of a happj^, snug Clematis Lodge 
were dashed to the ground on our return from our 
little honeymoon excursion, when Mrs. lloggarty in- 
formed us tliat she was sick of the country, and was 
determined to go to London with her* dear iiepliew 
and niece, and keep house for them, and introduce 
them to her friends in the metropolis. 

What could we do? We wished lier at — Bath, 
certainly not in London. But tin re was no help for 
it; and we were obliged to bring her: for, as my 
mother said, if we offended her, her fortune would 
go out of our family ; and were we two young people 
not likely to want it ? 

So we came to town rather dismally in the carriage, 
posting the whole way : for the carriage must be 
brought, and a ])erson of my aunt’s rank in life could 
not travel by the stage. And 1 had to pay d£14 for 
the posters, which pretty nearly exhausted all my 
little hoard of cash. 

First we went into lodgings — into three s(its in 
three weeks. We quarrelled with the first landlady, 
because my aunt vowed that she cut a slice off the leg 
of mutton which was served for our dinner ; from the 
second lodgings we went because Aunt vowed the maid 
would steal the candles ; from the third we went be- 
cause Aunt lloggarty came down to breakfast the 
morning after our arrival with her face shockingly 
swelled and bitten by — never mind what. To cut 
a long tale short, I was half mad with the continual 
choppings and changings, and the long stories and 
scoldings of my aunt. As for her great acxjuain* 
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tances, none of them were in London ; and she niade 
it a matter of quarrel with me that I had not intro- 
duced her to John Brough, Esquire, M. P., and to 
Lord and Lady TiptofE her relatives. 

Mr. Brough was at Brighton when we arrived in 
town ; and on his return I did not care at first to tell 
our director that I had brought my aunt with me, or 
mention my embarrassments for money. He looked 
rather serious when perforce 1 spoke of the latter to 
him and asked for an advance; but when he heard 
that my lack of money had been occasioned by the 
bringing of my aunt to London, his tone instantly 
changed. ^^That, my dear boy, alters the question; 
Mrs. Hoggarty is of an age when all things must be 
yielded to her. Here are a hundred pounds; and I beg 
you to draw upon me whenever you are- in the least in 
want of money.’^ This gave me breathing-time until 
she should pay her share of the household expenses. 
And the very next day Mr. and Mrs. John Brough, in 
their splendid carriage-and-four, called upon Mrs. 
Hoggarty and my wife at our lodgings in Lamb’s 
Cpnduit Street, 

It was on the very day when my poor aunt appeared 
with her face in that sad condition ; and she did not 
fail to inform Mrs. Brough of the cause, and to state 
that at Castle Hoggarty, or at her country place in 
Somersetshire, she had never heard or thought of such 
vile, odious things. 

Gracious heavens ! ” shouted John Brough, Esquire, 
a lady of your rank to suffer in this way 1 — the ex- 
cellent relative of my dear boy, Titmarsh! Never, 
Madam — never let it be said that Mrs. Hoggarty of 
Castle Hoggarty should be subject to such horrible 
humiliation, while J ohn Brough has a home to offer 
her, — a humble, happy, Christian home, Madam; 
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though unlike, perhaps, the splendor to which you 
have been accustomed in the (*.ourse of your distin- 
guished career. Isabella my love ! — Bdinda ! speak 
to Mrs. Hoggarty. Tell livv that JoliU Brough’s house 
is hers from garret to cellar. 1 repeat it, Madam, 
from garret to cellar. I desire — I insist — I order, 
that Mrs. Hoggarty of Castle Hoggarty’s trunks should 
be placed this instant in my carriage ! Have the good- 
ness to look to them yourself, Mrs. Titigarsli, and see 
that your dear aunt’s comforts are better provided for 
than they have been.” 

Mary went away rather wondering at this order. 
But, to be sure, Mr. Brough was a great man, and her 
Samuel’s benefae-tor; and though the silly child abso- 
lutely began to cry as she ])ack(Ml and toiled a.t Aunt’s 
enormous valist's, yet she ])erformed the work, and 
came down with a smiling face to my aunt, who was 
entertaining Mr. and Mi*s. Brough with a long and 
particular account of the balls at the Castle, in Dublin, 
in Lord Charleville’s time. 

I have packed the trunks, Aunt, but I am not strong 
enough to bring them down,” said Mary. 

‘‘Certainly not, cej.’tainly not,” said John Brough, 
perhaps a little ashamed. “ Hallo ! George, Predejic, 
Augustus, come up stairs this instant, and bring down 
the trunks of Mrs. Hoggarty of Castle Hoggarty, which 
this young lady will show you.” 

Nay, so great was Mr. Brough’s condescension, that 
when some of his fashionable servants refused to med- 
dle with the trunks, he himself seized a pair of them 
with both hands, carried them to the carriage?, and 
shouted loud enough for all Lamb’s Conduit Street to 
hear,^“ John Brough is not proud — no, no ; and if his 
footmen are too high and mighty, he ’ll show them a 
lesson of humility,” 
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Mrs* Brougli was for running down stairs too, 
and taking the trunks from her husband; but they 
were too lu^avy for her, so she dontentod herself 
with sitting on * one, and asking all persons who 
passed her, whetlun* John Brough was not an angel 
of a man? 

In this way it was that my aunt left us. I was not 
aware of h(jr dt^parturo, for f was at the office at the 
time ; and strolling back at five with Gus, saw my dear 
Mary smiling and boi)bing from the window, and beck- 
oning to us both to come up. This I thought was very 
strange, because Mrs. Hoggarty could not abide Hos- 
kins, and indeed had told me n^peatc^dly that either 
she or he must quit the house. Well, we' went up stairs, 
and there was Mary, wlio had dried Inu* tears and re- 
ceived us with the most smiling of faces, and laughed 
and clap])ed her hands, and danced, and shook Gus^s 
hand. And what do you think the little rogue pro- 
posed ? I am blest if she did not say she would like 
to go to Viiuxhall ! 

As dinner wiis laid for three persons only, Gus took 
his seat Avith fear and trembling; and then Mrs. Sam 
Titmarsh rcdated the circumstances whic.h had occurred, 
and how Mrs. Hoggarty had been whisked away to Ful- 
ham in Mr. Brough^s splendid carriage-and-four. Let 
her go,’’ I am sorry to say, said I ; and indeed we rel- 
ished our veal-cutlets and jam-pudding a great deal 
more than Mrs. Hoggarty did her dinner off plate at 
the Kookery. 

We had a very merry party to Vauxhall, Gus insist- 
ing on standing treat; and you may be certain that 
my aunt, whose absence was prolonged for three weeks, 
was heartily welcome to remain away, for wo were 
much merrier and more comfortable without her. My 
little Mary nsed to make my brcjakfast before I went 
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to office of mornings ; and on Sundays we had a holi* 
day, and saw the dear little (diildren eat their boiled 
beef and potatoes at the Foundling, and heard the 
beautiful music: but, beautiful as it is, I think the 
children were a more beautiful sight still, and the look 
of their innocent happy faces was better than the 
best sermon. On week-days Mrs. Titmarsh would 
take a walk about five o’clock in the evening, on the 
left-hBXiiX side of Lamb’s (^^mduit Street, (as you go to 
Holborn) — ay, and sometimes j)ursue her walk as 
far as Snow Hill, when two young gents from the 
I. W. D. Fire^ and Life wcu'e ])retty sure^ to meet her; 
and then how happily all trudgc^cl off to dinner ! 
Once we came up as a nionst(U* of a man, with high 
heels and a gold-lieaded cams and whiskers all over 
his face, was grinning under Ma-iy’s bonnet, and chat- 
tering to her, close to Day and Martin’s Blacking Man- 
ufactory (not near such a handsome thing then as it is 
now) — there was the man chattering and ogling his 
best, when who should come up but Gus and I ? And 
in the twinkling of a pegpost, as Lord Duberley says, 
my gentleman was seized by the collar of his coat and 
found himself sprawling iimhu’ a stand of hackney- 
coaches; where all tlu^ watermen were grinning at liim. 
The best of it was, he left his head of hair and ivhtskers 
in my hand : but Mary said, Don’t be hard upon him, 
Samuel ; it ’s only a Freiiehiuan.” And so we gav(* 
him his wig back, which one of the grinning stabl(‘- 
boys put on and carried to him as he lay in the 
straw. 

He shrieked out something about ^^arretez,” and 
Fran^ais,” and champ-d’houmuir ; ” but we walked 
on, Gus putting his thumb to his nos(^ and stretching 
out his finger at Master Frenchniau. This made 
everybody laugh ; and so the adventure ended. 
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About ten days after my aunt’s departure came a 
letter from her, of which I give a copy : — 

“ My dear Neehew, — It was my earnest wish e’er this to 
have returned to London, where I am sure you and luy niece 
Titmarsh miss me very much, and where she, i)oor thing, 
quite inexperienced in the ways of ‘ the great uietropulus,’ in 
aconamy, and indeed in every qualaty recjiiasit in a good wife 
and the mistress of a famaly, can h.ardly manidge, I am sure, 
without me. ^ 

“ Tell her on no account to pay more than for the prime 
pieces, 4|d. for sou]) meat; and that the very best of London 
butter is to be had for 8^^/.; of course, for pudiis and the 
kitchin you ’ll employ a commoner sort. My trunks were 
sadly packed by Mrs. Titmarsh, and the hasp of the portnuuit' 
you-lock has gone througli my yellow satn. I have darned it, 
and woar it already twice, at two cdlygant (though qiiiat) 
evening-parties given by my hospatahlc host; and my pegreen 
velvet on Saturday at a grand dinner, when Lord Scaramouch 
handed me to table. Everything w'as in the most sumptions 
stijle. Soup top and bottom (wliite and brown), removed by 
turbit and sammon with immense holes of lobster-sauce^ Lob- 
sters alone cost 15.s\ Turbit, three guineas. The hole sammon, 
weighing, I hn sure, 15 lbs., and never seen at table again ; not 
a bitt of pickfed sammon the hole weak afterwards. This 
kind of extravigance would suit Mrs. Sam Titmarsh, who, 
as I always say, burns the candle at both ends. Well, young 
people, it is lucky for you you have an old aunt ■who knows 
better, and has a long purse: without witch, I dare say, some 
folks would be glad to see her out of doors. I don’t mean 
you, Samuel, who have, I must say, been a dutiful nephew to 
me. Well, I dare say I sha’n’t live long, and some folks won’t 
be sorry to have me in my grave. 

“Indeed, on Sunday I was taken in my stomick very ill, 
and thought it might have been the lobster-sauce; but Doctor 
Blogg, who was called in, said it was, he very much feared, 
cumsumptivej but gave me some pills and a draft w*' made me 
better. Please call upon him — he lives at Pimlico, and you 
walk out there after office hours — and present him with 
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£l Is., with my compliments. I have no money here but a 
.£10 note, the rest being locked up in my box at LamVs 
Cuiidit Street. 

‘‘ Although the flesh is not neglected in Mr. B.’s sumptions 
establishn^nt, I can assure you the sperrit is likewise cared 
for. Mr. B. reads and igspounds every morning; and o but 
his exorcises refresh the hungry sole before breakfast ! Every- 
thing is in the handsomest style, — silver and goold plate 
at breakfast, lunch, and dinner; and his crest and motty, a 
behive, with the Latn word hichiatria, meaning industry, on 
everything — even on the chany juggs and things in my bedd- 
room. On Sunday we were favored by a special outpouring 
from the Rev. Grimes Wapshot, of the Amabaptist Congriga- 
tion here, and who egshorted for 3 hours in the afternoon in 
Mr. B.’s private chapel. As the widow of a Hoggarty, I have 
always been a stanch supporter of the established Church of 
England and Ireland; but I must say Mr. Wapshot^s stirring 
way was far superior to that of the Rev. Bland Blenkinsop of 
the Establishment, who lifted up his voice after dinner for a 
short discourse of two hours. 

“ Mrs. Brough is, between ourselves, a poor creature, and 
has no sperrit of her own. As for Miss B., she is so saucy 
that once I promised to box her years; and would have left 
the house, had not Mr. B. taken ray part, and Miss made me a 
suitable apology. 

“ I don’t know when T shall return to town, being made 
refdly so welcomb here. Doctor Blogg says the air of Fulham 
is the best in the world for my simtums; and as the ladies of 
the house do not choose to walk out with me, the Rev. 
Grimes Wapshot has often been kind enough to lend me his 
arm, and ’t is sweet with such a guide to wander both to 
Putney and Waddsworth, and igsaniin the wonderful works of 
nature. I have spoke to him about the Slopperton property^ 
and he is not of Mr. B.’s opinion that I should sell it; but on 
this point I shall follow my own counsel. 

“ Meantime you must gett into more comfortable lodgings, 
and lett my bedd be warmed every night, and of rainy days 
have a fire in the grate; and let Mrs. Titmarsh look up my 
blue silk dress, and turn it against I come; and there is my 
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purple spencer she can have for herself; and I hope she does 

ndt wear those three splendid gowns you gave her, b\it keep 

them until letter times. I shall soon introduse her to my 

friend Mr. Brough and others of my acquaintances; and am 

always Your loving Aunt; 

* 

I have ordered a chest of the Rosolio to be sent from Som- 
ersetshire. When it conies, please to send half down here 
(paying the caiTiage, of course). 'T will be an acceptable 
present to my kjnd entertainer, Mr. B.” 

This letter was brought to me by Mr. Brough him- 
self at the office, who ajiologized to me for having 
broken the ,seal by inadvertence ; for the letter had 
been mingled witlx some, more of his owm, and he 
opened it without looking at the superscription. Of 
course he had not read it, and I was glad of that ; for 
I should not have liked him to see my aunt’s opinion 
of his daughter and lady. 

The next day, a gentleman at Tom’s Coffee-house, 
Cornhill, sent me word at the office that he wanted 
particularly to speak to me: and 1 stepped thither, 
and found luy old friend Smithers, of the house of 
^odge and Smithers, just off the coach, with his 
carpet-bag between his legs. 

“Sain my boy,” said he, “you are your aunt’s heir, 
and I have a piece of news for you regarding her 
property which you ought to know. She wrote us 
down a letter for a chest of that home-made wine of 
hers which she calls Rosolio, and which lies in our 
warehouse along with her furniture.” 

“Well,” says I, smiling, “she may part with as 
muQh Epsolio as she likes for me. I cede all my 
right.” ^ 

“PshaT^ says Smithers, “it’s not that; though 
her furniture puts us to a deuced inconvenience, to 
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be sure — it not that : but, in the postscript of her 
letter, she orders us to advertise the Slopperton and 
Squashtail estates for immediate sale, as she purposes 
placing her capital elsewhere.” 

I knew that the Slopperton and Scpiashtail prop- 
erty had been the source of a very pretty income to 
Messrs. Hodge and Sinithers, for Aunt was always 
at law with her tenants, and paid dearly for her li- 
tigious spirit ; so that Mr. Smithers^s Concern regard- 
ing the sale of it did not seem to. me to be cpiite 
disinterested. 

^^And did you come to London, Mr. Smithers, ex- 
pressly to acquaint me with this fact ? It seems to 
me you had much better have obeyed my aunt’s in- 
structions at once, or go to her at Fulham, and consult 
with her on this subject.” 

’Sdeath, Mr, Titinarsh ! don^t you see that if 
she makes a sale of Iku* pro2)erty, slie will hand 
over the money to lirough; and if Brough gets the 
money he — ” 

^‘Will give lier seven per cent for it instead of 
three, — there ’s no harm in that.” 

^^Biit there’s such a thing as security, look you. 
He is a warm man, certainly — very warm — quite 
resijeotable — most undoubtedly respectable. But 
who knows ? A i^anic may take place ; and then 
these five hundred companies in whicli he is engag(?d 
may bring him to ruin. There’s the Ginger Beer 
Company, of which Brough is a director: awkward 
reports are abroad concerning it. The Consolidated 
Baffin’s Bay Muff and Tippet Company the shares 
are down very low, and Brough is a director there. 
The Patent Pump Company — shares at 65, and a 
fresh call, which nobody will pay.” 

Nonsense, Mr. Smithers ! Has not Mr. Brough 
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five hundred thousand pounds’ worth of shares in the 
Independent Wp:st Dtddlesex, and is that at a 
discount ? Who recommended my aunt to invest her 
money in that speculation, I should like to know ? ” 
1 had him there. 

Well, well, it is a very good speculation, cer- 
tainly, and has brought you three hundred a year, 
Sam my boy ; and you may thank us for the interest 
we took in yoh (indeed, we loved you as a son, and 
Miss Hodge has not recovered a certain marriage 
yet). You don’t intend to rebuke us for making your 
fortune, do you ? ” 

No, hang it, no ! ” says I, and shook hands with 
him, and accepted a glass of sherry and biscuits, 
which he ordered forthwith. 

Smithers returned, however, to the charge. — 
Sam,” he said, ‘‘ mark my words, and take your aunt 
away from the Rookery. She wrote to Mrs. S. along 
account of a reverend gent with whom she walks out 
there, — the Rev. Grimes Wapshot. That man has 
an eye upon her. He was tried at Lancaster in the 
year ’14 for forgery, and narrowly escaped with his 
i\eck. Have a care of him — ho has an eye to her 
money.” 

Nay,” said I, taking out Mrs. Hoggarty’s letter : 
^^read for yourself.” 

He read it over very carefully, seemed to be 
amused by it; and as he returned it to me, Well, 
Sam,” he said, have only two favors to ask of you : 
one is, not to mention that I am in town to any living 
soul; and the other is to give me a dinner in Lamb’s 
Conduit Street with your pretty wife.” 

promise you both gladly,” I said, laughing. 
^^But if you dine with us, your arrival in town must 
be known, 'for my friend Gus Hoskins dines with us 
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likewise ; and has done so nearly every day since my 
aunt went.” 

He laughed too, and said, We must swear Gus to 
secrecy over a bottle.” And so we parted till dinner- 
time. 

The indefatigable lawyer pursued his attack after 
dinner, and was supported by Gus and by my wife 
too ; who certainly was disinterested in the matter — 
more than disinterested, for she wouhl have given a 
great deal to be spared my aunt^s company. But she 
said she saw the force of Mr. Smithers’s arguments, 
and I admitted their justice with a sigli. However, I 
rode my high horse, and vowed that my aunt should 
do what she liked with her money; and that I was 
not the man who would influence her in any way in 
the disposal of it. 

After tea, the two gents walked away together, and 
Gus told me that Smithers had asked him a thousand 
questions about the ofii(je, about Brough, about me 
and my wife, and everything concerning us. ^^You 
are a lucky fellow, Mr. Hoskins, and seem to be the 
friend of this charming young couple,” said Smithers; 
and Gus confessed he was, and said he had dined 
with us fifteen times in six weeks, and that a better 
and more* hospitable fellow than I did not exist. This 
I state not to trumpet my own praises, — no, no ; but 
because these questions of Smithers’s had a good deal 
to do with the subsequent events narrated in this 
little history. 

Being seated at dinner the next day off the cold leg 
of mutton that Smithers had admired so the day 
before, and Gus as usual having his legs under our 
mahogany, a hackney-coach drove up to the door, 
which we did not much heed: a step was heard on 
the floor, which we hoped might be for the two-pair 
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lodget^ when who should butst into the room but 
Mrs. Hoggarty herself! Gus, who was blowing the 
froth off a pot of porter preparatory to a delicious 
drink of the beverage, and had been making us die 
of laughing with his stories and jokes, laid down the 
pewter pot as Mrs. fl. came in, and looked quite sick 
and pale. Indeed wc all felt a little uneasy. 

My aunt looked haughtily in Mary’s face, then 
fiercely at Q us,, and saying, It is too true — my poor 
boy — already / ” flung herself hysterically into my 
arms, and swore, almost choking, that she would 
never, never leave me. 

I coujd not understand the meaning of this extraor- 
dinary agitatioti on Mrs. Hoggarty’s jjart, nor could 
any of us. She refused Mary’s hand when the poor 
thing rather nervously offe.red it; and when Gus 
timidly said, “ I think, Sam, I ’m rather in the way 
here, and i)erhaps — had better go,” Mrs. II. looked 
him full in the face, pointed to the door majestically 
with her • forefinger, and said, ‘^I think sir, you had 
better go,” 

hope Mr. Hoskins will stay as long as he 
pleases,^’ said my wife, with spirit. 

Of course you hope so, Madam,” answered Mrs. 
Hoggarty, very sarcastic. But Mary’s speech and my 
aunt’s were quite lost upon Gus ; for he had instantly 
run to his hat, and I heard him tumbling down stairs. 

The quarrel ended as usual, by Mary’s bursting into 
a fit of tears, and by my aunt’s repeating the assertion 
that it was not too late, she trusted ; and from that 
day forth she would never, never leave me. 

^^What could have made Aunt return and be so 
angry ? ” said I to Mary that night, as we were in 
our own room; but my wife protested she did not 
know : and it was only some time after that I found 
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out the reasoti of this quarrel, atid of Mrs. H.^s sudden 
reappearance. 

The horrible, fat, coarse little Smithers told me the 
matter as a very good joke only the other year, when 
he showed me the letter of Hickson, Dixon, Paxton, 
and Jackson, which has before been quoted in my 
Memoirs. 

^‘Sam my boy,’’ said he, “you were determined to 
leave Mrs. Hoggarty in Brough’s clutches at the 
Rookery, and T was (letermined to have her away. I 
resolved to kill two of your mortal enemies with one 
stone as it wcn-e. It was (juite clear to me that the 
Rev. Grimes Wapshot had an eye to your aunt’s for- 
tune ; and that Mr. Brough had similar predatory 
intentions regarding her. Predatory is a mild word, 
Sam ; if I had said robbery at once, I should express 
my meaning clearer. 

“Well, I took the Fulham stage, and, arriving, 
made straight for the lodgings of the reverend gentle- 
man. ‘ Sir,’ said I, on finding that worthy gent, — he 
was drinking warm brandy-and-water, Sam, at two 
o’clock in the day, or at least the room smelt very 
strongly of that beverage — ^ Sir,’ says I, ^ you were 
tried for forgery in the year ’14, at Lancaster assizes.’ 

“ ^ And acquitted, sir. My innocence was by Provi- 
dence made clear,’ said Wapshot. 

“ ‘ But you were not acquitted of embezzlement in 
’16, sir,’ says I, ‘ and passed two years in .York gaol 
in consequence.’ I knew the fellow’s history, for I 
had a writ out against him when he was a preacher 
at Clifton. I followed up my blow. ^Mr. Wapshot,’ 
said I, ^you are making love to an excellent lady now 
at the house of Mr. Brough ; if you do not promise to 
give up all pursuit of her I will expose you.’ 

have promised,’ said Wapshot, rather surprised^ 
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and looking more easy, have given my solemn 
promise to Mr. Brough, who was with me this very 
morning, storming, and scolding, and swearing. Oh, 
sir, it would have frightened you to hear a Christian 
babe like him swear as he did.’ 

^Mr. Brough been liere?’ says T, rather astonished. 

^^‘Yes; I suppose you are both here on the same 
scent,’ says Wapshot. ^You want to marry the 
widow with the Slo])perton and Squashtail estate, do 
you ? Well, well, have your way. I ’ve promised 
not to have anything more to do with the widow, 
and a Wapshot’s honor is sacred.’ 

sup])ose, sir,’ says 1, ^ Mr. Brough has threat- 
ened to kick you out of doors if you call again.’ 

^^^You ham been with him, I see,’ says the rever- 
end gent, with a shrug: then I remembered what you 
had told mo of the brokcni seal of your letter, and 
have not the slightest doubt that Brough opened and 
read every word of it. 

^‘Well, the first bird was bagged: both I and 
Brough had had a shot at him. Now I had to fire at 
the whole Kookery; and off I went, primed and 
loaded, sir, — primed and loaded. 

It was past eight when 1 arrived, and I saw after 
I passed the lodge-gates, a figure that I knew, w^alking 
in the shrubbery — that of your respected aunt, sir; 
but I wished to meet the amiable ladies of the house 
before I saw'' her ; because look, friend Titinarsh, I 
saw by Mrs. Hoggarty’s letter, that she and they were 
at daggers drawn, and hoped to get her out of the 
house at once by means of a quarrel with them.” 

I laughed, and owned that Mr. Smithers was a very 
cunning fellow. 

^^Aii luck would have it,” continued he, ^^Miss 
Brough was -in the drawing-room twangling on a 
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guitar, and singing most atrociously out of tune ; but 
as I entered at the door, T cried ^ Hush ! ’ to the foot- 
man, as loud as possible, stood stock-still, and then 
walked forward on ti])too lightly. Miss B. could see 
in the glass every movement that I made ; she i)re- 
tended not to see, how(ivor, and finished the song with 
a regular roulade. 

Gracious heaven!’ said 1, ^do. Madam, pardon 
mo for interrupting that dcdicioiis Imrmony, — for 
coming unaware upon it, for daring uninvited to 
listen* to it.’ 

“ ‘ Do you come for Mamma, sir ? ’ said Miss Brough, 
with as much gracioiisness as her physiognomy could 
command. ^ I am Miss Ifeough, sir.’ 

wish, Madam, you idould let mo not breathe a 
word regarding my business until you have sung 
another charming strain.’ 

^^She did not sing, but looked pleased, and said, 
^ La ! sir, what is your business ? ’ 

^^^My business is with a lady, your respected 
father’s guest in this house.’ 

^ Oh, Mrs. Hoggarty ! ’ says Miss Broiigli, flounc- 
ing tpwards the bell, and ringing it. ‘John, send to 
Mrs. Hoggarty, in the shrubbery ; lujre is a gentleman 
who wants to see her.’ 

“ ‘ I know,’ continued T, ‘ Mrs. Hoggarty’s peculiar- 
ities as well as any one. Madam ; and aware that tliose 
and her education are not such as to make her a fit 
companion for you, I know you do not like lier ; she 
has written to us in Somersetshire that you do not 
like her.’ 

“ ‘ What ! she has been abusing us to her friends, 
has she ? ’ cried Miss Brough (it was the very point I 
wished to insinuate). ‘ If she does not like us, why 
does she not leave us ? ’ 
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^ She has made rather a long visit/ said I ; ^ and I 
am sure that her nephew and niece are longing fot 
her return. Pray, Madam, do not move, for you may 
aid me in the object for which I come/ 

The object for which I came, sir, was to establish 
a re.giilar battle-royal between tlie two ladies : at the 
end of which I intended to appeal to Mrs. Hoggarty) 
and say that she ought really no longer to stay in a 
house with th« members of which she had such un* 
happy differences. Well, sir, the battle-royal was 
fought, — Miss Jkdiiida opening the lire, by laying 
she understood Mrs. Hoggarty had been calumniating 
her to her friends. But though at the end of it Miss 
rushed out of the room ioria rage, and vowed she 
would leave her home unli^is that odious woman left 
it, your dear aunt said, ‘ Ha ! ha ! I know the mine’s 
vile stratagems ; but thank Heaven ! I have a good 
heart, and my religion enables me to forgive her. I 
shall not leave her excellent papa’s house, or vex by 
my departure that worthy, admirable man.’ 

I then tried Mrs. H. on the score of compassion. 

^ Your niece,’ said 1, ‘ Mrs. Titmarsli, Madam, has 
been of late, Sam says, rather poorly, — qualmish of 
mornings, iladain, — a little nervous, and low in 
spirits, — symptoms, Madam, that are scarcely to be 
mistaken in a young married person.’ 

Mrs. Hoggarty said she had an admirable cordial 
that she would send Mrs. Samuel Titmarsh, and She 
was perfectly certain it would do her good. 

With very great unwillingness I was obliged now 
|o bring my last reserve into the field, and may tell 
you what that was, Bam my boy, now that the matter 
is so long passed. ^ Madam,’ said I, ^ there ’s a matter 
about which I must speak, though indeed I searcely 
dare. I dined with your nephew yesterday, and met 
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at his table a young man — a young man of low man- 
ners, but evidently one who has blinded your nephew, 
and I too much fear has succeeded in making an im- 
pression upon your niece. His name is Hoskins, 
Madam; and when I state that he who was never 
in the house during your presence there, has dined 
with your too-confiding nephew sixteen times in 
three weeks, I may leave you to imagine what 1 
dare not — dare not imagine myself.’ i 

“The shot told. Your aunt bounced up at once, 
and in ten minutes more was in my carriage, on our 
way back to London. There',, sir, was not that 
generalship ? ” 

“And you played this pretty ti'iek off at my wife’s 
expense, Mr. Smithers,” said I. 

“At your wife’s expense, certainly; but for the 
benefit of both of you.” 

“It’s lucky, sir, that you are an old man,” I 
replied, “and that the affair hap])ened ten years ago; 
or, by the Lord, Mr. Smithers, I would have given 
you such a horsewhipping as you never heard of ! ” 

But this was the way in whicli Mrs. Hoggariy was 
brought back to her relatives ; and this was the rea- 
son why we took that house in Benrard Street, the 
doings at which must now be described. 



CHAPTER X. 


OF sam’s private affairs, and op the firm of 

BROUOH AND HOFF. 

t 

We took a genteel house in Bernard Street, Rus- 
sell Square, and luy aunt sent tor all her furniture 
from the country ; which would have filled two such 
houses, hut tvhich came j)retty cheay) to us young 
housekeeyiers, as we had only to yiay the carriage of 
the goods from Bristol. 

When I brought Mrs. H. her third half-year’s divi- 
dend, having not for four months toiudied a shilling 
of her money, T must say she gave me dB.TO of the £80, 
and told me that was amjde j)ay for the board and 
lodging of a yioor old woman like her, who did not eat 
more than a syiarrow. 

I have myself, in the country, seen her eat nine 
sparrows in a pudding ; but she was rich, and I could 
not complain. If she saved £600 a-year, at the least, 
by living with us, why, all the savings would one day 
come to me ; and so Mary and I consoled ourselves, 
and tried to manage matters as well as we might. It 
was no easy task to keey) a mansion in Bernard Street 
and save money’ out of £470 a-year, which was my in- 
come. But what a lucky fellow I was to have such 
an income ! 

As Mrs. Hoggarty left the Rookery in Smithers’s 
carriage, Mr. Brough, with his four grays, was enter- 
ing the lodge-gate ; and I should like to have seen the 
looks of these two gentlemen, as the one was carrying 
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the other’s prey off, out of his own very den, under 
his very nose* 

He came to see her the next day, and protested 
that he would not leave fche house until she left it 
with him : that lie had heard of his daughter’s infa- 
mous conduct, and had seen her in tears — in tears, 
Madam, and on her knees, imploring heaven to pardon 
her!” But Mr. B. was obliged to leave the house 
without my aunt, who had a causa majqr for staying, 
and hardly allowed poor Mary out of her sight, — 
opening every one of the letters that came into the 
house directed to my wife, and suspecting hers to 
everybody. Mary never told me of all this i)ain for 
many, many years afterwards ; but had always a 
smiling fa|^e for her husband when he came home from 
his work. *As for poor Gus, my aunt had so frightened 
him, that he never once showed his nose in the jdace 
all the time we lived there; but used to be content 
with news of Mary, of whom he was as fond as he 
was of me. 

Mr. Brough, when my aunt left him, was in a 
Turious ill hunioi’ with me. He found fault with me 
ten times a day, and openly, before the gents of the 
office; but I let him one day know j)retty smartly 
that I was not only a servant, but a considerable 
shareholder in the company; that I defied him to find 
fault with my work or my regularity ; and that I was 
not minded to receive any insolent language from 
him or any man. He said it was always so ; that he 
had never cherished a young man in his bosom, but 
the ingrate had turned on him ; that he was accus- 
tomed to wrong and undutifuliiess from his children, 
and that he would pray that the sin might be for- 
given me. A moment before he had been cursing and 
swearing at me, and speaking to me as if I had been 
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his shoeblack. But, look you, I was not going to put 
up with any more of Madam Brough’s airs, or of his* 
With me they might act as they thought fit ; but I 
did not choose that my wife should be passed over by 
them, as she had been in the matter of the visit to 
Fulham. 

Brough ended by warning me of Hodge and Smith- 
ers. Beware of these men,” said he ; but for my 
honesty, your’ aunt’s landed proj)erty would have been 
sacrificed by these cormorants: and when, for her 
ben(dit — which you, obstinate young man, will not 
perceive — T wished to dis])oso of her land, her attor- 
neys actually had the audacity — the unchristian 
avarice I may say — to ask ten ])er cent commission 
on the sale.” ^ 

There might be some truth in this, I thought ; a1? 
any rate, when rogues fall out, honest men come by 
their own : and now I began to suspect, I am sorry to 
say, that both tlu*- attorney and the director had a 
little of the rogue in tludr composition. It was espe- 
cially about my wife’s fortune tlnit Mr. B. showed his 
cloven foot ; for ])roposing, as usual, that I should 
purchase shares with it in our company, I told him 
tiiat my wife was a minor, and as such her little for- 
tune was vested out of my control altogether. He 
flung away in a rage at this ; and I soon saw that he 
did not care for me any more, by Abednego’s manner 
to me. No more holidays, no more advances of 
money, had I ; on the contrary, the private clerkship 
at £50 Was abolished, a<nd I found myself on my £250 
a-year again. Well, what then? it was always a 
good income, and I did my duty, and laughed at the 
director. 

About this time, in the beginning of 1824, th^ 
Jamaica Ginger Beer Company shut up shop ~ ex- 
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ploded, as Gus said, with a bang ! The Patent Pump 
shares were down to £15 ii])on a paid-up capital of 
£66. Still ours were at a high premium; and the 
Independent West Diddlescx held its head up as 
proudly as any office in London. Eoundhand^s abuse 
had had some influence against the director, certainly; 
for he hinted at malversation of shares : but the com- 
pany still stood as united as the Hand-iii-lland, and 
as firm as the Rock. 

* 

To return to the state of affairs in Bernard Street, 
Russell Square : My aunt’s old finmiture erairuned 
our little rooms ; and my aunt’s enormous old jing- 
ling grand i)iano, witli crook(*d h*g8 Jind lialf the 
strings broken, occii])ied tliree-fouiths of the little 
drawing-room. Here used Mrs. 11. to sit, and play 
us, for hours, sonatas that were in fashion in Lord 
Charleville’s time ; and sung with a cracked voice, till 
it was all that we could do to nd'rain from laughing. 

And it was queer to i*emark the (diange that had 
taken place in Mrs. Hoggarty’s character now: for 
whereas slie was in the (country among the tbpping 
persons of the village, and <piit(^ content with a tea- 
party at six and a game of two-penny whist after- 
wards, — in London she would never dine till seven; 
would have a fly from the nuuvs to drive in the Park 
twice a week; mt and uncut, and ripped up and 
twisted over and over, all her old gowns, flounces, 
caps, and fallals, and kept my poor Mary from morn- 
ing till night altering them to the present mode. 
Mrs. Ifoggarty, moreover, ai^peared in a new wig; 
and, I am sorry to say, turned out with such a pair of 
red cheeks as Na,ture never ga.ve her, and as made all 
the people in Bernard Street stare, where they are not 
as yet used to such fashions. 

Moreover, she insisted upon our establishing a ser^ 
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vaiit in livery, — a boy, that is, of about sixteen, — 
who was dressed in one of the old liveries that she 
had brought with lier from Somersetshire, decorated 
with new cuffs and collars, and new buttons : on the 
latter were rey)resented the united crests of the Tit- 
marshes and Hoggarties, viz. a tomtit rampant and 
a hog in armor. I thought this livery and crest- 
button rather absurd, I must confess; though my 
family is very ancient. And heavens ! what a roar 
of laughter was raiscnl in the office one day, when the 
little servant in the big livery, with the immense 
cane, walked in and brought me a message from Mrs. 
Hoggarty of Ojistle Hoggarty ! FurtlH^rniore, all let- 
ters were deliveriHl on a silven* tray. If we had had a 
baby, I believe aunt would have had it down on the 
tray: but there was as yet no foundation for Mr. 
Smither’s insinuation u])on that score, any more than 
for his other cowardly fabric.ation before narrated. 
Aunt and Mary used to walk gravedy uj) and down 
the New Road, with the boy following with his great 
gold-headed stick ; but though there was all this cere- 
mony and parade, and aunt still talked of her acquain- 
tances, we did not see a single person from week’s 
end to week’s (uid, and a more dismal house tlian ours 
could hardly Ik‘ found in London town. 

On Sundays, Mi*s. Hoggarty used to go to St. Pan- 
eras Church, then just built, and as handsome as 
Covent Garden Theatre; and of evenings, to a meet- 
ing-house of the Anabay)tists ; and that day, at least, 
Mary and I had to ourselves, — for we chose to have 
seats at the Foundling, and heard the charming music 
there, and my wife used to look wistfully in the pretty 
children’s faces, — and so, for the matter of that, did 
I. It was not, however, till a year after our marriage 
that she spoke in a way which shall be here passed 
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over, but which filled both her and me Avith inexpres- 
sible joy. 

I ]*emeniber she had the news to give me on the 
very day when the Muff and Tippet Company shut 
up, after swallowing a caj)ital of ^^300,000 as some 
said, and nothing to show for it exe.e})t a treaty with 
some Indians, who liad afteiuvards tomahawked the 
agent of the company. Some people said there were 
no Indians, and no agent to be tomahawked at all ; 
but that the whole had been invcmted in a house in 
Crutched Friars. Well, 1 j)itie(l poor Tidd, whose 
£20,000 were thus gone in a year, and wlioni I met in 
the city that day witli a most ghastly ta(*.c. He had 
£.1,000 of d(d)ts, lie said, and talked of shooting him- 
self; but he was only arrested, and passed a long 
time in the Fleet. Mary’s didightful news, however, 
soon put Tidd and the Muff and Tippet Company out 
of my head ; as you may fancy. 

Other circumstances now ocicurred in the city of Lon- 
don which sociiuhI to show that our director was — 
what is not to be found in Johnson’s “ Dictionaiy ” 
— rather shaky. Three of his companies had broken ; 
four more were in a notoriously insolvent state ; and 
even at the meetings of the directors of the West Did- 
dlesex, some stormy Avords passed, Avhicdi ended in the 
retirement of several of the board. Friends of Mr. Ik’s 
filled up their places: Mr. Puppet, Mi*. Straw, Mr. 
Query, and other resjiectable gents, coming forward 
and joining the concern. Brough and Hoff’ dissolved 
partnership ; and Mr. B. said he had quite enough to 
do to manage the. 1. W. D., and intended gradually to 
retire from the other affairs. Indeed, such an asso- 
ciation as ours Avas enough Avork for any man, let 
alone the x^i^'idiameiitary duties Avhich Ih'ough was 
called on to perform, and the seventy-two lawsuits 
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which burst iipou him as principal director of the late 
companies, 

I^^rhaps I should here describe the desperate at- 
tempts made by Mrs. TIoggarty to introduce herself 
into genteel life. Strange to say, although we had my 
Lord Tiptoff’s word to the contrary, she insisted upon 
it that she and Lady Drum were intimately related; 
and no sooner did she read in the ‘‘ Morning Post ” of 
the arrival of her ladyship and her granddaughters in 
London, than she ordered the fly before mentioned, and 
left cards at their respective hons(^s : her card, that is 
^^Mrs. Hoggartv of Castlk HmsoAUTv,” magnifi- 
cently engraved in gothic letters a,nd flourishes ; and 
ours, viz. Mr. and Mrs. S. Titmarsh,^’ which she had 
printed for the purpose. 

She would have stormed Lady Jane Preston’s door 
and forced her way up stairs, in spite of Mary’s en- 
treaties to tlie contrary, had the footman who received 
her card given In^r the least encouragement ; but that 
functionary, no doubt struck by the oddity of her ap- 
pearance, ])laeod himself in the front of the door, and 
declared that he had positive orders not to admit 
any strangers to his lady. On whicli Mrs. Hoggarty 
clenched her fist out of the coach window, and prom- 
ised that she would have him turned away. 

Yellowplush only burst out laughing at this : and 
though Aunt wrote a most indignant letter to Mr. 
Edmund Preston, complaining of the insolence of the 
servants of that right honorable gent, Mr. Preston did 
not take* any notice of her letter, further than to re- 
turn it, with a desire that he. might not be troubled 
with such impertinent visits for the future. A pretty 
day we had of it when this letter arrived, owing to my 
aunt’s disappointment and rage in reading the con- 
tents ; for when Solomon brought up the note oir the 
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silver teartray as xisiial, luy aimt seeing Mi*. I'restori’a 
seal and name at the corner of the letter (which is the 
common way of writing adopted hy those official gents) 
— my aunt, 1 say, seeing his nanu‘. and seal, cried 
Now, Mary, who is right ? and bette.d my wife a 
sixpence that the envelope contained an invitation to 
dinner. . She never paid the sixpence', thoiigli she lost, 
but contented herself by abusing Mary all day, and 
said I was a poor-spirited siu*a.k for* not instantly 
horsewhipping Mr. P. A pretty joke, indeed ! Tliey 
would have hanged nn^ in those days, as they did the 
man who shot JVl r. Perceval. 

And now I should be glad to enlarge ii])on that ex- 
perience ill genteel life which T obtained through the 
perseverance of Mrs. Hoggarty ; but it must be owned 
that my op])ortiinities were but few, lasting only for 
the brief period of six months : and also, genteel so- 
ciety has been fully described already by various 
authors of novels, whose names neinl not here be set 
down, but Avho, being themselves connected with the 
aristocracy, viz. as members of noble families, or as 
footmen or hangers-on tlu'reof, naturally understand 
their siibjee.t a great d(‘al better than a poor young 
fellow from a fire-office can. 

There was our c(debrated adventure in the Opera 
House, whither Mrs. H. would insist u])on conducting 
us ; and where, in a room of tlie establishment (jailed the 
crush-room, where the ladies and gents after tluj music 
find dancing await the arrival of their (jarriages (a 
pretty figure did our little Solomon (Jut by the way, 
with his big cane?, among the gentlemen of the shoulder- 
knot assembled in the lobby ! ) — where, I say, in the 
crush-room, Mrs. H. ruslied up to old Lady Drum, 
whom I pointed out to her, ah(l insisted upon (daim-^ 
ing relationship with her ladyship. But my Lady 
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Drum had only a memory when she chose, as 1 may 
say, and had entirely on this occfisiou thought fit to 
forget her eoiuieetion Avith the Titmarslies and Hog- 
garties. Far from recognizing us, indeed, she called 
Mrs. Hoggarty aii ‘M) jus-’oman,” and screamed out as 
loud as possibl(‘. for a i)olice-olfi(H^r. 

This and other rebuffs made my aunt perceive the 
vanities of this wiitlonl world, as slui said, and threw 
her more and tiuore into really serious society. She 
formed several vtny valuable aiKpiaintaiKies, she said, 
at the Ind(‘.])endeiit Chapel ; and among others, lighted 
upon her friend of the llookery, Mi*. Grimes Wapshot. 
We did not know tlien the intt‘rvi(‘ w which he had had 
with Mr. Smithers, nor did Grinnvs think* pro])er to 
acquaint us with the ])articulars of it; but though I 
did acquaint Mrs. IL with the faxi that her favorite 
preacher liad IxMai triixl for forgery, she replied that 
she considered the story an atrocious calumny ; and 
he answei*(jd by saying that Mary and I Avere in 
lamentable darkness, and that we should infallibly 
find the way to a certain bottomless pit, of Avliich he 
seemed to know a great deal. Under the reverend 
gentleman’s guidance and advicte, slu^, after a time, 
separated from St. Pancras altogt*f lier — sat under 
hiniy^ as the phrase is, regularly thrice a week — 
began to labor in the conversion of the poor of 
Bloomsbury and St. Giles’s, and made a deal of baby- 
linen for distribution among those benighted people* 
She did not make any, however, for Mrs, Sam Tit- 
marsh, who noAv showed signs that such Avould be 
speedily necessary, but let Mary (and my mother and 
sisters in Somersetshire) provide what was requisite 
for the' coming event. I am not, indeed, sure that 
she did not say it was Wrong on our parts to make 
any such provision, and that we ought to let the mor 
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row provide for itself. At any rate, the Rev. Grimes 
Wapshot drank a deal of brandy-and-water at our 
house, and dined there even oftener than poor Gus 
used to do. 

But I had little leisure to attend to him and his 
doings ; for I must confess at this time I was grow- 
ing very einl)arrassed in iny eireu instances, and was 
much harassed both as a jirivate, and public character. 

As regards the former, Mrs. Hoggarty had given 
nie dB50 ; but out of that .-^50 1 liad to pay a journey 
post from Soimu-setshire, all the carriage of her goods 
from the country, the painting, pa|)ering, and carpet- 
ing of my housf‘, the brandy and strong licpiors drunk 
by the Rev. Grimes and his friends (for the reverend 
gent said that Rosolio did not agree with him) ; and 
finally, a thousand small bills and expenses incident 
to all housekee])ers in the town of London. 

Add to this, T received just at the time when I was 
most in want of cash, Madame Mantalini^s bill, Messrs. 
Howell and James’s ditto, the account of Baron von 
Stiltz, and the bill of Mr. Polonius for the setting of 
the diamond pin. All these bills arrived in a week, 
as they have a knack of doing ; and fancy my aston- 
ishment in presenting them to Mrs. Hoggarty, when 
she said, Well, my dear, you are in the receipt of 
a very fine income. If you choose to order dresses 
and jewels from first-rate shops, you must pay for 
them ; and don’t expect that /am to alx^-t your extrav- 
agance, or give you a shilling more than the munifi- 
cent sum I pay you for board and lodging ! ” 

How (jould I tell Mary of this behavior of Mrs. 
Hoggarty, and Mary in such a delicate condition ? 
And bad as matters were at home, I am sorry to say 
at the office they began to look still worse. 

Not only did Roundhand leave, but Highmore went 
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away. Abednego beo-amo head clerk ; and one day old 
Abednego came to the place and was shown into the 
directors^ privatci room ; when he left it, he came 
trembling, chattering, and cursing down stairs ; and 
had begun, ^^Shentlemen — ’’a speech to the very 
clerks in the ofii(u‘, wlien Mr. Hrough, with an implor- 
ing l(U)k, and <u*ying out, Stop till Saturday ! at 
length got In in into the stnn^t. 

On Saturday Abednego, junior, left the office for 
ever, and 1 Ix^'ame head clerk with £400 a-year 
salary. It was a iatal week for the office, too. On 
Monday, when 1 arrived and took my seat at the head 
dcvsk, and my first read of the newspaY)er, as was my 
right, th(‘ lij'st thing I read was, Frightful lire in 
Iloiindsditeh ! Total destruction of Mr. Meshaclds 
sealing-wax manufactory, and of Mr. Shadrach’s cloth- 
ing de])ot, adjoining. In tlui former was :620,00() 
worth of the finest l)ut(*h wax, which the voracious 
ehuuent atta(*ktHl and devoured in a twinkling. The 
latter estimable genthmian had just comjdeted 40,000 
suits of clothes for the cavalry of H. H. the Cacique 
of Foyais.’^ 

l^oth of • these Jewish gents, who were connections 
of Mr. Abednego, were insured in our office to the full 
amount of th(*ir loss. The ciilamity was attributed to 
the drunkenness of a scoundrelly Irish watchman, who 
was employed on the iiremises, and who upset a bottle 
of whiskey in tlu‘, warcdiouse of Messrs. Shadrach, and 
incautif)usly looked for the liquor with a lighted caudle, 
Tlie man was bnuiglit to our office by liis employers; 
and certainly, fis we all could testify, was even then in 
a state of frightful intoxication. 

As if this were not sufficient, in the obituary was 
announced the demise of Alderman Fash — Aldermany 
Cally-Pash we used to call him in our lighter hours^ 
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knowing his i)ropt‘iisity to grc^en fat; hut such a 
moment as this was no time for joking! He was 
insured by our house for AJ/),()0(). And now 1 saw 
very well the truth of a remark of Giis’s — viz. that 
life-insurance eompanu'S go on excellently for a year 
or two after tlioir (\stal>!islim(mt, but tJiat it is much 
more difficult to make tlnmi profitabhi wJkui the assured 
parties begin to die. 

The Jewish iires wtu-c* the li(‘n.vi(^st, blows we had 
had ; for though the Waddingb'y Cotton-mills had 
been burnt in 181% a.t a loss to tli(‘ company of 
£*80,000, a]id though the l^itent Erostratus Match 
Manufa(‘-tory bad explodiul in tlu‘ same year at a 
charge of £14,000, th(*r(^ wer(‘ tliosi' who said that 
the loss bad not becui m'ur so h(‘avv as was supposed 
— nay, tluit the company had burnt the al)ove-mimed 
establislimimts :is advertisemumts for thems(‘l V(‘S. 
Of tliese fa('ts 1 can’t l)e positives liaving n(‘,ver seen 
the early accounts of th(‘ conc.(‘vn. 

Contrary to tin* (‘xpiMdation of all us g(*nts, who 
W'ere ourselves as dismal as unites, Mr. Drougb (‘aiue 
to tlie offic'c ill Ids coa.cli-a,nd-four, laughing and joking 
with a, friend as h(‘ st(*p]K*d out at the door. 

Gmitleinmi 1 ” said he, you have n^iul the jiajxu’s ; 
th(‘y annouTUM^ a.n evimt wdiich I most d(M^ply de])lo]*(\ 
I nu*an tho demise of the (^\ce]l(‘nt Aldiuanan rasli 
one of our constituents. Hut if anything ca,n (‘onsoh* 
nu' for the loss of tlmt worthy man, it- is i-o thiidc 
that his children and wddow will nauM've, at (‘l(‘V(m 
o’clo(*k next Saturda-y, £o,(K)0 from my friend Mr. 
Titinarsli, who is now head e.lerk lu're. As for the 
accident wdiicdi lias hnp])ened to M(^ssrs. Shadra-cJi and 
Meshach, — hi that^ at least, there is nothing that can 
occasion any ])erson soitow. On Saturday next, or as 
soon as the particulars of their less can be satisfacto* 
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rily ascertained, my friend Mr. Titma.rsh will pay to 
them across the counter a sum of forty, fifty, ^‘iglity, 
one hundred thousand pounds — according to the 
amount of tlieir loss. Tliey^ at least, will be remu- 
nerated; and though to our proprietors the outlay will 
no doubt be consid(U’able, yc^t we can afford it, genths 
men. John llrough can afford it himself, for th(i mat- 
t(‘r of that, and not be very much embarrassed ; and 
we must learn, to bear ill-fortune as we have hitherto 
borne good, and show ourselves to bc^ men always ! 

Mr. IL conclud(‘d with some allusions, Avhidi 1 (?on- 
fess 1 don’t like to give h(‘re ; for to speak of heaven 
in connec^tion with common worldly matters, has al- 
ways app(‘ared to me irnwercuit ; and to bring it to 
bear witness to the lie hi his mouth, as a religious 
hypocrite do(^s, is such a frightful crime, that one 
should be careful even in alluding to it. 

Mr. Brough’s s])ee(*h somehow found its way into 
the newspapers of that very (evening; nor can I think 
who gave a rejjort of it, for none of our gents left the 
office that day until the evening papers had appeared. 
But tluire was tlu^ speech — iiy, and at tin*, week’s end, 
j^lthough Roundhand was heard on ’Change that day 
declaring he would bet live to one that Alderman 
Pash’s money would never be x>aid, — at the week’s 
end the money was paid by me to Mrs. Pash’s solicitor 
across the counter, and no doubt Roundliand lost his 
money. 

Shall I tell how the money was procur(‘d ? There 
can be no harm in mentioning the matter now after 
twenty years’ lapse of time ; and mor(M)V(u-, it is 
greatly to the credit of two individuals now dead. 

As I was head clerk, 1 had o(‘,casion to be fre(]^uently 
in Brough’s room, and he now seemed once more dis- 
posed to take me into his confidence. 
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Titmarsh my boy,’^ said he one day to me, after 
looking me hard in the face, “ did you ever hear of 
the fate of the great Mr. Silberschinidt, of London ? 
Of course I had. Mr. Silberschmidt, the Rothschild 
of his day (indeed I have heard the latter famous gent 
was originally a clerk in Silberschmidt’s house) — 
Silberschmidt, fancying he could not meet liis engage- 
ments, committed suicide : and had he lived till four 
o’clock that day, would have known that Jie was worth 
£400,000. To tell you frankly the truth,” says Mr. 
B., “ I am in Silberschmidt’s case. My late partner, 
Holf, has given bills in the name of the firm to an 
enormous amount, and I have been obliged to meet 
them. I have been cast in fourteen actions, brought 
by creditors of that infernal (.finger Beer Company ; 
and all the debts are put upon my shoulders, on ac- 
count of my known wealth. Now, unless I ha ve time, 
I cannot pay; and the long and short of the matter is, 
that if I cannot procure £5,000 before Satuiday, out 
concern is ruined ! ” 

“ What ! the West Diddlesex ruined ? ” says ! , think- 
ing of my poor mother’s annuity. ‘‘Impossible! our 
business is splendid ! ” 

“We must have £5,000 on Saturday, and ^A*e are 
saved; and if you Avill, as you can, get it fo^* me, I 
will give you £10,000 for the inoney.” 

B. then showed me to a fraction the accounts >f the 
concern, and his own private ac*count; proving yond 
the possibility of a doubt, that with the £5,0( d our 
office must be set a-goiiig; and without it, thr ■ the 
concern must stop. No matter how he prove-' the 
thing ; but there is, you know, a dictum of a i ites- 
man that, give him but leave to use figures, a*- ’ he 
will prove anything, 

I promised to ask Mrs. Hoggarty once more for the 
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naoiiey, and she seemed not to he disinclined. I told 
him so; and that day he called upon her, his wife 
called upon her, his daughter called upon her, and 
once more the Brough carriagc-and-four was seen at 
our house. 

But Mrs. Brough was a had manager ; and instead 
of carrying matters with a high hand, fairly hurst 
into tears before Mrs. lfogga.rty, and went down on 
her knees and besought her to save dear John. This 
at once aroused my aunt’s susj)icions ; and instead of 
lending the money, slu* wrote off to Mr. Sinitliers 
instantly to eonu^ up to her, desired me to give her up 
the £3,000 scrip shares that 1 possi^ssed, called me an 
atrocious cheat and hearth^ss swindler, and vowed I 
had been the cause of her ruin. 

How was Mr. Brough to get the money ? I will 
tell you. Being in his room one day, old Gates the 
Fulham porter came and brought him from Mr. Balls, 
the pawnbroker, a sum of £1,200 M issus told him, he 
said, to carry the ])hite to Mr. Ihills ; and having paid 
the money, old Gates fumbled a great d(»al in his 
pockets, and at last pull(*d out a £5 note, which he 
said his daughter Jane had just sent him from ser- 
vice, and begged Mr. B. would let him have another 
share in the company. H(' was mortal sure it would 
go right yet. And when he heard master dying and 
cursing as he and missus were walking in the slmib- 
bery, and saying that for the want of a few pounds — 
a few shillings — the finest fortune in Europe was to 
be overthrown, why Gates and his woman thought 
that they should coim^ for’ard^ to be sure, with all 
they could, to help the kindest master and missus 
ever was.^’ 

This was the substance of Gate^s speech ; and Mr. 
Brough shook his hand and — took the £5. Gates/' 
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said he, that £5 note shall be the best outlay you 
ever made in your life ! ’’ and I liave no doubt it was, 
— but it was in heaven that poor old Gates was to get 
the interest of his little mite. 

Nor was this the only instance. Mrs. Brough^s 
sister, Miss Dough, who had been on bad terms with 
the director almost ever since lie had riscui to be a 
gre^ft man, came to the olRc(‘, witli a ])ower of attorney, 
and said, John, Isabella has been with'me tliis morn- 
ing, and says you want money, and I have brought 
you my £4,()()(); it is all T have, fjolin, and pray God 
it may do you good — you and my dear sister, who 
was the best sister in the w^orld to me — till — till a 
little time ago.’’ 

And. she laid down the paper: I was called up to 
witness it, and Brough, with tears in his eyes, told 
me her words ; for he could trust me, he said. And 
thus it was that I came to be })resent at Gates’s inter- 
view with his master, which took jdace only an hour 
afterwards. Brave Mrs. fb-ough ! how she was work- 
ing for her husband ! Good woman, and kind ! but 
;?/ou had a true heart, and merited a better fate ! 
Though wherefore say so ? Tlie woman, to this day, 
thinks her husband an angel, and loves him a thou- 
sand times better for his misfortunes. 

On Saturday, Alderman Bash’s solicitor was paid 
by me across the counter, as T said. “Never mind 
your aunt’s money, Titmarsh, my boy,” said Brough : 
“ never mind her having resumed her shares ; you 
are a true, honest fellow ; you have never abus(Hl me 
like that pack of curs down stairs, and I ’ll make your 
fortune yet I ” 

• ••••••••* 

The next week, as I was sitting with my wife, with 
Mr. Smithers, and with Mrs. Iloggarty, taking our 
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tea comfortably, a knock was heard at the door, and a 
gentleman desired to speak to me in the parlor. It 
was Mr. Aminadab of (lhancery Lane, who arrested 
me as a shareholder of the Independeirt West Biddle- 
sex A,ssociation, at the suit of Von Stiltz of Clifford 
Street, tailor and dra])er. 

I (‘.ailed down Smithers, and told him for Heaven’s 
sake not to tell Mary. 

“ Where is Brough ? ” says Mr. Smithers. 

“Why,” says Mr. Aminadab, “he’s once more of 
the firm of Brough and Off, sir — ho breakfasted at 
Calais this morning!” 



CHArTER XI. 


IN wnrcil IT APPEARS THAT A MAS MAY Pf>SSESS A 

DIAMOND AND YET BE VERY HARD PRESSED FOR 

A DINNER. • 

On that fatal Watiirday evcniiif', in a hackney-coach 
fetched from the Fouiullinff, wiis I taken from my 
comfortal)lo house, ami my dear little wife; whom 
Mr. Smithers was left to console as he might. H(! 
said that I was compelled to take a journey upon 
Imsiness connected with the ollice ; and my poor Mary 
made up a little, portmanteau of (dothes, and tied a 
comforter round my neck, and hade my comjianion 
particularly to keep the coach-wdndows shut; which 
injunction the grinning wretch ])romised to obey. 
Our journey was not long : it was only a shilling fare 
to Cursitor Street, Chancery Lam*, and there I was 
set down. 

The house before which the coach stopped seemed 
to be only one of 'half a dozen in that street which 
were us(id for the same jmrjiose. No man, be he ever 
so rich, can pass by those dismal houses, 1 think, 
without a shudder. The ’front windows are barred, 
and on the dingy pillar of the door was a shining 
brass-plate, setting forth that “ Aminadab, Officer to 
the Sheriff of Middlesex,” lived therein. A little 
red-haired Israelite opened the first door as our coach 
drove up, and received me and my baggage. 

As soon as we entered the door, he barred it, and I 
found myself in the face of another huge door, which 
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Was strongly locked ; and, at last, passing througli 
that, we entered the lobby of the house. 

There is no need to describe it. It is very like ten 
thousand other houses in our dark city of London. 
There was a dirty passage and a dirty stair, and from 
the passage two dirty doors led into two filthy rooms, 
which had strong bars at tlie windows, and yet withal 
an air of horrible fint'ry that inaki^s me uncomfortable 
to think of even yet. (hi the walls hung all sorts of 
trumpery pictures in tawdry frames (how different 
from those capital p(‘rf‘ormances of my cousin Michael 
Angelo ! ) ; on tlu^ iiiautel-piece huge Fremdi clocks, 
vases, and (‘andh'sticks ; on the sid(‘b(nirds, enormous 
trays of IfinninglKun plated wart^ ; for Mr. Amina- 
dab not only arr(‘sted those wlio (iould not i)ay moiuy, 
but lent it to those who could ; and had already, in 
the way of trade, sold and bought these articles many 
times over. 

I agr(ied to take the bade parlor for tlu^ night, and 
while a IIobri*w damsel was arrn-nging a little dusky 
sofa-bedstead (woe Ix'tidc liini who has to sleep on it ! ) 
1 was invited into the front parlor, where Mr. Amina- 
dab, bidding me take heart, told me I should have a 
dinner for nothing with a party who had just arrived. 
I did not want for dinner, but 1 was glad not to be 
alone — not alone, even till Gus came; for whom I 
despatched a messenger to his lodgings hard by. 

I found there, in th(i front parlor, at eight o’clock 
in the evening, four gentlemen, just about to sit down 
to dinner. Surprising! there was Mr. B., a gentle- 
man of fashion, who had only within half an hour 
arrived in a post-chaise, with his companion Mr, Lock, 
an officer of Horsham gaol. Mr. !>. was arrested in 
this wise : — lie was a- careless, good-humored gentle- 
man, and had indorsed bills to a large amount for a 
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friend ; who, a niaii of high family and umpiestionable 
homn-, had pledged the latter, along with a number of 
the most solemn oaths, for tin*. j)ayinent of the bills 
in question. Having indorsed the not(vs, young Mr. 
B., with a proper thoughth\ssn(vss, forgot all about 
them, and so, by some (‘hanee, did th(‘, fricuid whom 
he obliged; for, instead of being in London with the 
money for the payment of his obligations, tliis latt(?r 
gentleman was travelling abroad, and^ n(‘V(‘r hinted 
one word to Mr. B. that the iiot(‘s would fall upon 
him. The young gentleman was at Brighton lying 
sick of a fever; was taken from his bed by a bailiff, 
and carried, on a rainy day, to Horsham gaol; had a 
relapse of his complaint, and wluu) suflieiently recov- 
ered, was brought up to London to the, house of Mr. 
Aminadab; where I found him — a pai(s thin, good* 
humored, lost young man:* hi^ was lying on a sofa, 
and had given orders for the dinner to whicdi 1 was 
invited. The lad’s fac,e gave*, one })ain to look at; 
it was impossible not to see that his hours were 
numbered. 

Now Mr. B. has not aiiytlung to do with my humble 
story; but I caidt help mentioning liim, as 1 saw him. 
He sent for his lawyer and his doctor ; the former 
setthnl sp(»,edily his ac, (founts with the bailiff, and 
the latter arrang(Mt all his earthly ac(M)unts : for after 
he went from the sj)unging-house he never n‘C()V(U’ed 
from the shock of the arr(‘,st, and in a few wecics lie 
died. And though this ciriuimstanct* took phu^e many 
years ago, 1 can’t forget it to my dying <lay; and 
often see the author of Mr. B.’s death, — a, prosperous 
gentleman, riding a fine horse in tin' Bark, lounging 
at the window of a club; Avith many frimids, no 
doubt, and a good reputation. 1 wonder wln^tlier the 
man sleeps easily and eats with a good appetite ? I 



IZt) THE HISTORY OF SAMUEL TITMARSH 

wonder whether he has paid Mr. B.’s heirs the sum 
which that gentleman paid, and died for? 

If Mr. B.^s history has nothing to do with mine, 
Und is only ins(*rted here for the sake of a moral, 
what business have I to mention particulars of the 
dinner to which I was treated by that gentleman, in 
the spunging-house in Cursitor Street ? Why, for the 
moral, too ; and tlierefore the public must be told of 
what really and truly that dinner (Consisted. 

There were hve giu^sts, and three silver tureens of 
souj) : viz. nio(jk-turtle soiij), ox-tail soup, and giblet- 
soup. Next came a great jhece of salmon, likewise 
on a silver dish, a roast goost', a roast saddle of mut- 
ton, roast game and all sorts of adjuncts. In this 
way can a gentleman live in a spunging-house if he 
be inclined ; mid over this repast (which, in truth, I 
could not touch, for, let alone having dined, my heart 
was full of care) — ov(U‘ this meal my friend Gus Hos- 
kins found nu^, when he received the letter that I had 
despatched to him. 

Gus, Avho had never been in prison before, and whose 
heart failed him as the red-headed young Moses, opened 
and shut for him the numerous iron outer doors, was 
struck dumb to s(^e me behind a bottle of claret, in a 
room blazing with gilt lanqis ; the curtains wore down 
too, and you could not see the bars at the windoAVS ; and 
Mr. B., Mr. Lock the Brighton officer, Mr. Aminadab, 
and another rich gentleman of his trade and religious 
persuasion, were chirping as merrily, and looked as re- 
S])ectably, as any noblemen in the land. 

Have him in,^’ said Mr. B., if h§ ’s a friend of 
Mr. Titmarsh^s ; for, cuss me, I like to see a rogue ; 
and run me through, Titmarsh, but 1 think you are 
one of the best in London. You beat Brough; you 
do, by Jove! for he looks like a rogue — anybody 
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would swear to him : but you ! by Jove, you look the 
very picture of honesty ! ’’ 

A deep file/’ said Aniinadab, winking and point- 
ing me out to his friend Mr. Jehoshaphat. 

A good one/’ says Jehoshaphat. 

In for three hundred thousand X)ound/’ says Ainin- 
adab : “ Brough’s riglit-hand man, and only three-and- 
twenty.” 

‘^Mr. Titmarsh, sir, your ’(*alth, sir/’ says Mr. Lock, 
in an ecstasy of admiration. Your very good ’ealth, 
sir, and better iu(‘k to you next time.” 

^^Pooh, pooh ! Ac’s all right,” says Aniinadab; ^Het 
him alone.” 

In for what ? ” shouted 1, (juite amazed. Why, 
.^ir, you arrested me for .PDO.” 

Yes, but you are in for half a million, — you know 
you are. lliem debts I don’t count — them ^laltry 
tradesmen’s accounts. 1 mean lirough’s business. It’s 
an ugly one ; but you ’ll get through it. We all know 
you; and I lay my life that Avhon you come through 
the court, Mrs. Titniarsh has got a handsome thing 
laid by.” 

Mrs. Titmarsh has a small property, sir,” says I. 

What then ? 

The three gentlemen burst into a loud laugh, said I 
was a rum chax3 ” — a downy cove,” and made other 
remarks which I could not understand then ; but the 
meaning of which I have since com])rehen(h*d, for they 
took me to be a great rascal, I am sorry to say, and 
supposed that 1 had robbed the I. W. I). Association, 
and, in order to make my money secure, settled it on 
my A^ife. 

It was in the midst of this conversation that, as I 
said, Gus came in ; and whew ! Avheii lie saw what was 
going on, he gave such a Avhistle ! 
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von Joel, by Jove!” says Aminadab. At 
wbieb all laughed. 

Sit down,” says Mr. B., — sit down, and wet your 
whistle, iiiy piper ! 1 say, egad ! you ^re the piper that 
played before Moses ! Had you tluu’e, Hab. Dab, get 
a fresh bottle of Burgundy, for Mr. Hoskins.” And 
before he kiunv wher(» he was, there was (ius for the 
first time in his life, drinking (fiot-Vougeot. Gus said 
he had never hist(‘d Bergainy before, at whkdi the bailiff 
siieer(Hl, and told hiiii the mum*, of the wine. 

Clo ! What?” says Gus; and we laughed: 
but tin' Ilebj-ew gents did not this time. 

‘^(.'Oiiie, eome, sir!” says Mr. Aminadab’s friend, 
’re all slnMitlemen hert% and shentlemen never 
makish rc'flexuiish iij)on other g(mtleinen’sh per- 
shuasliunsh.” 

After this feast was cone.luded, (Jus and I retired 
to my room to eonsult about my .affairs. With regard 
to the res]ionsibility incurred .as a shareholder in the 
W(‘st Diddlesex, 1 was not uneasy ; for tliough the 
matter miglit e.ause me a litth' troubh*. at fii'st, I knew 
I was not a shareholder ; that tin* shares were scrip 
sh.ares, making tln^ dividend ])ayable to the bearer; 
and my aunt had calh*d ba,(‘k In'r sliares, and conse- 
qucmtly 1 was fr(*(‘. ihit it was \a*ry unpleasant to me 
to consider that 1 was in (h;bt nearly a hundred pounds 
to trach'siin'n, eliiefiy of Mrs. Hoggarty’s recommendar 
tion ; and as sin* had ])romised to b(* answerable for 
their bills, I dc'termined to send her a letter remind- 
ing her of lH*r ])romise, .and begging her at the same 
time to relieve me from Mr. Yon Stiltz’s debt, for 
which T was arrest(*d : and which was incurred not 
certainly at her desirt^, but at Mr, Brough’s ; and 
would never have been incurred by me but at the 
absolute demand of that gentleman. 
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I wrote to her, therefore, begging her to pay all 
these debts, and promised myself on Monday morn- 
ing again to be with my dear wife. Giis carried off 
the letter, and promised to deliver it in Bernard Street 
after church- time ; taking care that Mary should know 
nothing at all of the painful situation in which 1 was 
placed. It was near midnight when we parted, and I 
tried to sleep as well as I could in the dirty little sofa- 
bedstead of Mr. Aminadab’s back j)arlor. 

That morning was fine and sunshiny, and I heard 
all the bells ringing cheerfully for (dmrch, and longed 
to be walking to the Foundling with my wife: but 
there were the three iron doors between me and lib- 
erty, and 1 had nothing for it but to read my prayers 
in my own room, and walk up and down afterwards in 
the court at the back of the house. Would you believe 
it ? This very c.ourt was like a cage 1 Clreat iron bars 
covered it in from one end to another; and here it 
was that Mr. Aminadab^s gaol-birds took the air. 

They had seen me reading out of the ])rayer-book 
at tlui back-parlor window, and all burst into a yell 
of laughter when 1 came to walk in the cage. One of 
them shouted out Amen ! ” when I appeared ; an- 
other called me a muff (wliich means, in the slang lan- 
guage, a very silly fellow) ; a third wondered that 1 
took to my prayer-book yet, 

a When do you mean, sir ? says I to the fellow — 
a rough man, a horse-dealer. 

^ « Why, when you are going to be hanged^ you young 
hypocrite ! says the man. But that is always the 
way with Brough^s people,’^ continued he. 1 had 
four^rays once for him — a great bargain, but he 
would not go to look at them at TattersalPs, nor 
speak a word of business about them, because it was 
a Sunday 



130 THE HISTORY OE SAMUEL TITMARSH 


Because there are hypocrites, sir,” says I, ^‘re- 
ligion is not to be (ionsidered a bad thing ; and if Mr. 
Brough would not deal with you on a Sunday, he 
certainly did his duty.” 

The men only laughed the more at this rebuke, and 
evidently considered me a great criminal. I was glad 
to be released from their society by the appearance 
of Gus and Mr. Smithers. Both wore very long faces. 
They were ushered into my room, and, without any 
orders of mine, a bottle of wine and biscuits were 
brought in by Mr. Aminadab ; which I really thought 
was very kind of him. 

“ Drink a glass of wine, Mr. Titmarsh,” says 
Smithers, “^and read this letter. A i)retty note was 
that which you sent to your aunt this morning, and 
here you have an answer to it.” 

I drank the wine, and trembled rather as I read 
as follows : — 

— If, because you knew T had dosiiied to leave you 
my proparty, you wished to niurdar me, and so stepp into it, 
you are dissapointed. Your riilliany and hujratatude would 
have murdared me, had I not, by Heaven’s grace, been inabled 
W look for consalation dse where, 

“For nearly a yeai I have been a mart^ir to you. I gave 
up everything, — my happy home in .. j country, where all 
respected the name oi Hoggarty ; m\ valuble furnitur and 
wines ; iny plate, glass, and crockry; I brought all — all to 
make your home happy and rispectable. I put up with the 
airs and impertanencies of Mrs. Ti' marsh; I loaded her and 
you with presents and bennafits. 1 sacrafised myself; I gate 
up the best sociaty in the land, to witch I have been accus- 
tomed, in order to be a gardian and compannion to you, arid 
prevent, if possible, that vmst and ixtravygance which I prophy* 
cied would be your ruin. Such waist and ixtravygance never, 
never, never did I see. Buttar waisted as if it had been dirt, 
coles flung away, candles burnt at both ends, tea and meat the 
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same. The butcher^s bill in this house was enough to support 
six famalies. 

And now you have the audassaty, being placed in prison 
justly for your crimes, — for cheating me of £ 3,tXK)., for rob- 
bing your mother of an iiiHignificieiit summ, which to her, 
poor thing, was everything (though she will not feel her loss 
as I do, being all her lite next door to a beggar), for incurring 
detts which you cannot pay, wherein you knew that your 
miserable income was quite unable to support your ixtravy- 
gaiice — you come upon me to pay your deite! No, sir, it is 
quite enough that your mother should go on the [)arisb, and 
that your wife should sweep the streets, to which you have 
indeed brought them ; /, at least, though cheated by you of 
a large summ, and obliged to pass iny days in comparitive 
ruin, can retire, and have some of the comforts to which my 
rank entitles me. The furnitur in this house is mine ; and as 
I presume you intend yotu' lady to sleep in the streets, I give 
you warning that I shall remove it all to-morrow. 

“ Mr. Smithers will tell you that I had intended to leave 
you my intire fortune. I have this morning, in his presents, 
solamly toar up my will; and hereby renounce all connection 
with you and your beggarly family. 

“ Susan Hoggarty. 

P. S. — I took a viper into my bosom, and it stung meV 

I confess that, on the first reading of this letter, 1 
was in such a fury that I forgot almost the painful 
situation in which it plunged me, and the ruin hang- 
ing over me. 

^^What a fool you were, Titmarsh, to write that 
letter ! ” said Mr. Smithers. You have cut your 
own throat, sir, — lost a fine property, — written your- 
self out of five hundred a year. Mrs. Hoggarty, my 
client, brought the will, as she says, down stairs, and 
flung it into the fire before our faces.” 

^‘It^s a blessing that your wife was from home,^^ 
added Gus. She went to church this morning with 
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Dr. Salt^s family, and sent word that she would spend 
the day with them. She was always glad to be away 
from Mrs. H-, you know.^^ 

^^She never knew on which side her bread was 
buttered,” said Mr. Smithers. ^^You should have 
taken the lady when she was in the humor, sir, and 
have borrowed the money elsewhere. Why, sir, I 
had almost reconciled her to her loss in that cursed 
company. I showed lier how I had saved out of 
Brough’s claws the whole of her remaining fortune ; 
which he would have devoured in a day, the scoun- 
drel ! And if you would have left the matter to me, 
Mr. Titmarsh, I would have had you reconciled com- 
pletely to Mrs. Hoggarty ; I would have removed all 
your difficulties ; I would have lent you the pitiful 
sum of money myself.” 

Will you ? ” says Gus ; that ’s a trump ! ” and 
he seized Smithers’s hand, and squeezed it so that the 
tears came into the attorney’s eyes. 

Generous fellow ! ” said I *, lend me money, 
when you know what a situation I am in, and not 
able to pay ! ” 

^^Ay, my good sir, there’s the rub!” says Mr. 
Smithers. said I •would have lent the money; 
and so to the acknowledged heir of Mrs. Hoggarty I 
would — would at this moment ; for nothing delights 
the heart of Bob Smithers more than to do a kind- 
ness. 1 would have rejoiced in doing it; and a mere 
acknowledgment from that respected lady would have 
amply sufficed. But now, sir, the case is altered, — 
you have no security to offer, as you justly observe.” 

^^Not a whit, certainly.” 

Ahd without security, sir, of course can expect no 
money — of course not. You, are a man of the world, 
Mt. Titmarsh, and I see our notions exactly agree*’^ 
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There ’s his wife’s property,” says Gus. 

Wife’s property ? Bah ! Mrs. Sam Titmarsh is 
a minor, and can’t touch a shilling of it. No, no, no 
meddling with minors for me ! But stop ! — your 
mother has a house and shop in our village. Get me 
a mortgage of that — ” 

^^I’ll do no such tiling, sir,” says T. ‘MMy mother 
has suffered quite enough on my s(^ore Jilrca-dy, and 
has my sisters to ])rovide for; and 1 w.ill thank you, 
Mr. Smithcrs, not to breatlu*. a sylhibh^ to her regard- 
ing my present situation.” 

You speak^ liko a man of honor, sir,” says Mr. 
Smithcrs, and L will obey your iiijmdions to the 
letter. 1 will do inon^, sir. L will introduce you to a 
respectable firm here, my worthy friends, Messrs, 
Higgs, Biggs, and Blatherwick, who will do every- 
thing in their power to serve you. And so, sir, I wish 
you a very good morning.”' 

And with this Mr. Smithcrs took his hat and left 
the room ; and after a further consultation with my 
aunt, as I heard afterwards, quitted London that 
evening by the mail. 

I sent my faithful Gus off once more to break the 
matter gently to my wife, fearing lest Mrs. TIoggarty 
should speak of it abruptly to her ; as 1 knew in her 
anger she would do. But he came in an hour panting 
back, to say that Mrs. H. had pacjked and locked her 
trunks, and had gone off in a ha(jkiiey-(*.oach. 8o 
knowing that my poor Mary was not to return till 
night, Hoskins remained with me till then ; and, after 
a dismal day, left me once more at nine, to carry the 
dismal tidings to her. 

At ten o’clock on that night there was a great rat- 
ling and ringing at the outer door, and presently my 
poor giH fell into my arms; and Gus Hoskins sat 
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blubbering in a corner, as I tried my best to console 
her. 


The next morning I was favored with a visit from 
Mr, Blatherwick; who, hearing from me that I had 
only three guineas in my pocket, told me very plainly 
that lawyers only lived by fees. He recommended 
me to quit Cursitor Street, as living there was very 
expensive. Apd as 1 was sitting very sad, my wife 
made her a])pearance (it was with great difficulty 
that she could be brought to leave me the night 
previous), — . ^ 

^^The horrible men came at four this morning/^ 
said she ; four hours before light.’’ 

What horrible men ? ” says T. 

Your aiint’s imni,” said she, to remove the furni- 
ture; they had it all ])acked before I came away. 
And 1 let them carry all,” ‘said she : 1 was too sad 

to look what was ours and what was not. That odious 
Mr. Waj)shot was with tlumi ; and I left him seeing 
.the last wagon-load from the door. I have only 
brought away your (dothes,” added she, and a few of 
mine; and some of the books you used to like to 
read ; and some — some things 1 have l)een getting 
for the — for the baby. The scuwants’ wages were 
paid up to Christmas ; and I paid them the rest. 
And see! just as 1 was going away, the post came, 
and brought to me my half-year’s income — dtJ35, dear 
Sam. Is n’t it a blessing ? ” 

Will you pay my bill, Mr. What-d’-ye-call-’im ! 
here cried Mr. Aminadab, flinging open the door (he 
had been consulting with Mr. Hlatherwick, I suppose). . 

want the room for a (jentlemaii, I guess it’s too 
dear for the like of you.” And here — will you 
believe it? — the man handed me a bill of three 
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guineas for two days’ board and lodging in his odious 
house. 

There was a crowd of idlers round the door as I 
passed out of it, and had I been alone, I should have 
been ashamed of seeing them ; but, as it was, I was 
only thinking of my dear, dear wife, who was leaning 
trustfully on my arm, and smiling like heaven into 
my face — ay, and took lieaven, to(),Jnto the Fleet 
Prison with me — or an angel out of heaven. Ah ! I 
had loved her before, and hapf)y it is to love when 
one is hopeful and young in the midst of smiles and 
sunshine ; but" be t^/ihappy, and then see what it is to 
be loved by a good woman ! 1 de(*lare before Heaven, 

that of all the joys and‘‘hap])y moments it has given 
me, that was the crowning one — thaf little ridt*, with 
my wife’s cheek on my shoulder, down Holborn to 
the prison ! Do you think I cared for the bailiff that 
sat opposite ? No, by the Lord ! T kissed luu*, and 
hugged her — yes, and cried with her likewise. But 
before our ride was over her eyes dried up, and she 
stepped blusliing and ha])py out of the coach at the 
prison-door, as if she were a princess going to the 
Queen’s drawing-room. 



CHAPTEE XIL 


IN WHICH THE HERO^S AUNT’s DIAMOND MAKES 
ACQUAINTANCE WITH THE lIKRo’s UNCLE. 

r 

Tfte failure of the great Diddlesex Association 
speedily becaim^ the theme of all the iiewsi)apers, and 
every i)erson concerned in it was soon held up to pub- 
lic abhorren(i(»> as a rascal and a swindler. It was said 
that Brough liad goiw off with a million of money. 
Even it was hinted that poo^r I had sent a hundred 
thousand pounds to America, and only waited to pass 
through the court in order to be a rich man for the 
rest of my days. This opinion had some supporters 
in the prison; where strange to say, it inocured me 
consideration — of which, as may be su])posed, I was 
little inclined to avail myself. Mr. Aminadab, how- 
ever, in his frequent visits to the Fleet, 2)ersisted in 
saying that I was a poor-spirited creature, a mere tool 
in Brough’s hands, and had not saved a shilling. 
Opinions, however, differed ; and I believe it was con- 
sidered by the turnkeys that I was a fellow of exqui- 
site dissimulation, who had put on the appearance of 
poverty in order more (dfectually to mislead the public. 

Messrs. Abednego and Son were similarly held up 
to public odium: and, in fact, what were the exact 
dealings of these gentlemen with Mr. Brough I have 
never been able to learn. It was proved by the books 
that large sums of money had been paid to Mr. Abed- 
nego by the Company; but he produced documents 
signed by Mr. Brough, which made the latter and the 
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West Diddlesex Association his debtors to a still fur- 
ther amount. On the day I went to the Bankruptcy 
Court to be examined, Mr. Abednego and the two gen- 
tlemen from Houndsditch were present to swear to 
their debts, and made a sad noise, and uttered a vast 
number of oaths in attestation of their claim. ]5ut 
Messrs. Jackson and l^axton produced against them 
that very Irish porter wlio was said to liave been tlie 
cause of the lire, and, I am told, hinted that they liad 
matter for hanging the Jewish gents if they persisted 
in their demand. On this they disappeared altogether, 
and no more was ever heard of their losses. I am in- 
clined to believe that our director had had money from 
Abednejgo — had given him shares as bonus and secu- 
rity — had been suddenly obliged to redetun these 
shares with ready money ; and so had precipitated 
the ruin of himself and the eoneern. It is needless 
to say here in what a multi])licity of companies 
Brough was engaged. That in which poor Mr. Tidd 
invested his money did not pay 2ri. in the pound; and 
that was the largest dividend paid by any of tliem. 

As for ours — ah ! there was a pretty scene as I was 
brought from the Fleet to the l^ankruptcy Court, to 
give my testimony as late head clerk and accountant 
of the West Diddlesex Association. 

My poor wife, then very near her time, insisted upon 
accompanying me to Basinghall Street ; and so did my 
friend Gus Hoskins, that true and honest fcdlow. If 
you had seen the crowd that was assembled, and the 
hubbub that was made as I was brought up ! 

Mr. Titmarsh,^’ says the Commissioner as I came 
to the table, with a peculiar sarcastic accent on the 
Tit — Mr. Titmarsh, you were the confidant of Mr. 
Brough, the principal clerk of Mr. Brough, and a com 
siderable shareholder in the company ? 



138 THE HISTORY OF SAMUEL TITMARSH 


Only a nominal one, sir,” said I. 

Of exnirse, only noniinal,” continued the Commis^ 
sioner, turning to liis colleague with a sneer; ‘‘and a 
great comfort it must be to you, sir, to think that you 
had a share in all the ])lun — the ingfits of the specu- 
lation, and now cum frc^e yourself from the losses, by 
saying you are only a nominal sluircOiolder.” 

“ The infernal villain ! ” shouted out a vchce from 
the crowd. It .^vas tliat of the iurious half-pay captain 
and late*, sharcdiolder, Captain S})arr. 

“ Silence in the (tourttlic're ! ” the Commissioner con- 
tinued : and all this while Mary was anxiously looking 
in his face, and then in mine, as pale as death ; while 
Gus, on the contrary, was as red as vermilion. “Mr. 
Titmarsh, I have had the good fortune to see a list of 
your debts from the lusolvcmt Court, and find that you 
are indebted to Mr. Stiltz, the great tailor, in a hand- 
some sum; to Mr. Volonius, tlui celcdmited jeweller, 
likewise ; to fashionable millincu-s and dress-makers, 
moreover; — and all this upcni a salary of i:J2()0 p^r 
annum. For so young a gentleman, it must be con- 
fessed you have eni])loyed your time well.” 

“ Has this iinything to do with the cpiestion, sir ?” 
say^ I. “ Am 1 here to give an ac(*ount of my private 
debts, or to speak as to wluit 1 know regarding the 
affairs of tht3 company ? As for my share in it, I 
have a mothc'r, sir, and many sisters — ” 

“The d — d scoundred ! ” shouts the captain. 

“ Silence that there fedlow ! ” shouts Gus, as bold 
as brass ; at which the court burst out laughing, and 
this gave me courage to proceed. 

“ My mother, sir, four years since, hn-ving a legacy 
of £400 left to her, advised with her solicitor, Mr. 
Smithers, how she should dispose of this sum; and as 
the Independent West Diddlesex was just then estab- 
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lished, the money was jdaeed in ati annuity in that 
office, where I procured a clerkship. You may su])])ose 
me a very hardeiUMl eriniimil, bocanst^ L hav(^ ordered 
clothes of Mr. Von Stiltz ; but you will hardly fancy 
that I, a lad of nineteen, knew anything of the com 
corns of the company into wliose servi(*o I entered 
as twentieth clerk, my own motlier’s money paying, as 
it were, for my place. Well, sir, the int(U‘est offered 
by the company was so tempting, tliat;i ricdi ndative 
of mine was induce.d to juircliasc^ a number of shares. 

“ Who induced your relative, if I may make so bold 
as to inquire ? ” 

I can’t help owning, sir,” says 1, blushing, ‘‘that I 
wrote a^letter myscdf. Hut consid(U', my relative was 
sixty years, old, and I was twenty-one. My ndative 
took several months to eonsidiu’, and had the advice 
of her lawyers befoi'e slu^ ae(*.edt‘d to my recpnvst. And 
I made it at tin', instigation of Mr. Ib’ough, who dic- 
tated the letter which I wrote, and wlio 1 really thought 
men was as rich as Mr. Rothsdiild himself.” 

‘‘Your friend ])laced her mon(‘y in your name; and 
you, if 1 mistake not, Mr. Titmansli, W(*r(*. suddenly 
placed over the heads, of twelve of your bdlow-derks 
as a rewai'd for your service in obtaining it? ” 

“It is very true, sir,” — and, as I confessed it, j)oor 
Mary began to wi])e her eyes, and CJus’s ears ( I could 
not see his face) looked like two red-hot muffins — 
“ it ’s quite true, sir ; and as matters have tinaied out, 
I am heartily sorry for what 1 did. Hut at the time 
1 thought 1 could serve iny aunt as well as myself ; 
and you must remember, then, how high our shares 
were.” 

“Well, sir, having procured this sum of money you 
were straightway taken into Mr. Hrough’s confidence. 
You were rec^eived into his house, and from third 
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clerk speedily became head clerk ; in which post you 
were found at the disappearance of your worthy 
patron ! 

Sir, you have no right to question me, to be sure ; 
but here are a Imndred of our shareholders, and I 
not unwilling to make a clean breast of it,’^ said I, 
pressing Mary's hand. certainly was the head 

clerk. And why ? Because the other gents left the 
office. T certainly was received into Mr. Brough’s 
house. And why ? Bec.ause, sir, my aunt hod more 
money to lay out, 1 see it all clearly now, though I 
could not understiind it then ; and tlie proof that Mr. 
Brough wanted ]ny aunt’s money, and not me, is that, 
when she came to town, our dir(^ctor carried her by 
force out of my house to Fulham, and never so much 
as thought of asking me or my wife thither. Ay, sir, 
and he would have had her remaining money, had 
not her lawyer from the country prevented her dis- 
posing of it. before the (toncern finally broke, and as 
soon as "sh(‘. heard there was doubt concerning it, spe 
took back her shares — scrip shij^res they were, sir, as 
you know — and has disposed of them as she thought 
fit. Here, sir, and gents,” says I, ^^you liave the 
whole of the history as far as regards me. In order 
to get her only son a means of livelihood, my mother 
placed her little money with the company — it is lost. 
My aunt invested larger sums with it, which were to 
have been mine one day, and they are lost too ; and 
here am I, at the end of four years, a disgraced and 
ruined man. Is there any one present, however much 
he has suffered by the failure of the company, that 
has had worse fortune through it than I ? ” 

^^Mr. Titmarsh,” says Mr. Commissioner, in a much 
more friendly way, and at the same time casting a 
glance at a newspaper reporter that was sitting hard 
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by, ^'your story is not likely to get into tlie news- 
papers ; for, as you say, it is a private affair, wliicli 
you liad no need to speak of unless you thouglit 
proper, and may be considered as a confid(mtial con- 
versation between us and the otlier gentlcnnen boro. 
But if it could be made ])nblic, it iniglit do some good, 
and warn people, if tliey will be warned, against tlie 
folly of such enterprises as that in whi(di you have 
been engaged. It is quite clear, from your story, that 
you have been de(^oived as grossly as any one of tin' 
persons present. But look yon, sir, if you liad not 
been so eager after gain, I tliink you would not luivo 
allowed y()urs(df to lx*. d(‘(‘(‘iv(‘d, and would ha,v(^ kept 
your relative’s money, and inh('rilv’il it, according to 
your story, one day or otlnu*. J>ir(‘ctly p(‘()])h‘ expec.t 
to make a large interest, their judgment seems to 
desert them ; and Ixuiause th(‘y wish for profit, they 
think they are sure of it, atnl disregard all warnings 
^id all prudence. .Besides the hundreds of honest 
Rmilies who have been ruined by merely phuung (*on- 
lidcnce in this asscxnatioii of yours, and who deserve 
the heartiest pity, tlu*r(‘- are, hiindrcxls more who have 
embarked in it, like yourself, not for invt^stment, but 
for speculation ; and tlu‘se, upon my word, deserve 
the fate th(*y have m(*t with. As long as divid(‘nds 
are paid, no (]uestions are asked; and Mr. Ib'oiigh 
might have taken the money for his sharehohhu-s on 
the highroad, and they would have pocketed it, and 
not been too curious. But what ’s the use of talking ? 
says Mr. Commissioner, in a passion: ^Oiere is one 
rogue detected, and a thousand dupes mad(^ ; and if 
another swindler starts to-mori’ow, there will be a 
thousand more of his victims round this table a year 
hence ; and so, I suppose, to the end. And now let^s 
go to business, gentlemen, and excuse this sermon.” 
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After giving an account of all I knew, which was 
very little, other gcuits who Avere employed in the con- 
cern were .examined ; and I went back to prison, with 
my poor little wife on my arm. We had to pass 
through the crowd in the rooms, and my heart bled 
as I saw, amongst a score of others, poor Gates, 
Brough’s porter, wlio had advanced every shilling to 
his master, and was now, with ten children, houseless 
and penniless in his old age. *Oai)tain Sparr was in 
this neighborhood, but by no means so friendly dis- 
posed j for while Gates tomdunl his hat, as if I had 
been a lord, the little captain came forward threaten- 
ing with his btaniboo-cane, and swearing with great 
oaths that I was an a(*.(H)m})lic(' of Brough. Curse 
you for a smooth-fac-ed scoundrel ! ” says he. What 
business hav(3 you to ruin an English gentleman, as 
you have me ? ” And again he advanced with his 
stick. But this time, officer as In^ Avas, Giis took him 
by the collar, and slioved him back, and said, “Look 
at the lady, you brut(', and hold your tongue ! ” Ailll 
Avhen he looked at my vv^iie’s situation, Captain Sparr 
became redder for shame than he had before been for 
auger. “I’m sorry she’s married to such a good-for- 
nothing,” muttered he, and fell back *, and my ])oor 
wife and I Avalked out of the court, and back to our 
dismal room in the ])rison. 

It was a hard place for a gentle (jreatur(» like her to 
be confined in : and L longed to have some of my rela- 
tives with her Avhen her time should come. But her 
grandmother could not leave the old lieutenant; and 
my mother had writbui to say that, as Mrs. Iloggarty 
was with us, she Avas cpiite as Avell at home with her 
children. “ What a bh\ssing it i*s for you, under your 
misfortunes,” continiUMl the good soul, “ to have the 
generous i)urse of your aunt for succor ! ” Generous 
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purse of my aunt, indeed! Where could Mrs. Hog- 
garty be ? It was evident that she liad not written 
to any of her friends in tlie country, nor gone thither, 
as she threatened. 

But as Illy mother had alrcnuly lost so much money 
through my unfortunate luck, and as slie had (mough 
to do with her little pittance to ke(‘p my sisters at 
home; and as, on hearing of my (H)n(lition, she would 
infallibly have sold her last gown to •bring me aid, 
Mary and I agreed that wc^ would not let her know 
what our real condition was — bad enough! Heaven 
knows, and sail and clu'crless. Old Lieutenant Smith 
had likewise nothing but his hali‘-]>a,y and his rheuma- 
tism; so we were', in fa(d, quite fricuidh^ss. 

That period of my life, and that horrible prison, 
seem to me like recolle(*.tioiis of some fever. What 
an awful place ! — not for the sadness, strangedy 
enough, as I thought, but for the gayety of it; for 
tj^ long prison galleries were, I remember, full of 
lire and a sort of grave bustle. All day and all night 
doors were clapping to and fro ; and you Inward loud 
voices, oaths, footsteps and laughter. Next door to 
our room was one where a man sold gin, undtu* tlu^ 
name of tape ; and here, from morning till night, the 
people kept up a horrible revelry; and sang — sad 
songs some of them ; but my d(iar little girl was, thank 
God! unable to understand the most part of tludr 
ribaldry. She never used to go out till nightfall ; and 
all day she sat working at a little store of caps and 
dresses for the expected stranger — and not, she says 
to this day, unha])py. But the confimuiKuit sir^kened 
her, who had been used to ha})py country air, and she 
grew daily paler and paler. 

The Fives’ (k)iirt was opposite our window ; and 
here I used, very unwillingly at first, but after wax’ds, 
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I do confess, with much eagerness, to take a couple of 
hours^ daily sport. Ah ! it was a strange place. There 
was an aristocracy there as elsewhere, — amongst other 
gents, a son of my Lord J)tniceac(i ; and many of the 
men in the prison W(‘re as eagcu- to walk with him, 
and talked of liis family as knowingly, as if they were 
Bond Street bucks. I^)or Tidd, especially, was one of 
these. Of all Ins fortune he liad nothing left but a 
dressing-case ;^nd a flowered dressing-gown; and to 
these possessions he added a line pair of inustiiches, 
with which the poor (u*eatiire strutted about: and 
though cursing his ill-fortune, was, I do believe, as 
hap[)y whenever his i'riends brought him a guinea, as 
he had been during bis brief career as a gentleman on 
town. 1 liave seen sauntering dandies in watering- 
places ogling the wouien, watching eagerly for steam- 
boats and stage-coa.(dies as if their lives depended 
upon them, and strutting all day in jackets up and 
down the public walks. Well, there are such fellows 
in f)risons; quite as daiidilied and foolish, only a little 
more shabby^ — dandies with dirty- beards and holes at 
their elbows. 

I did not go near what is called the poor side of the 
prison — I dared not, that was the fact. But our little 
stock of money was running low ; and my heart sick- 
ened to think what might be my dear wife’s fate, and 
on what sort of a couch our child might be born. But 
Heaven spared me that pang, — Pleaven, and my dear, 
good friend, Gus Hoskins. 

The attorneys to whom Mr. Smithers recommended 
me, told me that I (iould get leave to live in the rules 
of the Fleet, could I j)rocure sureties to the marshal 
of the prison for the amount of the detaiuer lodged 
against me; but though T looked Mr. Blatherwick 
hard in the face, he never offered to give the bail for 



AOT) THE GREAT HOGG ARTY DIAMOND. 145 


me, and I knew no housokoeper in London who would 
procure it. There was, however, one whom I did not 
know, — and that was old Mr. Hoskins, the leather, 
seller of Skinner Street, a kind fat gentleman, who 
brought his fat wife to see Mrs. Titmarsli; and 
though the lady gave herself ratlun- ])atronizing airs 
(her husband being free of the Skiniuirs’ C()m])any, and 
bidding fair to be Alderman, nay, Lord Mayor of the 
first city in the world), she seeimid lu'avtily to symp^i- 
thize with us; and her husband stirred and bustled 
about until the recpiisite leave was obtaiiu^d, and I 
was allowed comparative liberty. 

As for lodgings, they were soon had. My old land- 
lady, Mrs. Stokes, sent her Jemima to say that her 
first floor was at our service ; and when we had taken 
possession qf it, and I offered at the end of the wet^k 
to pay her bill, the good soul, with tears in her eyes, 
told me that she did not want for money now, and 
that she knew I had enough to do with what 1 had. 
I did not refuse her kindn(‘ss; for, indecnl, I had T:)ut 
five guineas left, and ought not by rights to have 
thought of sucli expensive apartments as hers: but 
my wife’s time was very m»ar, aiid I (iould not bear 
to think that she should want for any comfort in her 
lying-in. 

That admirable woman, with whom tin'. Misses 
Hoskins came every day to keep company — and very 
nice, kind ladies they are — recovered lier in^altli a 
good deal, now she was out of the odious prison and 
was enabled to take exercise. How gayly did we pace 
up and down Bridge Strec^t and Chatham Place, to be 
sure ! and yet, in truth, I was a beggar, and felt some- 
times ashamed of being so happy. 

With regard to the liabilities of the Company my 
mind was now made quite easy; for the creditors 
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could only come upon our directors, and these it was 
rather difficult to hud. Mr. Brough was across the 
water; and I must say, to the (‘.redit of that gentle- 
man, that while everybody thought he had run away 
with hundreds of thousands of pounds, he was in a 
garret at Boulogne, with scar(*.e a shilling in his 
pocket, and his fortune to make afresh. Mrs. Brough, 
like a good, brave woman, remained faithful to him, 
and only left r Fulham with the gown 'on her back; 
and Miss Bidinda, though grumbling and sadly out 
of temper, was no Ixitter off. For tin? other directors, 
— when they came to impure at Edinburgh for Mr. 
Mull, W.S., it appearcMl there vm,s a gentleman of that 
name, who had practisc^d in Edinburgh with good rep- 
utation until 1<S0(), simu^ wluui lui had rtdired to the 
Isle of Skye ; ami on being applied to, knew no more 
of the West Diddl(*sex Association than Queen Anne 
did. General Sir Dionysius O’Halloran had abruptly 
cpiittt^d Dublin, and returned to the republic of Gua- 
tenfiila. Mr. Shirk went into the Gazette.’’ Mr. 
Macraw, M.B. ami King’s counsel, had not a single 
guinea in the world imt what he rt'ceived for attend- 
ing our board; and tlu‘. only man seizable was Mr. 
Manstraw, a wealthy navy contractor, as we under- 
stood, at Clmtliam. lie turned out to be a small 
dealer in marine stores, and his whole stock in trade 
was not worth £10. Mr. Abednego was the other 
director, and we. have already seen what became of him. 

^‘Why, as there is no danger from the West Diddle- 
sex,” suggested Mr. Hoskins, senior, should you not 
no^v endeavor to make an arrangement with your cred- 
itors ; and who can make a Ixdter bargain with them 
than pretty Mrs. Titmarsh here, ^ whose sweet eyes 
would soften the hardest-hearted tailor or milliner 
that ever lived 
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Accordingly, my dear girl, one bright day in Feb- 
ruary, shook me by the hand, and bidding me be of 
good cheer, set off with (lus, in a coacdi, to pay a visit 
to those persons. Little did I think a year before, 
that the daughter of th(^ gallant Smith should ever be 
compelled to be a suppliant to tailors and haber- 
dashers ; but she, Heaven bless her ! felt none of the 
shame which oppressed nu^ — or Haiti she bdt none — 
and went away, nothing doubting, on her (uaund. 

In the evtuiing she canu^ back, and my heart 
thumped to know the news, I saAv it was bad by her 
face. For some time she did not speak, but looked 
as pale as death, and wept as she kisscMl me. ‘‘ You 
speak, Mr. Augustus,’’ at last said sh.e, sobbing ; and 
so Gus told me the (;ircumstau(‘.es of that dismal day. 

“ What do ycai think, Sam ? ” says he ; that infernal 
aunt of yours, at whose command yoA had the things, 
has written to the tradesmen to say that you are a 
swindler and impostor; that you give out that she 
ordered the goods; that she is ready to droj) dotvn 
dead, and to take her P>ible-oath she never did any 
such thing, aaid that tlu‘y must look to you alone for 
payment. Not one of them would hear of letting you 
out; and as for Mantalini, tlie sc^onndrel was so 
insolent that I gave him a box on th(‘ (*ar, and would 
have half killed him, only jioor Mary — Mi‘s. Tit- 
marsh Imeaii — screamed and fainted : and 1 brought 
her away, and here she is, as ill as ('an Ix'.” 

That night the indefatigable Gns was obliged to run 
post-haste for Dr. Salts, and next morning a little boy 
was born. I did not know wludber to be sad or 
happy, as they showcxl me the little weakly thing; 
but Mary was the hajipiest woman, she (hx'lared, in 
the world, and forgot all her sorrows in nui’sing the 
poor baby : she went bravely through her tinu^, and 
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vowed that it was the loveliest child in the world ; 
and that though Lady Tiptoff, whose confinement we 
read of as having taken place the same day, might 
have a silk bed and a fine house in Grosvenor Square, 
she never, never could have such a beautiful child as 
our dear little Gus ; for after whom should we have 
uiuned the boy, if not after our good, kind friend ? 
We had a litth^ party at the christening, and I assure 
you were yo.vj merry over our tea. 

The mother, thank Heaven ! was very w(dl, aufl it 
did one’s heart good to see her in that attitude^ in 
which T think every woman, be she ever so plain, 
looks beautiful — with her baby at her bosom. The 
child was sickly, but she did not see it ; we were very 
poor, but what cared she ? She had uo leisure to be 
sorrowful as I was : I had my last guinea now in my 
pocket ; and when that was gone — ah ! my heart sick- 
ened to think of what was to come, and I prayed for 
strength and guidance, and in the midst of my perplex- 
ities felt yet thankful that th(‘ danger of the confine- 
ment was over ; and that for the worse fortune which 
was to befall us, my dear wife was at least prepared, 
and strong in health. 

I told Mrs. iStokes that she must let us have a 
cheaper room — a garret that should cost but a few 
shillings ; and though the good woman bade me re- 
main in the apartments we occupied, yet, now that my 
wife was well, I felt it would be a crime to deprive my 
kind landlady of her chief means of livelihood ; and at 
length she promised to get me a garret as I wanted, 
anci to make it as comfortable as might be ; and little 
Jemima declared that she would be glad teyond 
measure to wait on the mother -and the child. 

The room, then, was made ready: and though T 
took some pains not to speak of the arrangement too 
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suddenly to Mary, yet there was no need of disguise 
or hesitation; for when at last I told her — that 
all ? said she, and took my hand witli one of her 
blessed smiles, and vowed that she and Jemima would 
keep the room as ])rotty and neat as possible. ‘‘And 
I will cook your dinners,^’ added she ; “ for you know 
you said I make the b(\st roly-poly ]>uddings in the 
world.^’ (rod bless Inn- ! I do think soirie women almost 
love poverty: but I did not tell Maiy how f)oor I was, 
nor had she any idea how lawyers’, and prisons’, and 
doctors’ fees had diminished tlu^ sum of money which 
she brought me when we came to tln^ Vleet. 

It was not, liowever, destined that she and her 
child should inhabit that little garret. We were to 
leave our lodgings on Monday morning ; but on Sat- 
urday evening the child was seized with convulsions, 
and all Sunday the mother watched and pray(*d for it : 
Init it pleased God to tak(' the innocent infant from 
us, and on Sunday, at midnight, it lay a corpse in its 
mother’s bosom. Anlen. We have other chilA'on, 
happy and well, now round alxuit us, and from the 
father’s heart tlie niemoiy of this little thing has 
almost faded ; but I do Ixdic^ve that every day of her 
life the mother thinks of the first-born that Avas with 
her for so short a while : many and many a tiim* has 
she taken her daughters to the grave in St. Bride’s 
where he lies buried; and she Avears still at lior neck 
a little, litth^ lock of gold hair, Avhich slu^ took f j-om the 
head of the infant as he lay smiling in his coffin. It 
has happened t9 me to forget the child’s birthday, but 
to her never ; and often, in the midst of common talk, 
comes something that sIioavs she is tliinking of the 
child still, — somd simple allusion that is to me 
inexpressibly affecting. 

1 shall not try to d(3scribe her grief, for such things 
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are sacred and secret ; and a man has no business to 
place them on i)aper for all the world to read. Nor 
should I have mentioned the child’s loss at all, but 
that even that loss was the means of a great worldly 
blessing to us ; as my wife has often with tears and 
thanks acknowledged. 

While my wife was weeping over her child, I am 
ashamed to say I was distracted with other feelings 
besides thase pf grief for its loss ; and I have often 
since thought what a master — nay, destroyer — of 
the affections want is, and have learned from experi- 
ence to be thankful for daily bread. That acknow- 
ledgment of weakness which we make in imploring 
to be relieved from hung(u and from tem])tation, is 
surely wisely put in our daily prayer. Think of it, 
you who are rich, and take heed how you turn a 
beggar away. 

The child lay there in its wicker cradle, with its 
sweet fixed smile in its face (I think the angels in 
hea^n must liave been glad to w(*lcome that pretty 
innocent smile) ; and it was only the next day, after 
my wife had gone to lie down, and I sat keeping 
watch by it, that I remembered the condition of its 
parents, and thought, I can’t tell with what a pang, 
that I had not money left to bury the little thing, and 
wept bitter tears of despair. Now, at last, 1 thought 
I must apply to my poor mother, for this was a 
sacred necessity ; and I took paper, and wrote her a 
letter at the baby’s side, and told her of our condi- 
tion. But, thank Heaven! I never sent the letter; 
for as I went to the desk to get sealjing-wax and $eal 
that dismal letter, my eyes fell upon the diamond pin 
that I had quite forgotten, and that was lying in the 
drawer of the desk. 

I looked into the bedroom, — my .poor wife was 
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asleep ; she had been watching for three nights and 
days, and had fallen asleep from sheen* fatigue ; and I 
ran out to a pawnbroker’s with the diauioud, and 
received seven guineas for it, and coming back jmt 
tlie money into the landlady’s liaud, and told lier to 
get what was needful. My wife was still a-sh^ej) when 
1 came back ; and when slie woki*, wo pcu'suadecl her to 
go down stairs to the landlady’s ])arl()r ; and mean- 
while the necessary preparations wovo ifiade, and the 
poor child consigned to its coitin. 

The next day, after. all was oven*, Mrs. Stokes gave 
me back three out of the s(nani guineas ; and tluni I 
could not helj) sobbing out to her my doubts and 
wretchedness, tolling her that this was tlie last moiu‘y 
I had ; and when that was gone, I knew not what was 
to become of the best wife that ever a man was bh^st 
with. 

My wife was down stairs with the woman. Poor 
Gus, who was with me, and cpiite as niiu^h affe(‘.ted 
as any of the party, took me by the arm, and i(*d me 
down stairs ; and we quite forgot all about th(‘- prison 
and tlu? rules, and walked a long, long way across 
Blackfriars Bridge, the kind fellow striving as much 
as possible to console me. 

When we came back, it was in the evening. The 
first person who imd me in tlui liouse was my kind 
mother, who fell into my arms with many tears, and 
who rebuked me tcnde]*ly for not having told her of 
my necessities. She nevcu* should have known of 
them, she said ; but she had not heard from me since 
1 wrote announcing the birth of the child, and she 
felt uneasy about my silence; and meeting Mr. 
Smithers in the street, aslaul from him news concern- 
ing me: wherenipon that genthunan, with some little 
show of alarm, told her that he thought luu* daugh- 
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ter-in-law was confined in an uncomfortable place; 
that Mrs.' Hoggarty had left us ; finally, that I was in 
prison. This news at once despatched my poor 
mother on her travels, and she had only just come 
from the prison, where she learned my address. 

I asked lier whether she had setm my wife, and 
how she found her. liather to my amaze she said 
that Mary was out with the landlady when she 
arrived ; ancT eight — nine o’clock came, and she was 
absent still. 

At ten o’clock returned — not my wife, but Mrs. 
Stokes, and with her a g(mtleman, who shook hands 
with me on coming into the room, anfl said, “ Mr. Tit- 
marsh, I don’t know whether you will remember me : 
my name is Tiptoff. I have brought j ou a note from 
Mrs. Titmarsh, and a message from my wife, who sin- 
cerely commiserates your loss, and begs you will not 
be uneasy at Mrs. Titmarsh’s absence. She has been 
good enough to i)romise to pass the night with Lady 
Tiptoff ; and 1 am sure you will not object to her be- 
ing away from you, while she is giving happiness to a 
sick mother and a sick child.” After a few more 
words, my lord left us. My wife’s note only said 
that Mrs. Stokes would tell me all. 



CHAPTER XIII. 


m WHICH IT IS SHOWN THAT A (ioOO WrFR 18 THE 

BEST DIAMOND A MAN CAN WEAK IN Ills liOSOM. 

“Mrs. Titmarsii, Ma’am,” .sa.ys Mrs. Stokes, “be- 
fore I gratify your curiosity, Ma’am, permit me to 
observe that angels is scarce ; and it ’s rare to have 
one, much more two, in a family. Both your son and 
your daughter-in-law, Ma’am, are of that uncommon 
sort ; they are, now reely. Ma’am.” 

My mother said she thanked Cod for both of us ; 
and Mrs. Stokes proceeded : — 

“When the fu — when the seminary. Ma’am, was 
concluded this morning, your jioor daugliter-in-law 
was glad to take slielter in my humble parlor, IMa’am, 
where she we])t, and told a thousand stories of the 
little cherub that ’s gone. Heaven bless us ! it was 
here but a month, and no one could have thought it 
could have done suidi a many things in that time. 
But a mother’s eyes are clear. Ma’am ; and I had just 
such another angel, my dear little Antony, that was 
born before Jemima., and would have been twimty- 
three now were he in this wicked world. Ma’am. 
However, I won’t speak of him, Ma’am, but of wlxat 
took place. 

“ You must know. Ma’am, that Mrs. Titmarsh re- 
mained down stairs while Mi\ Samuel was talking 
with his friend Mr. Hoskins-; and the jicor thing 
would not touch a bit of dinner, though we had it 
made comfortable; and after dinner, it was with 



164 THE HISTORY OF SAMUEL TITMaRSH 

difficulty I could get her to sup a little drop of wine- 
and-water, and dip a toast in it. It was the first 
morsel that had passed her lips for many a long hour, 
Ma’am. 

Well, she would not speak, and I thought it best 
not to interrupt luir ; but she sat and looked at my 
two youngest that wei-e ])laying on the rug; and just 
jis Mr. Titmarsh and his friend Gus went oxit, the boy 
brought the Kowspaper, Ma’am, — it always comes 
from three to four, and I began a-reading of it. But 
I could n’t read much, for thinking of poor Mr. Sam’s 
sad face as he went out, and the sad story he told me 
about his money being so low ; and every now and 
then I stopp(‘d reading, and bade Mrs. T. not to take 
on so ; and told her some stories about my dear little 
Antony. 

^ Ah ! ’ says she, sobbing, and looking at the 
young ones, ^you have other children, Mrs. Stokes; 
but that — iihat was my only one ; ’ and she flung 
back ill her chair, and cried fit to break her heart : 
and I knew that the cry would do her good, and so 
went bacik to my paper — the ^ Morning Post,’ Ma’am ; 
I always read it, for I like to know what ’s a-going on 
in the West End. 

“ The very first thing that ray eyes lighted upon was 
this: — ‘Wanted, iraiuediately, a respectable person 
as wet-nurse. Apply at No. — ^ Grosvenor Square.’ 
‘ Bless us and save us ! ’ says T, ‘ here ’s poor Lady 
Tiptoff ill ; ’ for I km^w her ladyship’s address, and 
how she was confined on the very same day with Mrs. 
T. : and, for the matter of that, her ladyship knows 
my address, having visited here. 

“ A sudden thought came over me. ^ My dear Mrs, 
Titmarsh,’ said I, ‘ you know how poor and how good 
your husband is.’ 
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^ Yes/ says she, rather surprised. 

^ Well, my dear,^ says I, looking her hard in the 
face, ‘Lady TiptoiT, who knows him, wants a nurse 
for her son. Lord Poynings. Will you be a brave 
woman, and look for the plac^e, and niayhaxj replace 
tjie little one that (lod has taken from you ? ’ 

“ She began to tremble and blush ; and then I told 
her what you, Mr. Sam, had told me jthe otlier day 
about your money matters ; and no sooner did she 
hear it than she sj)rung to her bonnet, and said, 
‘Come, come : ^ and in five minutes she had me by tlie 
arm, and we walked together to Grosvenor Scpiare. 
The air did her no harm, ]\lr. Sam, and during the 
whole of the walk she never criinl but oncte, and then 
it was at seeing a nursery-maid in the S(j^uare. 

“A great fellow in livery opens tlie door, and says, 
‘You’re the forty-fifth as come about this ’(U'e place; 
but, fust, lot me ask you a preliminary cpiestion. Are 
you a Hirishwonian ? ’ 

“‘No, sir,’ says Mrs. T. 

‘“That suffishnt, Mem,’ says the gentleman in 
plush; ‘I see you’re not by your axnt. Sfcc'p this 
way, ladies, if you please. You’ll find some more 
candidix for the ])lace up stairs ; but 1 sent away 
forty-four happlicants, because they was Hirish,’ 

“ We were taken up stairs over very soft carpets, 
and brought into a room, and told by an old lady who 
was there to speak very softly, for my lady was only 
two rooms off. And when I asked how the baby 
and her ladyship were, the old lady tcdd me both 
were pretty well: only the doc^tor said Lady Tiptoff 
was too delicate to nurse any longer ; and so it was 
considered necessary to have a wet-nurse. 

“ There was another young woman in the room — a 
tall, fine woman as ever you saw — that looked very 
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angry and contempshious at Mrs. T. and me, and said, 

‘ I Ve brought a letter fjjpm the duchess whose daugh- 
ter I mist ; and I think, Mrs. Blenkinsop, Mem, iny 
Lady Ti})tof£ may look far before she finds such 
another nuss as me. Five feet six high, had the 
S]nall-pox, niarri(ul to a cor])oral in the Lifeguard^ 
perfectly healthy, best of tdiaraeltirs, only drink watcn* ; * 
and as for the^ cliild, Ma’am, if her ladyship had six, 
IVe a j)lenty for thejii a, 11.^ 

‘^As the woman was making this speech, a little 
gentleman in black came in from the next room, 
treading as if on velvet. TIk'. woman got up, and 
made him a low curtsy, and folding her arms on her 
great broad cliest, rf^peab'd tln^ speech she had made 
before. M.rs. T. did not get up from her chair, but 
only made a sort of a bow; which, to bo sure, I 
thought was ill manners, as this gentleman was evi- 
dently tin*, apothi^cary. Ho looked hard at her and 
said, ^ Well, luy good woman, and are you come about 
the plac(5 too ? ’ 

^^^Yes, sir,’ says she, blushing. 

^ You seem very delicate. How old is your child ? 
How many have you had? What character have 
you ? ’ 

^^Your wife didn’t answer a word; so I stepped 
up, and said, ^ Sir,’ says 1, Hhis lady has just lost her 
first child, and isn’t used to look for places, being the 
daughter of a captain in the navy ; so you ’ll excuse 
her want of manners in not getting up when you 
came in.’ 

^^The doctor at this sat down and began talking 
very kindly to her ; he said he was afraid that her ap- 
plication would be unsuccessful, as Mrs. Horner came 
very strongly recommended from the Duchess of Don^ 
caster, whose relative Lady Tiptoff was ; and presently 
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my lady appeared, looking very pretty, Ma'am, in an 
elegant lace-cap [md a sweet muslin robe-de-sham. 

^^A nurse came out of b^r ladyship's room with 
her ; and while my lady was talking to us, walked up 
and down in the next room with something in her 
arms, 

First, my lady si)oke to Mrs. Horner, and then to 
Mrs. T. ; but all the while she was talking, Mrs. Tit- 
marsh, rather rudely, as 1 thought, Ma*aiu, was look- 
ing into the next room : looking — looking at the 
baby there with all her might. My lady asked hei‘ 
her name, and if she had any Qhara(*ter ; and as she 
did not speak, I spoke uj) for her, and said she was 
the wife of one of. the best men in the world ; that 
her ladyship know the gentleman, too, and had 
brought him a haumdi of venison. Then Lady Tiptoff 
looked up quite astonished, and 1 told the whole 
story : how you had been head clerk, and that rascal, 
Brough, had brouglit you to ruin. ‘ Poor thing ! ' 
said my lady : Mrs. Titmarsh did not speak, but still 
kept looking at the baby ; and tlie great big grenadier 
of a Mrs. Horner looked angrily at her. 

‘ Poor thing ! ’ says my huly, taking Mrs. T.'s hand 
very kind, ‘ she seems very young. How old are you, 
my dear ? ' 

< Five weeks and two days ! ' says your wife, 
sobbing. 

“ Mrs. Horner burst into a laugh ; but there was a 
tear in my lady's eyes, for she knew what the poov 
thing was a-thinking of. 

“ ^ Silence, woman ! ' says she angrily to the great 
grenadier-woman ; and at this moment the child in 
the next room began crying. 

As soon as your wife heard the noise, she sprung 
from her chair and made a step forward, and put, both 



168 T«E HISTOBY OF SAMUEL TITMARSH 


Ley hands to her breast and said, ^The child — the 
child — give it me ! ^ and then began to cry again. 

My lady looked at her for a moment, and then ran 
into the next room and brought her the baby; and 
the baby clung to her as if he knew her : and a pretty 
sight it was to see that dear woman with the child at 
her bosom. 

When my lady saw it, what do you think she did ? 
After looking *on it for a bit, she put her arms round 
your wife^s neck and kissed her. 

‘ My dear,’ said she, ^ 1 am sure you are as good as 
you are pretty, and ||pu shall keep the child : and 1 
thank God for sending you to me ! ’ 

These were her very words ; and Dr. Bland, who 
was standing by, says, ^It’s a second judgment of 
Solomon ! ’ 

‘‘ ^ I suppose, my lady, you don’t want me ? ’ says 
the big woman, with anotlKu* curtsy. 

^ Not in the least ! ’ answers my lady haughtily, 
and the grenadier left the room : and then 1 told all 
your story at full length, and Mrs. Blenkiiisop kept 
me to tea, and I saw the beautiful room that Mrs. Tit- 
marsh is to have next to Lady Tijitoff’s ; and when 
my lord came home, what does he do but insist upon 
coming back liere with me in a hackney-coach, as lie 
said he must apologize to you for keeping your wife 
away.” 

1 could not help, in my own mind, connecting this 
strange event which, in the midst of our sorrow came 
to console us, and in our poverty to give us bread, — 
I could not help connecting it with the diamond 
and fancying that the disappearance of that ornament 
had somehow brought a different and a better sort of 
luck into my family. And though some gents who 
iread this^ may call me a poor-spirited fellow for alltw- 
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ing my wife to go out to service, who wjis bred a lady 
and ought to have servants herself : yet, for my part, 
I confess I did not feel one minute’s scruple or morti- 
fication on the subject. If you love a person is it not 
a pleasure to feel obliged to him ? And this, in con- 
sequence, I felt. I was proud and happy at being 
able to think that my dear wife should be able to lar- 
bor and earn bred for me, now misfortune had put it 
out of my power to siipiiort me and l#er. And now, 
instead of making any reflections of my own upon 
prison-discipline, I will recommend the reader to con- 
sult that admirable chapter ii^the life of Mr. Pick- 
wick, in which the same them^ is handled, and which 
shows how silly it is to deprive lionest men of the 
means of labor just at the monnmt when they most 
want it. What could I do ? There were one or two 
gents in the prison wlio could work (literary gents, — 
one wrote his Travels in Mesopotamia,’’ and the other 
his Sketches at Almack’s,” in the place) ; but all 
tlie occupation 1 could find was walking down Bridge 
Street, 'and then u[) Bridge Str(*et, and staring at 
Alderman Waitlimau’s windows, and then at the, black 
man who swept the crossing. I never gav(‘ him any- 
thing ; but I envied him his trade and his broom, and 
the money that continually tell into his old ha,t. But 
I was not allowed even to carry a broom. 

Twice 01* thrice — for Lady Tiptoff did not wish her 
little boy often to breathe the air of sucdi a clost^ ])lac,e 
as Salisbury S(piare — my dinxr Mary came in the 
thundering carriage to see me. They were merry 
meetings ; and — if the truth must be told — twice, 
when nobody was by, I jum]>ed into the carriage and 
had a drive with her, and wlieii T had secui lier home 
jumped into another ha(*.kney-coach and drove back. 
But- this was only twice; for the system was dan- 
g'U’ou:;, and it might bring me into trouble, and it 
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cost three shillings from Grosvenor Square to Ludgate 
Hill. 

Here, meanwhile, my good mother kept me com- 
pany; and what should we read of one day but the 
marriage of Mrs. Hoggarty and the Eev. Grimes Wap- 
shot I My mother, who never loved Mrs. H., now said 
that she should repent all her life having allowed me 
to spend so much of my time with that odious, un- 
grateful woman ; and added that she and I too were 
justly punished for worshipping the mammon of un- 
righteousness and forgetting our natural feelings for 
the sake of my aimt’^itealtry lucre. Well, Amen ! ’’ 
said I. This is th^end of all our fine scliemes ! 
My aunt’s money and my aunt’s diamonds were the 
causes of my ruin, and now tlu^y are cdear gone, thank 
Heaven ! and I hope the old lady will be ha])py ; and 
1 must say I don’t envy the Rev. Grimes Wapshot.” 
So we put Mrs. Hoggarty out of our thoughts, and 
made ourselves as comfortable as might be. 

Rich and great peo^jlc are slower in making Chris- 
tians of their children than we poor ones, aiid little 
Lord Poynings was not christened until the month of 
June. A duke was one godfather, and Mr. Edmund 
Preston, the State Secretary, another ; and that kind 
Lady Jane Preston, whom I have before spoken of, 
was the godmother to her nephew. She had hot long 
been made acquainted with my wife’s history; and 
both she and her sister loved her heartily and were 
very kind to her. Indeed, there was not a single soul 
in the house, high or low, but was fond of that good 
sweet creature ; and the very footmen were as ready 
to serve her as they were their own mistress. 

tell you what, sir,” says one of them. ^^You 
see, Tit my boy, I ’m a connyshure, and up to snough f 
and if ever T see a lady in my life, Mrs. Titmarsh is 
one. I can’t be fimiliar with her — I Ve tried — ” 
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^^Have you, sir ? said 1. 

^^Don^t look so indignant ! I can^t, I say, be fimiliai 
with her ‘ as I am with you. There a somethink in 
her, a jennysquaw, that haws me, sir ! and even my 
lord’s own man, that ’as ’ad as much success as any 
gentleman in Europe — he says that cuss him — ” 

‘^Mr, Charles,” says I, ^^tell my lord’s own man 
that, if he wants to keep his place and his whole skin, 
he will never address a single word to that lady but 
such as a servant should utter in the presence of his 
mistress; and take noti(*.e that I am a gentleman, 
though a poor one, and will rilhrder the first man who 
does her wrong ! ” 

Mr. Charles only said ^KTammin!” to this: but 
psha! in bragging about my own spirit, 1 forgot to 
say what great good fortune my dear wife’s conduct 
procured for me. 

On the christening-day, Mr. Preston offered her first 
a five and then a twenty-pound note ; but she declined 
either : but she did not decline a present that the two 
ladies made Iku’ together, and this was no other than 
my release from the Fleet Lord Tiptoff’s lawyer i)aid 
every one of the bills against me, and tliat happy 
christening-day made me a free maji. Ah ! who shall 
tell the pleasure of that day, or the merry dinner w'e 
had in Mary’s room at Lord Tiptoff’s house when 
my lord and my lady came up stairs to shake hands 
with me ? 

have been speaking to Mr. Preston,” says my 
lord, the gentleman with whom you had the meirib- 
rable quarrel, and he has forgiven it although he was 
in the wrong, and promises to do something for you. 
We are going down, meanwhile, to his house at Rich- 
mond ; and be sure, Mr. Titmarsh, I will not fail to 
keep YOU in his mind.” 



162 THE HISTORY Ot SAMML TITMABSH 


“ Mrs. Titinarsh will do that,” says my lady j “ fot 
Edmund is woMly smitten with her ! ” And Mary 
blushed and I laughed, and we were all very happy : 
and sure enough there came from Richmond a letter 
to me, stating that I was appointed fourth clerk in the 
Tape and Sealing-wax Office, with a salary of £80 per 
annum. 

iftere perhaps my story ought to stop ; for j. was 
happy at last, and have never since, thank Hcav$nl 
known want; but Gus insists that I should add ’'OW I 
gave up the place in the Tape and Sealing-wax Office, 
and for what reason. That excellent Lady Jane Pres- 
ton is long gone, and so is Mr. P f off in an 

apoplexy, and there is no harm now in telling the 
story. 

The fact was that Mr. Preston had fallen in love 
with Mary in a m\ich more serious way than any of us 
imagined; for I do believe he invited his brother-in- 
law to Richmond for no other purpose than to pay 
court to his sou’s nurse. And one day, as I was com- 
ipg post-haste co thank him for the ])lace he had pro- 
cured for me, being diri'cted by Mr. Charles to the 
"scrubbcry,” as he called it, which led down to the 
river, — ■ there, sure enough, [ found Mr. Preston, on 
his knees too, on the gravel-walk, and before him 
Mary, holding the little lord. 

“Dearest creature!” says Mr. Preston, “ao but 
listen to me, and I ’ll make your husband consul at 
Timbuctoo ! He shall n&ner know of it, 1 tell you : he 
cll» never know of it. I pledge you my word as a 
Cabinet Minister ! Oh, don’t look at me in that arch 
way I by heavens, your eyes kill me ! ” 

Mary, when she saw me, burst out laughing, and ran 
down the lawn; my lord making a huge crowing, too, 
and holding out bie httle fat hands, Mr. Preston, who 
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was a heavy man, was slowly getting up, when, catching 
a sight of me looking as fierce as the crater of Mount 
Etna, — he gave a start back and lost his footing, and 
rolled over and over, walloping into the water at the 
garden's edge. It was not deep, and he came bub- 
bling and snorting out again in as much fright as 
fury. 

You d — d ungrateful villain ! " says he, what do 
you stand there laughing for ? " ^ 

I 'm waiting your orders for Timbuctoo, sir,” says 
I, and laughed fit to die ; and so did my Lord Tiptoff 
and his party, who joined us on the lawn : and Jcames 
the footman came forward and helped Mr. Preston out 
of the water. 

Oh, you old sinner ! ” says my lord, as his brother- 
in-law came up the slope. Will that heart of yours 
be always so susceptible, you romantic, apoplectic, 
immoral man ? ” 

Mr. Preston went away, looking blue with rage, and 
ill-treated his wife for a whole month afterwards. 

At any rate,” says my lord, “ Titmarsh here has 
got a place through our friend’s unhappy attachment; 
and Mrs. Titmarsh has only laughed at him, so there 
is no harm there. It 's an ill wind that blows nobody 
good, you know.” 

Such a wind as that, my lord, with due respect to 
you, shall never do good to me. I have learned in the 
past few years what it is to make friends with the 
mammon of unrighteousness; and that out of such 
friendship no good comes in the end to honest men. 
It shall never be said that Sam Titmarsh got a place 
because a great man was in love with his wife ; and 
w'ere the situation ten times as valuable, I should blush 
every day I entered the office-doors in thinking of the 
base means by which my fortune was made. You 
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have made me free, my lord 5 and thank God ! I am 
willing to work. I can easily get a clerkship with the 
assistance of my friends ; and with that and my 
wife’s income, we can manage honestly to face the 
world” 

This rather long speech I made with some anima- 
tion ; for, look you, I was not over-well pleased that 
his lordship should think me capable of speculating in 
any way on my wife’s beauty. 

My lord at first turned re.d, and looked rather angry ; 
but at last he held out his hand and said, You are 
right, Titmarsh, and I am wrong ; and let me tell you 
in confidencie, that I think you are a very honest 
fellow. You sha’n’t lose by your honesty, I promise 
you.” 

Nor did I : for I am at this present moment Lord 
Tiptoff’s steward and right-hand man : and am I not a 
happy father ? and is not my wife loved and respected 
by all the country ? and is not Gus Hoskins ray 
brother-in-law, partner with his excellent father in the 
leather way, and the delight of all his nephews and 
nieces for his tricks and fun ? 

As for Mr. Brough, that gentleman’s history would 
fill a volume of itself. Since he vanished from the 
London world, he lias become celebrated on the Con- 
tinent, where he has acted a thousand parts, and met 
all sorts of changes of high and low fortune. One 
thing we may at least admire in the man, and that is, 
his undaunted courage ; and I can’t help thinking, as 
I have said before, that there must be some good in 
him, seeing the way in which his family are faithful 
to him. With respect to Eoundhand, I had best also 
speak tenderly. The case of Koundhand v. Tidd is 
still in the memory of the public ; nor can I ever 
understand how Bill Tidd, so poetic as he was, could 
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ever take on witli sncli a fat, odious, vulgar woman as 
Mrs, R., who was old enough to be his mother. 

As soon as we were in prosperity, Mr. and Mrs. 
Grimes Wapshot made overtures to be reconciled to 
us ; and Mr. Wapshot laid bare to me all the baseness 
of Mr. Smithers^s conduct in the Brough transaction. 
Smithers had also endeavored to pay his court to me, 
once when I went down to Somersetshire ; but I cut 
his pretensions short, as I have shown. ^‘He it was,^^ 
said Mr. Wapshot, ^^who induced Mrs. Grimes (Mrs. 
Hoggarty she was then) to purchase the West Diddle- 
sex shares: receiving, of course, a large bonus for 
himself. But directly he found that Mrs. Hoggarty 
had fallen into the hands of Mr. Brough, and that he 
should lose the in(‘.ome he mad(i from the lawsuits 
with her tenants and from the management of her 
landed property, he determined to r^^scue her from 
that villain Brough, and came to town for the purpose. 
He also,’^ added Mr. Wapshot, ‘^vented his malignant 
slander against me ; but Heaven was pleased to frus- 
trate his base schemes. In the proceedings conse- 
quent on Brough’s bankruptcy, Mr. Smithers could 
not appear ; for his own share in the transactions of 
the Company would have been most certainly shown 
iq). During his absence from London, I became the 
husband — the happy husband of your aunt. But 
though, my dear sir, I have been the means of bring- 
ing her to grace, I cannot disguise from you that Mrs. 
W. has faults which all my pastoral care has not 
enabled me to eradicate. She is close of her money, 
sir — very close ; nor can I make that charitable use 
of her property which, as a clergyman, I ought to do ; 
for she has tied up every shilling of it, and only 
allows me half a crown a week for pocket-money. In 
temper, too, she is very violent. During the first 
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years of our union, I strove with luir; yea, I chas- 
tised her; lait luu* perseverance, I must confess, got 
the bettor of me. I make no more remonstrances, but 
a,m as a lamb in luu’ hands, and she loads me whither- 
soever she })lea.ses.^^ 

IMr. Wa])shot concluded his tale by borrowing half 
a. crown from im^ (it Ava-s a-t the Soimu’set Coffee- 
lious(^ ill tlu^ Strand, he came, in the year 1832, 

to Avait upon me), and I saAv him go from tlnuice into 
th(^ giii-shoj) oj)posit{', and come out of the gin-shop 
half an hour aft(M‘Ava,rds, reading across the streets, 
and perfectly intoxicaited. 

He died next year: Avhen his Avidow, who called 
lun'scdf M rs. IIoggartv-GriiiK^s-Wapshot, of Castle 
Hoggarty, said that over the grave of lier saint all 
earthly resinitments AA^ere forgotten, and ^iroposed to 
come and live Avith us; ])ayiiig us, of course, a hand- 
some remuneration. r>ut this offer my Avife and I 
respectfully declimnl ; and onc-o more', she altered her 
will, Avhich once more slie had made in our favor ; 
called us ungrateful wretclies and pampered menials, 
and left all Inn* property tp the Irish Hoggarties. 
But seeing my Avife one day in a carriage with Lady 
Tiptoff, and hearing that Ave had been at the great 
ball at Tiptoff Casth', and that T had groAvn to be a 
rich man, she changcHl her mind again, sent for me on 
her death-bed, and hdt me the farms of Slopperton 
and Squashtail, Avith all her savings for fifteen years. 
Peace be to h(u* soul ! for certainly she left me a very 
pretty property. 

Though I am no literary man myself, my cousin 
Michael (who generally, wlien he is short of coin, 
comes down and passes a few months with us) says 
that my Memoirs may be of soine use to the public 
(meaning, I suspect, to himself); and if so, I am 
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glad to serve him and tlumi, and hereby take fare- 
well : bidding all gents who peruse this, to be eautious 
of their money, if they have it; to still more cau- 
tious of thi'ir friends’ money; to remember that great 
profits imply great I'isks ; and that the great shrewd 
capitalists of this eonntry would not be (amtent with 
four per cent for their money, if tliey eould securely 
get more: above all, 1 entreat them imver to embark 
in any speculation, of which the eomljict is not per- 
fectly clear to them, and of which the agents are not 
perfectly open and loyal. 


THK END. 




THE BOOK OF SKOBS. 




ADVERTISEMENT. 


The genus “ Snob ” formed tlie subject of the earli- 
est of Mr. Thackeray’s stiulicis of character. When 
he was an undergraduate of Cambridge, in 1829, there 
appeared an unpretending little weekly periodical 
entitled “The Snob: a Literary and Scientitic Jour- 
nal,” NOT “conducted by menibor.s of tlie University,” 
to which Mr. Thackeray was a contributor ; and it 
probably owed its name and existence to him. Each 
number contained only six pages, of a small octavo 
size, printed' on tinted pajicr of dilfenmt colors, green, 
))ink, and yellow ; and, as if to com])lete the eccen- 
tricity of the periodical, its price was twopence-half- 
penny. “ The Snob ” had but a short lifi^ only eleven 
numbers having been published ; the first being dated 
April 9th, 1829, aivd the last, June 18, of the same 
year. 

In those contributions which appear to have been 
written by Mr. Thackeray, indications are discernible 
of the fine satiric humor witli which he ridiculed 
vulgarity and pretension in “The Book of Snobs.” 
But as the Publishers btdieve that the Author would 
not himself have wished such fugitive', jeapers, hastily 
thrown off in sport for his own amusement, at an 
early period of his life, to be republished, none of 
theni have been included in this volume. 




THE BOOK OF SNOBS. 


BY ONE OF TTIEMSELVTES. 


PKEFA1H )U Y EEMA RKS. 

[T’/tc necf^asity of a work on Snohs^ demonstrated from His- 
tory, and proved by feAicitons Uhistraikms : — / am the individ- 
ual destined to write that work — ^fy voealion is announced in 
terms of great elo(ptcnce» — 1 show that the world has been grad- 
ually preparing itself for the work and the MAN — Siiohs are 
to he studied like other olfeets of Natural Science^ and are a 
part of the Beautiful (with a large B). They pervade all classes 
— Affecting instance of Colonel Snobley.’] 

Wk have all read a statement (the authenticity of 
which T take leavi* to doubt entirely, for u])ou what 
calculations I should like to know is it fouruh‘d?), — 
we hav(^ all, 1 say, been fa.vored by perusing a rcuiiark, 
that when the times and necessities of tlui world call 
for a Man, that individual is found. Thus at the 
Erench Revolution (which the reader will be jdeased 
to have introduced so early), when it was recjuisitc' to 
administer a corrective dose to the nation, Itobespierre 
was found; a most foul and nauseous dose indeed, 
and swallowed eagerly by the patient, greatly to the 
latter’s ultimate advantage: thus when it became 
necessary to kick John Hull out of America, Mr. 
Washington stepped forward and performed that job 
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to satisfaction : thus, when the Earl of Ahlborough 
was unwell, Ihofessor Holloway a])peare(l with his 
])ills, and cured his lordshi}), as ])er advertisement, 
etc. etc. Numherless instanc(»s might be adduced to 
show that when a nation is in great want, the relief 
is at hand ; just as in tlui Pantomime (that micro- 
cosm) where when Clown wants anything — a warm- 
ing-pan, a pumi)-handle, a goose, or a lady’s tippet 

— a fellow cfaiies sauntering out from behind the 
side-s(^enes with the very article in (piestion. 

Again, when men commence an undertaking, they 
always are pre^pared to show that the absolute neces- 
sities of the world d(nnand(Ml its (^omphdion.-^ Say it 
is a railroad : the dinudors l)egin by stating tliat ‘^A 
more intimate commiini('ation between Kathershius 
and Derrynane P»eg is ne(*essary for the advancement 
of civilization, and demanded by the. multitudinous 
acclamations of the great Irish i>eo[)le.’’ Or suppose 
it is a newspap(‘r: the pros])ectus states that At a 
time when tlie Chnrcdi is in danger, threatened from 
without by savage fanaticism and miscreant unbidief, 
and undermined from within by dangerous Jesuitism 
and suicidal Schism, a Want has been universally felt 

— a suffering peo])le has looked abroad — for an Ec- 
clesiastical Cliam])ion and Guai‘dian. A body of 
Prelates and Omithnnen have tlrercd'ore ste])])ed for- 
ward in tins our hour of danger, and determined on 
establishing the ‘ Peadle ’ newspape^r,” etc etc*. One 
or other of these points nt h\ast is incontrovertibh' : 
the puplic wants a thing, therefore it is supplied with 
it; or the public is su])plied with a thing, therefore 
it wants it. 

I have long gone about with a conviction on my 
mind that I had a work to do^ — a Work, if you like, 
with a great W ; a Purpose to fulfil ; a chasm to leap 
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into, like Curtins, horse and foot ; a Great Social Evil 
to Discover and to R(uiiedy. That Oonvi(‘.tion Has 
Tursued me for Years. It has Dogged me in the 
Busy Street; S(^ated Itself By Me in The Lonely 
Study; Joggcnl My Elbow as it Lifted the Wine-cup 
at The FcwStive Board; Bursued me through the Maze 
of Kotten How ; E()llow(‘d me in Ear Lands. On 
Brighton’s Shingly l>ea(ih, or Margate’s Sand, the 
Voice Outpiped tlui Roaring of the Sea*; it Nestles in 
my Niglitca]), and It WliisjHns, Wake, Slumberer, 
thy Work Is Not Yet Done.” Last Year, By Moon- 
light, in the Colosseum, th(‘ Little Sedulous Voice 
Came to Me and Said, ‘‘Smith, or Jones” (The 
Writer’s Name is Neither Here nor Tliere), “ Smith 
or Jones, my lim* fcdlow, this is all very well, but you 
ought to be at home writing your great work on 
SNOBS.” 

When a man has this sort of voc^ation it is all non- 
sense attem])ting to elude it. He must si)eak out to 
the nations; lie must tmbnsiii himself, as Jeames 
would say, or choke and di(\ “ IMark to yourself,” I 
have often mentally exclaiimnl to your humble ser- 
vant, “ tln^ gradual way in which you have been j)re- 
pared for. and ari‘. now led by an irresistible necessity 
to enter upon your great labor. Eii*st, the World was 
made : tlien, as a matt(‘r of course. Snobs ; they ex- 
isted for years and years, and were no more known 
than America,. But })resently, — iugens patebat tellas^ 
— the peoph? ])(H',ame darkly aware that there was 
such a race. Not above tiv(*-and-twenty yn?ars since, 
a name, an ex])ressivt^ monosyllable, arose to designate 
tliat race. That name has s])n*ad over England like 
railroads sid)se(|uently ; Snobs are known and recog- 
nized throughout an Empire on which 1 am given 
to understand the Sun never sets. ‘ Bunch ' appears 
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at the ripe season, to chronicle their history; and 
tlie individual comes forth to write that history in 
‘-Punch.’ ” 1 

I have (and for this gift I congratulate myself with 
a Deep and Abiding Thankfulness) an eye for a Snob. 
If the Truthful is the Beautiful, it is Ihiautiful to 
study even the Snobbish ; to tiuck Snol)s through liis- 
tory, as certain little dogs in Hampshire hunt out 
triifttcis ; to sink shafts in society and come upon rich 
veins of Snob-ore. Snobbislin(\ss is like Death in a 
quotation from Horace, which I hope you never have 
heard, ‘‘ beating with equal foot at ]>()or men’s doors, 
and kicking at the gab^s of Emperors.” It is a great 
mistake to judge of Snobs lightly, and think they 
exist among the lower classes merely. An immense 
percentage of Snobs, I believe, is to bo found in every 
r^nk of this mortal life. You must not judge hastily 
or vulgarly of Snobs : to do so shows that you are 
yourself a Snob. I myscdf have been taken for one. 

When 1 was taking the waters at Bagnigge Wells, 
and living at the “Im])crial Hotel” there, there used 
to sit opposite me at breakfast, for a short time, a 
Snob so insufferable that I felt 1 should never get any 
benefit of the waters so long as he remained. His 
name was Lieutenant-Colonel Snobley, of a certain 
dragoon regiment. He wore jai)anned boots and mus- 
taches : he lisped, drawled, and left the ‘‘ r’s ” out of 
his words ; he was always flourishing about, and 
smoothing his lacquered whiskers with a huge flaming 
bandanna, that filled the room with an odor of musk 
so stifling that I determined to do battle with that 
Snob, and that either he or I should quit the Inn. I 
first began harmless conversations with him ; fright- 

1 These papers were originally published in that popular 
periodical. 
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ening him exceedingly, for lu' did not know what to 
do when so attacked, and had never the slightest 
notion that anybody would take such a liberty with 
him as to speak first: then I handed him the pa])er; 
then, as he would take no notice of these advaiuies, 1 
used to look him in the fiic(i steadily and — and use 
my fork in the light of a toothi)iek. After two morn- 
ings of this praeticu!, he co\ild hi-ar it no longer, and 
fairly quitted the ]»laee. 

Should the Colonel see this, will he rinnemher the 
Gent who asked him if he thought huhlicoaler was a 
fine writer, and drove him from the llohd with a 
four-pronged fork 7 



CHAPTER I. 


THE SNOB PLAYFULLY OKALT WITH. 

There are relative and positive Snobs. I mean by 
positive, such persons as are Snobs everywhere, in all 
companies, from morning till night, from youth to the 
grave, being by Nature endowed with Snobbishness — 
and others who are Snobs only in certain circum- 
stances and relations of life. 

For instance : I once knew a man who committed 
before me an act as atrocious as that which I have 
indicated in the last chapter as performed liy me for 
the purpose of disgusting Colonel Snobley ; vy:. the 
using the fork in the guise of a toothpick. I once, I 
say, knew a man who, dining in my company at the 
“ Eurojia Colfee-house ” (ojuiosite the (fraud Opera, 
and, as everybody knows, the only decent place for 
dining at Naples), ate peas with the assistance of his 
knife. He was a jierson Avith Avluise society I was 
greatly jdeased at first — indeed, we had met in the 
crater of Mount Vesuvius, and were subseq^uently 
robbed and held to ransom by brigands in Calabria, 
which is nothing to the purpose — a man of great 
powers, excellent heart, and varied information ; but 
l^had never before seen him with a dish of peas, and 
his conduct in regard to tliem caused me the deepest 
pain. 

After having seen him thus publicly comport him- 
self, but one course was open to me — to cut his ac- 
quaintance. I commissioned a mutual friend (the 
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Honorable Poly Anthus) to break the matter to this 
gentleman as delicately as possible, and to say that 
painful circumstances — in nowise affecting Mr. Mar- 
rowfaVs honor, or my esteem for him — had occurred, 
which obliged me to forego my intimacy with him 5 
and accordingly we met, and gave each other the cut 
direct that night at the Duchess of Monte Fiasco’s 
ball. 

Everybody at Naples remarked tlie, separation of 
the Damon and Pythias — indeed. Marrowfat had 
saved my life more than once — but, as an English 
gentleman, what was I to do ? 

My dear frimid was, in this instance, the Snob rela- 
tive. It is not snobbish of persons of rank of any 
other nation to emijloy their knife in the manner 
alluded to. I have seen Monte Fiasco clean his 
trencher with his knife, and every Principe in com- 
pany doing likewise. I have seen, at the hospitable 
board of H. 1. II. the Grand Duchess Stephanie of* 
Baden (who, if these humbre lines should come 
under her Imperial eyes, is besought to remember 
gracuously the most devoted of lier servants) — I have 
seen, I say, the Hiu-editary Princess of Potztausend- 
Donnerwetter (that serenely-beautifiil woman) use her 
knife in lieu of a fork or spoon; I have seen her 
almost swallow it, by Jove ! like Kamo Samee, the 
Indian juggler. And did I blench ? Did my estima- 
tion for the I’rincesK diminish ? No, lovely Amalia ! 
One of the truest passions that ever was inspired 
by woman was rais(^d in this bosom by that lady. 
Beautiful one ! long, long may the knife carry 
food to those lips I the reddest and loveliest in the 
world I 

The cause of my quarrel with Marrowfat I never 
breathed to mortal soul for four years. We met m 
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the halls of the aristocracy — our friends and rela- 
tives. We jostled eiich other in the dance or at the 
board; but the estrangement continued, and seemed 
irrevocable, until the fourth of June, last y^ar. 

We met at Sir George Golloper’s. AVe were phiced, 
he on the right, your humble servant on the left of 
tlie admirable Lady G. Peas formed part of the 
banquet — ducks and green ])eas. 1 trembled as I 
saw Marrowfi\t helped, and tiij*ncd away sickening, 
lest I should behold the weapon darting down his 
horrid jaws. 

What was my astonishment, what my delight, when 
I saw him use his fork like any other Christian ! He 
did not administer the cold steel once. Old times 
rushed back upon me — the remembrance of old ser- 
vices — his rescuing me from the brigands — his 
gallant conduct in the affair with the Countess Dei 
Spinaclii — his lending me the £1,700. I almost burst 
into tears with joy — my voice trembled with emo- 
tion. George, my boy ! ’’ I exclaimed, George Mar- 
rowfat, my dear fellow ! a glass of wine ! 

Blushing — deeply moved — almost as tremulous 
as I was myself, George answered, Franks shall it be 
Hock or Madeira ? I could have hugged him to my 
heart but for the presence of the company. Little did 
Lady Golloper know what was the cause of the emo- 
tion which sent the duckling I was carving into her 
ladyship’s pink satin lap. The . most good-natured of 
women pardoned the error, and the butler removed the 
bird. 

We have been the closest friends ever since*, nor, of 
course, has George repeated his odious habit. He ac- 
quired it at a country school, where they cultivated 
peas and only used two-pronged forks, and it was 
only by living on the Continent, where the usage of 
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the four-prong is general, that he lost the horrible 
custom. 

In this point — and in this only — I confess myself 
a member of the Silver-Fork School ; and if this tale 
but induce one of my readers to pause, to examine in 
his own mind solemnly, and ask, Do I or do I not 
eat peas with a knife ? — to see the ruin which 
may fall upon himself by continuing the practice, or 
his family by beholding the example, these lines will 
not have been written in vain. Amf now, whatever 
other authors may be, I flatter myself, it will be al- 
lowed that /, at least, am a moral man. 

By the way, as some readers are dull of comprehen- 
sion, I may as well say what the moral of this history 
is. The moral is this — Society having ordained cer- 
tain customs, men are bound to obey the law of society, 
and conform to its hariuh'ss orders. 

If I shoidd go to the l>ritish and Foreign Institute 
(and Heaven forbid 1 should go undcu* any pretext or 
in any costume whatever) — if I should go to one of 
the tearparties in a dressing-gown and sli])pers, and 
not in the usual attire of a gmitleman, viz. pumps, a 
gold waistcoat, a crush hat, a sham frill, and a white 
choker — I should be insulting society, and mting 
pms with my knife. Let the porters of the lustitiit(i 
hustle out the individual who shall so offend. Such 
an often der is, as regards society, a most emphatical 
and ref ractory Snob. It has its code and police as well 
as governments, and he must conform who would profit 
by the decrees set forth for their common comfort. 

I am naturally averse to egotism, and hate self- 
laudation consumedly ; but I can’t help relating here 
a circumstance illustrative of the point in question, 
in which I must think I acted with considerable 
prudence. 



Being at Constantinople a few years since (on a deli- 
cate mission), — the Russians were playing a double 
game, between ourselves, and it becuime nec^essary on 
our part to employ an extra Leckerbiss 

Pasha of Roumelia, then Chief Galeongee of the Porte, 
gave a diplomatic banquet at his summer palace at 
Bnjukdere. I was on the lo.it of the Galeongee, and 
the Russian agent, Count c\e Diddloff, on his dexter 
side. Diddloff is a dandy who would die of a rose in 
aromatic pain ; he had tried to have me assassinated 
tliree times in the course of the lU'gotiation but of 
course we were frieiuLs in public, and saluted each 
other in the most cordial and charming manner. 

The Galeongee is — or was, alas! for a bowstring 
has done for him — a stanch supporter of the old 
school of Turkish politics. We dined with our fin- 
gers, and had flax)s of bread for x)lates ; the only inno- 
vation he admitted was the use of European liquors, 
in which he indulged with great gusto. He was an 
enormous eater. Amongst the dishes a very large 
one was placed before him of a lamb dressed in its 
wool, stuffed with jn’unes, garlic, asafeetida, capsi- 
cums, and other condiments, the most aboininable 
mixture that ever mortal smedt or tasted. The 
Galeongee ate of this hugely ; and pursuing the 
Eastern fashion, insisted on helping his fi’iends right 
and left, and when h(3 came to a particularly sincy 
morsel, would push it with his own hands into his 
guests’ very mouths. 

I never shall forge^t the look of poor Diddloff, when 
his Excellency, rolling iij) a large quantity of this into 
a ball and exclaiming, ‘‘ Buk Buk ” (it is very good), 
administered the horrible bolus to Diddloff. The 
Russian's eyes rolled dreadfully as he received it ; he 
swallowed it with a grimace that I thought must pre- 



cede a convulsion, and seizing a bottle next him, which 
he thought was Sauterne, but which turned out to be 
French brandy, he drank off nearly a pint before he 
knew his error. It finished him ; lie was carried away 
from the dining-room almost dead, and laid out to 
cool in a summer-house on the Kosphorus. 

When it came to my turn, i took down the condi- 
ment with a smile, said “ Bismillah,” licked my lips 
with easy gratification, and when the next dish was 
served, made up a ball myself so dexterously, and 
popped it down the old Galeongee’s mouth with so 
much grace, that his heart was won. Kussia Avas put 
out of court at once, and the treaty of Kabobanople was 
signed. As for Diddloff, all Avas over Avith him : he 
was recalled to St. Petersburg, and Sir Eoderick 
Murchison saw him, under the .No. 3907, working in 
the Ural Mines. 

The moral of this tale, I need not say, is, that there 
are many disagreeable things in soiuety which you are 
bound to take down, and to do so with a §miliug face. 



CHAPTER II. 


THE SNOW ROYAL. 

Lono since, at the conimenccinent of the reign of 
her present Graeions Majesty, it clianced “on a fair 
summer evening,” as Mr. James would say, that three 
or four young cavaliers were drinking a cup of wine 
after dinner at the hostelry called the “ King’s Arms,” 
kept by Mistress Anderson, in the royal village of 
Kensington. ’T was a balmy evening, and the way- 
farers looked out on a cheerful scene. The tall elms 
of the ancient gardens were in full h*af, and countless 
chariots of the nobility of England whirled by to the 
neighboring palace, where princely Sussex (whose 
in(?ome latterly only allowed him to giv(‘, tea-parties) 
entertained his royal niee,e at a state bamiilcd. When 
the caroches of the nobles had set down tlieir owners 
at the Tbampu't-hall, their varlets and servitors came 
to quaff a flagon of nnt-l)rown ale in the “ King’s 
Arms ” gardens hard by. W(* watcdie.d th(^se fellows 
from our latticie. I5y Saint Boniface ’twas a rare 
sight ! 

The tulips in Mynheer Van Dunck’s gardens were 
not more gorgeous than the liveries of these pie-coated 
retainers. All the flowers of the field bloomed in their 
ruAed bosoms, all the hues of the rainbow gleamed in 
their plush breeches, and the long-caned ones walked 
up and down the garden with that charming solem- 
nity, that delightful quivering swagger of the calves, 
which has always had a frantic fascination for us. 
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The walk was not wide enougli for them as the 
shoulder-knots strutted up and down it in canary, and 
crimson, and light blue. 

Suddenly, in the midst of their pride, a little bell 
was rung, a side door opened, and (afttn- setting down 
their Eoyal Mistress) her Majesty’s own (jrimsoii 
footmen, with epaulets and black plushes, came in. 

It was i)itiable to see the other ])oor Johns slink 
off at this arrival! Nut one of the ^honest private 
Plushes could stand up before the lloyal Flunkies. 
They left the walk ; they sneaked into dark holes 
and drank their beer in silence. Tlie Royal Plush 
kept possession of the garden until the Royal Plush 
dinner was announced, when it retired, and we heard 
from the pavilion where they dined, conservative 
cheers, and speeches, and Ktnitish lires. The other 
Flunkies we nev(n* saw nior(\ * 

My dear Flunkies, so absurdly conceited at one 
moment and so abject at the next, are but the types 
of their masters in this world. He who meanly ad- 
mires mean things is a Snob — perhaps that is a safe 
delinitioii of the cliaracter. 

And this is why I have, with the utnutst respect, 
ventured to jdace The Snob Royal at the head of iny 
list, causing all others to give way before him, as the 
Flunkies before the royal representative in Kensing- 
ton Gardens. To say of such and such a Gracious 
Sovereign that he is a Snob, is but to say that his 
Majesty is a man. Kings, too, are men and Snobs. 
In a country where Snobs are in the majority, a prime 
one, surely, cannot be unfit to govern. With they 
have succeeded to admiration. 

For instance, James I. was a Snob, and a Scotch 
Snob, than which the world contains no more offen- 
sive creature. He appears to have had not one of the 
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good qualities of a nia-n — neitlu'r courage, nor gener- 
osity, nor honesty, nor brains ; but read what the 
great Divines and Doctors of England said about 
liiiii ! Charles IL, his grandson, was a rogue, but not 
a Snob; whilst Louis XIV., bis old squaretoes of a 
contemporary, -—the great worshi])per of Bigwiggery, 
— Inis always struck me as a most undoubted and 
Koyal Snob. 

T will not, i}ow(nuu\ take instancies from our own 
country of Tvoyal Sjiobs, but refcu* to a neighboring 
kingdom, that of Brentford --and its moiuuvh, the 
late great and himcmted Gorgius IV. AVith the same 
humility with which tlic' footmen at the ‘Hving’s 
Arms gave way before the J^lush Koyal, the aristoc- 
raciy of the Brcaitford nation l)ent doAvn and truckled 
before^ Gorgius, and procdainicHl him tlic^ first gentleman 
in EinfO])e. And it ’s a. wonder to think what is 
the gentlefolks’ o[)inion of a gcaitleman, Avhen they 
gave Gorgius sucdi a title. 

What is it to lx* a gentlema.n ? Is it to be honest, 
to be gentle, to Ix' generous, to be brave, to be wise, 
and, possessing all these cpuilities, to (ixeredse them in 
the, most gmceful out, ward manner ? Ought a gentle- 
man to be a loyal son, a ti'uc huslxind, and honest 
father ? Ought his life to be, decent — his bills to be 
paid — his tastes to be liigh and elegant — his aims in 
life lofty and noble ? In a Avord, ought not the Biog- 
raphy of a Fii’st Gentleman in Europe to be of 
such a nature that it might be* read in Young Ladies^ 
Schools with advantage, and studied with profit in 
the Seminaries of Young Gentlemen ? I put this 
question to all instructors of youth — to Mrs. Ellis 
and the Women of England; to all schoolmasters, 
from Doctor Hawtrey down to Mr. -Squeers. I con- 
jure up before me an awful tribunal of youth and 
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Innocence, attended by its venerable iustiaietors (like 
the ten thousand red-(!he(^ked eharity-c^hildreri in Saint 
PauTs), sitting in judgineut, a,ii(l (Jorgius pleading liis 
cause in the midst. Out of (]ourt, out of Court, fat 
old Florizel! Beadles, turn out that l)loat(ai, i)iinple- 
faced man ! — If Gorgius mttst have a statue in the 
new Palace which tluj Bnuitford nation is building, it 
ought to be set up in th<‘ Flunkies’ Hall. He should 
be represented cutting out a coat, in wjiicdi art he is 
said to have excelled. H(* also invcuited Alara-schiiio 
punch, a shoo-biu'kle (this was in the vigor of Ids 
youth, and the prime force', of his iiiveiitiou), and a 
Chinese ])avilion, tlie most hideous building in the 
world. He cxnihl drive a four-in-hand very nearly as 
well as the Brighton coatdnmin, could b'nce (‘legantly, 
and it is sjiid, phuanl the liddhi well. And he smiled 
with such irn'sistiblo fascination, that j)ersons who 
were intr()du(‘ed into his august pr(^senc(^ became his 
victims, body and soul, as a rabbit bei^omes the prey 
of a great big boa-constrictor. 

1 would wager that if Mr. Widdicomb were, by a 
revolution, plac.(*d on the tliroiie of Brentford, j)eople 
would be ecpially fascinat('d by his irresistibly majes- 
tic smile, and tremble as they kiudt down to kiss his 
hand. If lie went to iJublin tlu'.y would erect an obe- 
lisk on tlu^ s])ot where he iii-st landed, as the Paddy- 
landers did wlum Gorgius visited them. We have all 
of ns read with delight that story of the King’s voy- 
age to Haggisland, where his presence inspired such 
a fury of loyalty; ami where the most famous man 
of the country — the Baron of Bradwardine — coming 
on board tlu^ royal yacht, and finding a glass out of 
which Gorgius had drunk, ]>iit it into his coat-pocket 
his au inestimable relic, and went aslmre in his boat 
again. But the Baron sat down upon the glass and 
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broke it, and cut Ms coat-tails very much; and the 
inestimable relic was lost to the world forever. 0 
noble Bradwardine ! what old-world 8ui)erstition could 
set you on your knees before such an idol as that ? 

If you want to moralize upon the mutability of 
human affairs, go and see the figure of Grorgius in his 
real, identical robes, at the wax-work, — Admittance 
one shilling. Children and flunkies sixpence. Go, 
and pay sixpence. 



CHAPTER III. 

the' INFLUKNCE OF THE ARISTOCfiACV ON SNOBS, 

Last Simday week, being at (dnircjb in this city, 
and the sorvioe jiist ended, I beard ^wo Snoijs con- 
versing about the Parson. One was asking the oth(!r 
who the clergyman was ? “ He is Mr. So-and-so,” the 

second Snob answered, “domestic chaplain to the 
Earl of 'What-d'ye-call’im.” “Oh, is he?” said the 
first Snob, with a tone of indescribable satisfaction. 
— The Parson’s orthodoxy and identity were at once 
settled in this Snob’s miml. He knew no more about 
the Earl than about the Chajdain, but he took the 
latter’s character upon the aiithofity of the former; 
and went home quite, contented with his Reverence, 
lik<^ a little truckling Snob. 

This incident gave me more matter for reflection 
even than the sermon : and wonderment at the extent 
and prevalence of Lordolatry in this country. What 
could it matter to Snob wlu'ther his Reverence were 
Chaplain to his Lordship or not? What Peerage- 
worship there is all through this free country ! How 
we are all implicated in it, and more or less down on 
our knees. — And with regard to the great subject on 
hand, I tliink that the influence of the Peerage upon 
Snobbishness has been more remarkable than that of 
any other institution. The increase, encouragement, 
and maintenance of snobs ai‘o among the “ priceless 
services,” as Lord John Russell says, which we owe to 
the nobility. 
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It can’t be otherwise. A man becomes enormously 
rich, or he jobs successfully in the aid of a Minister, 
or he wins a great battle, or executes a treaty, or is a 
clever lawyer who makes a multitude of fei^s and as- 
cends the bench ; and the country rewards him for- 
ever with a gold coronet (with more or less balls or 
leaves) and a title, and a rank as legislator. ^^Your 
merits are so great,” says the nation, that your chil- 
dren shall be allowed to r(ugn over us, in a manner. 
It does not in the least matter that your eldest son be 
a fool ; we think your servic^es so remarkable, that he 
shall have the reversion of your honors when death 
vacates your noble shoes. If you are poor, we will 
give you such a sum of money as shall enable you and 
the eldest-born of your race forever to live in fat and 
si)lendor. It is our wish that there should be a race 
set apart in this ha])py country, who shall hold the 
first rank, have the first prizes and chances in all gov- 
ernment jobs and patronages. Wo cannot make all 
your dear children Peers — that would make Peerage 
common and croAvd the House of Lords uncomfortably 

— but the young ones shall have everything a Gov(‘rn- 
ment can give : tln^y shall get the j)ick of all the 
places : they shall be Captains and Lieutenant- 
Colonels at ninet(‘en, when hoary-headed old lieuten- 
ants are spending thirty years at drill: they shall 
command ships at one-and-twenty, and veterans who 
fought before they wer(*, born. And as we are emi- 
nently a free people, and in order to encourage all 
men to do their duty, we say to any man of any rank 

— get enormously rich, make immense fees as a 
lawyer, or great speeches, or distinguish yourself and 
win battles — and you, even you, shall come into the 
privileged class, and your children shall reign natn 
rally over purst” 
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How can we help Snohbisliness, with such a pro- 
digious national institution erected for its worship ? 
How can we help cringing to lords? Fh^sh and blood 
caiyt do otherwise. What man can withstand this 
prodigious temptation ? Inspired by what is called a 
noble emulation, some peophi grasp at honors and win 
them ; others, too weak or mean, blindly admire and 
grovel before those who have gained them; others, 
not being able to ac(piire tlnnn, furiously hate, abuse, 
and envy. There are only a few bland and not-iii-the- 
least-conceited pliilosoph(u*s, who can behold the state 
of society, viz., Toadyism, organizcnl : — base Maii-and- 
Mammon worshi]), instituted by command of law: — 
Snobbishness, in a word, perpetuated, — and mark 
the phenomenon calmly. And of th(‘se calm moralists, 
is there one, I woiuhu*, whose heart would not throb 
witli ph^asure if he could be seen walking arm-in-arm 
with a couple of dukes down Pall Mall ? No : it is 
impossibh', in our condition of society, not to be some- 
times a Snob. 

On one side it encoui*ag('s the. commoner to be snob- 
bishly mean, and tin' nobh^ to be snobbishly arrogant. 
When a noble mar(‘hioness writes in her travels about 
the hard nec(‘ssity undm* wliudi steamboat travellers 
labor of being brought into contact with all sorts and 
conditions of peojde : ’’ implying that a fellowship 
with God’s creatures is disagreeable to her ladyship, 
who is their superior : — when, I say, the Marchioness 

of writes in this fashion, we must consider that 

out of her natural heart it would have been impossible 
for any woman to have had such. a sentiment; but 
that the habit of truckling and cringing, which all 
who surround her have adopted towards this beautiful 
and magnificent lady, — this proprietor of so many 
black and other diamonds, — has really induced her to 
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believe that she is the superior of the world in gen- 
eral : and that people are not to associate with her 
except awfully at a distance. I recollect being once 
at the city of Grand Cairo, through which a European 
Koyal Prince was passing India-wards. One night at 
the inn there was a great disturbance : a man had 
drowned himself in the well hard by ; all the inhabi- 
tants of the hotel came bustling into the Court, and 
amongst othere your humble servant, who asked of' a 
certain young man the reason of the disturbance. 
How was I to know that this young gent was a prince ? 
He had not his crown and sceptre on ; he was dressed 
in a white jacket and felt hat : but he looked surprised 
at anybody speaking to him : answered an unintelli- 
gible monosyllable, and — hee.koned his aide-de-camp to 
come and speak to me. It is our fault, not that of the 
great; that they should fancy themselves so far above 
us. If you will fling yourself under the wheels, Jug- 
gernaut will go over you, depend upon it ; and if you 
and I, my dear friend, had Kotoo performed before us 
every day, — foxind people Avhenever we appeared 
grovelling in slavish adoration, we should drop into 
tlui airs of superiority quite naturally, and accef)t the 
greatness witli which the world insisted upon endow- 
ing us. 

Here is an instance, out of Lord L ’s travels, of 

that calm, good-natured, undoubtitig way in which a 
great man accepts the homage of his inferiors. After 
making some profound and ingenious remarks about 
the towp of Brussels, his lordship says : — Staying 
some days at the H6t(d de Belle Vue — a greatly 
overrated establishment, and not nearly so comfort* 
able as the H5tel de France 1 »made acquaintance 

with Dr. L , the physician of the Mission. He 

W^ doing the honor of the plsi-ce to me, 
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and lie ordered for ns a diner en gourmand at the 
chief restaurateur's, maintaining it surpassed the 
Eocher at Paris. Six or eight partook of the enter- 
tainment, and we all agreed it was infinitely inferior 
to the Paris display, and much more extravagant. So 
much for the copy.” 

And so much for the gentleman who gave the din- 
ner. Dr. L , desirous to do his lordship “the 

honor of the place,” -feasts him with tlie best victuals 
money can procure — and my lord finds the entertain- 
ment extravagant and inferior. Extravagant I it was 

not extravagant to him ; — Inferior 1 Mr. L did 

hih best to satisfy those noble jaws, and my lord re- 
ceives the entertainment, and dismisses the giver with 
a rebuke. It is like a three-tail Pasha grumbling 
about an unsatisfactory ba(!ksheesh. 

But how should it be otherwise in a country where 
Dordolatry is part of our creed, and where our chil- 
dren are brought up to respect tlie “ Peerage ” as the 
Englishman’s second Bible ? 



CHAPTER IV. 


"the court circular,” A-ND its IlfFLUBNCE 

* ON SNOBS. ■ 

Example is the best of precepts ; so let us begin 
with a true and authentic story, showing how young 
aristocratic snobs arc reared, and how early their 
Snobbishness may be made to bloom. A beautiful 
and fashionable lady — (pardon, gracious madam, that 
jjour story should be made pid)li(! ; but it is so moral 
that it ought to be known to the universal world) — 
told me that in her early youth she had a little ac- 
quaintance, who is now indeed a beautiful and fashion- 
able lady too. In mentioning Miss Snobky, daughter 
of Sir Snobby Snobky, w1k)S(^ jtresentation at Court 
caused such a sensation, need I say mor(i? 

Vt'hen Miss Snobky was so very young as to be in 
the nursery regions, and to walk of early mornings in 
St. James’s Park, jirotecti'd by a Fwmc.h governess 
and followed by a huge hirsute flunky in the canary- 
colored livery of the Snobkys, she used occasionally 
in these promenadi^s to meet with young Lord Claude 
Lollipop, the Marquis of Sillabub’s younger son. In 
the very height of the season, from some unexplained 
cause, the Snobkys suddenly determined upon leaving 
town. Miss Snobky spoke to her female frientl and 
confidante. “What will poor Claude Lollipop say 
when he hears of my absence ? ” asked the tender- 
hearted child. 
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perhaps he won^t hear of it/^ answers the 
confidante. 

My deaTy he will read it in the papers replied the 
dear little fashionable rogue of seven years old. She 
knew already her iiu[)ortan(»,(‘, and how all the world 
of England, how all the would-bc-g(uiteel people, how 
all the silv(^r-fork worshippers, how all tlui tattle- 
mongers, how all the grcxHu-s’ ladies, the tailors’ ladies, 
the attorneys’ and morehants’ ladies, and the people 
living at Clapham and ]>runswi(*k l^(|uai*e, — who 
have no more ehaiute of consorting with a Snobky, 
than my beloved' reader has of dining with the Em- 
peror of China — yet wabdied the movements of the 
Snobkys with inter(‘st, and were ghid to know when 
tliey came to London and left it. 

Here is the account of Miss Snobky’s di^ess, and 
that of her mother, Lady Snobky, from the papers : — 

“ MISS SNOBKY, 

‘‘ Hiihit de Cour, coinj)06ed of a yellow iiankeen illu^iion 
dress over a slip of rich pea-greeu corduroy, trimmed en 
tablier, with bouquets of Brussels H])routs : the body and 
sleeves handsomely trimmed with caliuiiiiico, and festooned 
with a pink train and white radishes. Head-dress, carrots and 
lappets* 

^ LADY SNOBKY. 

^‘Costume de Cour, composed of a train of the most snperl) 
Pekin bandannas, elegantly trimmed with spangles, tinfoil, 
and red-tiipe. Bodice and luider-dreas of sky-blue velveteen, 
trimmed with bouffants and nccuda of bell-pulls. Stoinacber, a 
muffin. Head-dress, a binVs-neat, with a bird of paradise, 
over a rich brass knocker en ferroni^re. This splendid cos- 
tume, by Madame Crinoline, of Regent Street, was the object 
of universal admimtion.’^ 
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Tliis is what you read. Oh, Mrs. iJllis ! Oh, 
mothers, daughters, aunts, grandmothers of England, 
this is the sort of writing whicl^is put in the neiys- 
papers for. you ! How can you help being the mothers, 
daughters, etc., of Snobs, so long as this balderdash is 
set before you? 

You stuff the little rosy foot of a Chinese young 
lady of fashion into a slipper that is about tlie size of 
a salt-cruet, aijd keep tlie poor little toes there im- 
prisoned and twisted up so long that the dwarfishness 
becomes irremediable. Later, the foot would not ex- 
pand to the natural size were you to give her a 
washing-tub for a shoe, and for all her life she has 
little feet, and is a cripple. Oh, my dear Miss 
Wiggins, thank your stars that those beautiful feet of 
yours — though I declare when you walk they are so 
small as to be almost invisible — thank your stars that 
society never so practised upon them ; btit look around 
and see how many friends of ours in the highest circles 
have had their braim so prematurely and hopelessly 
pinched and distorted. 

How can you expect that those poor creatures are to 
move naturally when the world and their parents have 
mutilated them so cruelly ? As long as a Court Cir- 
cular exists, how the deuce are people whose names 
are chronicled in it ever to believe themselves the 
equals of the cringing race which daily reads that 
abominable trash ? I believe that ours is the only 
country In the world now where the Court Circular 
remains in full flourish — where you road, “ This day 
his Eoyal Highness Prince Pattypan was taken an 
airing in his go-cart.” “The Princess Pimminy was 
taken a drive, attended by her ladies of honor, and 
accompanied by her doll,” etc. We laugh at the 
solemnity with which Saint Siinon announces that 
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8a Majesti se inedicamente avJo,urd^hut» Under our 
very noses the same folly is daily going on. That 
wonderful and mysterious man, the author of the 
Court Circular^ drops in with his budget at the news- 
paper offices every night. I once asked the editor of 
a paper to allow me to lie in wait and see him. 

I am told that in a kingdom wIku’c there is a 
German King-Consort (Portugal it must be, for the 
Queen of that country married a German Prince, who 
is greatly admired and respected by the natives), 
whenever the Consort takes the diversion of shooting 
among tlie rabbit-warrens of Cintra, or the pheasant- 
preserves of Mafra, he lias a ki'cper to load his guns, as 
a matter of course, and tlicn tlu^y are handed to the 
nobleman his equerry, aiidtlie nobleman hands them to 
the Prince, wdio blazes away — gives back the dis- 
charged gun to tlie nobleman, who gives it to the keeper, 
and so on. But the Prince won\t take the gun from 
the hands of the loader. 

As long as this unnatural and monstrous etiquette 
contihues, Snobs there must be. The three persons 
engaged in this transaction are, for the time being. 
Snobs. 

1. The keeper — the least Snob of all, because he 
is discharging his daily duty ; but he appears here as 
a Snob, that is to say, in a position of debasement, 
before another human being (the Prijice), with whom 
he is only allowed to communicate througii another 
party. A free Portuguese gamekeeper, whp professes 
himself to be unworthy to communicate directly with 
any person, confesses himself to be a Snob. 

2. The nobleman in waiting is a Snob. If it degrades 
the Prince to receive the gun from the gainekeepefj it 
is degrading to the nobleman in Avaiting to execute that 
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service. He acts as a Snob towards the keeper, whom 
he keeps from communication with the Prince — a 
Snob towards the Prince, to whom he pays a degrading 
homage, 

3. The King-Consort of Portugal is a Snob for in- 
sulting fellow-men in this way. There ’s no harm in 
his accepting the services of the keeper directly; but 
indirectly he insults the service performed, and the 
two servants who perform it ; and therefore, I say, re- 
spectfully, is a fnost undoubted, tliough i*oyal Sn~b. 

And then you read in the Diario do Goberno — 

Yesterday, his Majesty the king took the diversion 
of shooting in the woods of Cintra, attended by Colonel 
the Honorable Wluskevando Sombrero. His Majesty 
returned to the Kecessidades to lunch, at,” etc,, etc. 

Oh! that Court Circular/ once more, I exclaim. 
Down with the Court Circular — that engine and pro- 
pagator of Snobbishness ! I promise to subscribe for 
a year to any daily paper that shall come out without 
a Court Circular — were it the ‘‘ Morning Herald ” it- 
self. Wlien I read that trash, I rise in my wrath ; I 
feel myself disloyal, a regicide, a member of the Calf’s 
Head Club. The only Co\irt Circular story which 
ever pleased me, was that of the King of Spain, who 
in great part was roasted, because there was not time 
for the Prime Minister to command the Lord Cham- 
berlain to desire the Grand Gold Stick to order the 
first page-in waiting to bid the chief of the flunkies 
to request the Housemaid of Honor to bring up a pail 
of water to put his Majesty out. 

I am like the Pasha of three tails, to whom the SuL 
tan sends his Court Circular^ the bowstring. 

It chokes me. May its usage be abolished forever- 
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VUAT SNOUS ADMIKR. 

Now let ITS consider Ilow difficult it is evoi, /ijr great 
men to escape from being Snobs. It is very well for 
the reader, whose fine feelings are disgusttnl by the 
assertion that Kings, ]‘rinoes, Lords, are Snobs, to 
say, “You are confessedly a Snob yourself. In pro- 
fessing to depict Snobs, it is only yonr own ugly mug 
which you are copying with a Narcissus-like conceit 
and fatuity.’' IJut 1 shall jrardon this explosion of 
ill-temper on the part of my constant reader, reflect- 
ing upon the misfortune of his- birth and country. It 
is imj)ossible for any Briton, jx'rhaps, not to be a Snob 
in some degree. If people can be convinc('d of this 
fact, an imnietise point is gained, surely. If I have 
pointed out the disease, let us hope that other scien- 
tific charac.t(‘rs may discover the remedy. 

If you, who are a })ei’son of the middh! ranks of life, 
are a Snob, — you whom nobody flatters ])articularly ; 
you who have no toadies ; you whom no cringing fluu- 
, kies or shopmen bow out of doors ; you whojn the 
policeman tells to move on; you who are jostled in 
the crowd of this world, and amongst the Snobs our 
brethren : consider how much harder it is for a man 
to escape who has not your advantages, and is all his 
life long subject to adulation ; the butt of meanness ; 
consider how difficult it is for the Snobs’ idol not to 
be a Snob. 



200 


THE BOOK OF SNOBS. 


As I was discoursing with my friend Eugenio in 
this impressive way, Lord Buckram passed us, the son 
of the Marquis of Bag wig, and knocked at the door of 
the family mansion in Bed Lion Square. His noble 
father and mother occupied, as evi^rybody knows, dis- 
tinguished posts in tlie Courts of late Sovereigns. 
The Marquis was Lord of the Pantry, and her Lady- 
ship, Lady of the Powder Closet to Queen Charlotte, 
Buck (as I call* him, for we are vfjry familiar) gave me 
a nod as he jjassed, and I pr()(*.eeded to show Eugenio 
how it was impossible that this nobleman should not 
be one of ourselves, having been practised upon by 
Snobs all his life. 

His parents resolved to give him a public education, 
and sent him to school at the earliest possible period.. 
The Reverend Otto Rose, D.D., Principal of the Pre- 
paratory Academy for young noblemen and gentlemen, 
Richmond Lodge, took this little lord in hand, and 
fell down and worshipped him. He always introduced 
him to fathers and mothers who came to visit their 
children at the school. Ho referred with pride and 
pleasure to the most noble the Marquis of Bagwig, as 
one of the kind friends and patrons of his Seminary. 
He made Lord Buckram a bait for such a multiplicity 
of pupils, that a new wing was built to Richmond 
Lodge, and thirty-five new little white dimity beds 
were added to the (establishment. Mrs. Rose used to 
take out the little lord in the one-horse chaise with 
her when she paid visits, until the Rector’s lady and 
the Surgeon’s wife almost died with envy. His own 
son and Lord Buckram having been discovered rob- 
bing an orchard together, the Doctot flogged his own 
flesh and blood most unmercifully for leading the 
young lord astray. He parted from him with tears. 
There was always a letter directed to the Most Nobla 
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the Marq[uis of Bagwig, on the Doctor’s study table, 
when any visitors were received by him. 

At Eton, a great deal of Snobbishness was thrashed 
out of Lord Buckram, and he was birched with per- 
fect impartiality. Even there, however, a select band 
of sucking tuft-hunters followed him. Young Croe- 
sus lent him three-and-twenty bran-new sovereigns 
out of his father’s bank. Young Snaily did his ex- 
ercises for him, an(f tried ‘‘ to know him at home ; ” 
but young Bull licked him in a fight of fifty-five min- 
utes, and he was caned several times with great 
advantage for not sufficiently polishing his master 
Smith’s shoes. Boys are not all toadies in the morn- 
ing of life. 

But when he went to the University, crowds of 
toadies sprawled over him. The tutors toadied him. 
The fellows in hall paid him great clumsy compli- 
ments. The Dean never remarked his absence from 
Chapel, or heard any noise issuing from his rooms. 
A number of respectable young fellows (it is among 
the respectable, the Baker Street class, that Snob- 
bishness flourishes, more than among any set of 
people in England), — a number of these clung to him 
like leeches. There was no end now to Croesus’s 
loans of money ; and Buckram could n’t ride out with 
the hounds, but Snaily (a timid creature by nature) 
was in the field, and would take any leap at which 
his friend chose to ride. Young Bose came up to the 
same College, having been kept back for that express^ 
purpose by his father. He spent a quarter’s allow- 
ance in giving Buckram a single dinner ; but he knew 
there was always pardon for him for extravagance in 
such a cause ; and a ten-pound note always came to 
him ftom home when he mentioned Buckram s name 
in a letter. What wild visions entered the brains of 
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Mrs. Podge and Miss Podge, the wife and daughter 
of the Principal of Lord Buckram^s College, I don’t 
know, but that reverend old gentleman was too pro- 
found a flunky by nature ever for one minute to think 
thjit a child of his could marry a nobleman. He 
therefore hastened on his daughter’s union with Pro- 
fessor Crab. 

When Lord Buckram, after taking his honorary 
degree (for Aliiia Mater is a Snob, too, and truckles 
to a Lord like the rest), — when Lord Buckram went 
abroad to finish his ediunition, you all know what 
dangers he ran, and wliat numbers of i*.aps were set 
at him. Lady Leach and her dangjiters followed him 
from Paris to Rome, and from Rome to Baden-Baden; 
Miss Leggitt burst into tears before his face when he 
announced his determination to quit Najdes, and 
fainted on the neck of her mamma: Captain Mac- 
dragon, of Macdragonstown, county Tipperary, called 
upon him to ‘U^xpleue his intintions with respect to 
his sisther. Miss Amalia Macdragon, of Macdragons- 
town,” and pro])osed to shoot him unless he married 
that, spotless and beautiful young creature, who was 
afterwards led to tlie altar l)y Mr. Muff, at Chelten- 
ham. If perseverance and forty thousand pounds 
down could have tempted him, Miss Lydia Croesus 
would certainly have been Lady Buckram. Count 
Towrowski was glad to take her with half the money, 
as all the genteel world knows. 

^ And now, perhaps, the reader is anxious to know 
what sort of a man this is who wounded so many 
ladies’ hearts, and who has been such a prodigious 
favorite with men. If Ave were to describe him it 
would be personal. Besides, it really does not matter 
in the least what sort of a man he is, or what his 
personal qualities are. 
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Suppose he is a young nohleman of a literary turn, 
and that he published poems ever so foolish and 
feeble, the Snobs would purc.base thousands of his 
volumes: the publishers (who refused my Passiou- 
Flowers, and my grand Epic at any price) would give 
him his own. Su])pose he is a nobleman of a jovial 
turn, and has a fancy for wrenching off knockers, 
frequenting gin-shops, and half murdering policemen : 
the public will symi)athize good-naturedly with his 
amusements, and say he is a hearty, hom^st fcdlow. 
Suppose he is fond of play and the turf, and has a 
fancy to be a blackleg, and occasionally condescends 
to pluck a ])igeou at cards; tin* public will pardon 
him, and many hone.st ])eo])lc will court him, as they 
wduld court a homse-breaker if he happened to be a 
lord. Suppose he is an idiot; yet, by the glorious 
constitution, he is good (uiough to govern us. Sup- 
pose he is an honest, high-niin(h“d gentleman; so 
much the betb'r for himself. Put he may be an ass, 
and yet respected; or a ruftiau, ami yet be exceed- 
ingly popuhir ; or a rogue, and yu't excuse's will he 
found for him. Snobs will still Avorship him. Male 
Snobs will do him honor, and iemales look kindly 
ui)on him, howevt'r liideAUis he may be. 



CHAPTEE VI. 


ON SOME KESPECTABI.E SNOBS. 

Having received a great deal of obloquy for drag- 
ging monarchs, princes, and the respected nobility 
into the Snob category, I trust to please everybody 
in the present chapter, by stating my firm opinion 
that it is among the respectable classes of this vast 
and happy empire that the greatest profusion of Snobs 
is to be found. I pace down my beloved Baker Street, 
(I am engaged on a life of Baker, founder of this cele- 
brated street,) I walk in Harley Street (where every 
other house has a hatchment), Wimpole Street, that 
' is as cheerful as the Catacombs — a dingy Mausoleum 
of the genteel : — 1 rove round Eegent’s Park, where 
the plaster is patching off the house walls; where 
Methodist preachers are holding forth to three little 
children in the green enclosures, and puffy valetudi- 
narians are cantering in the solitary mud: — I thread 
the doubtful zig-zags of May Pair, where Mrs. Kitty 
Lorimer’s brougham may be seen drawn up next door 
to old Lady Lollipop’s belozenged family coach ; — I 
roam through Belgravia, that pale and polite district, 
where all the inhabitants look prim and correct, and 
the mansions are painted a faint whity-brown : I lose 
myself in the new squares and terraces of the brilliant 
bran-new Bayswater-and-Tyburn-Junction line; and 
in one and all of these districts the same truth comes 
across me. I stop before any house at hazard, and 
say, “0 house, you are inhabited — 0 knocker, you 
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are knocked at — 0 undressed flunky, sunning your 
lazy calves as you lean against the iron railings, you 
are paid — by Snobs.” It is a tremendous thought 
that; and it is almost sufficient to drive a benevolent 
mind to madness to tliink that perhaps there is not 
one in ten of those houses whertf e Peerage ” does 
pot lie on the drawing-room tiJ Considering the 
harm that foolish lying book does, I would have all 
the copies of it burned, as the barber burned all 
Quixote’s books of humbugging chivalry. 

Look at this grand house in tla* middle of the square. 
The Earl of Louglicorrib lives there : he has fifty thou- 
sand a year. A dejeuner dansant given at his house 
last week cost, who knows how miudi ? The mere 
flowers for the room and bouquets for the ladies cost 
four hundred pounds. Tliat man in drab trousers, com- 
ing crying down the steps, is a dun : Lord Loughcor- 
rib has ruined him, and won’t s(‘e him : that is, his 
lordship is Y)eeping through the blind of his study at 
him now. Go thy ways, Loughcorrib, thou art a Snob, 
a heartless pretender, a hypocrite of hospitality; a 
rogue who passes forged notes upon society ; — but I 
am growing too eloquent. 

You see that fine house, No. 23, where a butcher’s 
boy is ringing the area-bell. He has three mutton- 
chops in his tray. They are for the dinner of a very 
different and very respectable family ; for Lady Susan 
Scraper, and her daughters, Miss Scrai)er and Miss 
Emily Scraper. The domestics, luckily for them, are 
on board wages — two huge footmen in light blue and 
canary, a fat steady coachman who is a Methodist, and 
a butler who would never have stayed in the family 
but that he was orderly to General Scraper when the 
General distinguished himself at Walcheren. His 
widow sent his portrait to the United Service Club, 
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and it ia hung up in one of the back dressing-closets 
there. He is roi)reseTited at a parlor window with red 
curtains ; in*the distance is a whirlwind, in which can- 
non are firing off ; and he is ])ointing to a chart, on 
which are written the words Walcheren, Tobago/^ 

Lady Susan is, as everybody knows by referring to 
the “ British Bible,’’ a daughtm- of the gi*eat and good 
Earl Bagwig before mentione.d. She thinks every- 
thing belonging to her the greatest and best in the 
world. The first of men naturally are the Buckrams, 
her own race : then follow in rank the Scrapers. The 
General was the greatest gemu-al : his eldest son, 
Scraper Buckram Sci-aper, is at present the greatest 
and best ; his second son the next greatest and best ; 
and herself the paragon of women. 

Indeed, she is a most respectable and honorable 
lady. She goes to church of course : she would fancy 
the Church in danger if sh(' did not. She subscribes 
to the church ami parish charities; and is a direc- 
tress of many meritorious charitable institutions — of 
Queen Charlott(*’s Lying-in Hospital, the Washer- 
women’s Asylum, the JL*itish Drummers’ Daughters 
Home, etc., etc. She is a model of a matron. 

The tradesman never lived who could say that his 
bill was not paid on the quarter-day. The beggars 
of her neighborhood avoid her like a ])estilence ; for 
while she walks out, protected by John, that domestic 
has always two or thi'(!e mendicity tickets ready for 
deserving objects. Ten guineas a-y(‘ar will pay all 
her charities. There is no respectable lady in all Lon- 
don who gets her name more often printed for such a 
sum of money. 

Those three mutton-chops wlikdi you see entering 
at the kitchen-door will bo served on the family plate 
at seven o’clock this evening, the huge footman being 
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present, and the butler in black, and the crest and 
coat-of-arms of the Scrapers blazing everywhere. I 
pity Miss Emily Scra])er — she is still young — 
young and hungry. Ts it a fact that she spends her 
pocket-money in buns? Malicious tongues say so; 
but she has very little to spare for buns, the poor 
little hungry soul! For the fact is, that when the 
footmen, and tlie ladies’-maids, and the fat coach- 
horses, which are jobbed, and tlie si» dinner-partitjs 
in the season, and the two gre.at solemn evening-par- 
ties, and the rent of the ])ig house, and the journey to 
an English or foreign watering-placf*, for the autumn, 
are paid, my lady’s income has dwindled away to a 
very small sum, and she is as poor as you or I. 

You would not think it when you saw her big car- 
riage rattling up to the drawing-room, and caught 
a glimpse of her plumes, laj)pets, and diamonds, wav- 
ing over her ladyship’s sandy hair and majestical 
hooked nose ; — you would not think it when you 
hear Lady Susan Scrapcn’’s ca.rriage ” bawled out at 
midnight so as to disturb all Belgravia ; — you would 
not think it when she comes rustling into church, the 
obsequious John behind with the bag of Prayer- 
books. Is it possible, you would say, that so grand 
and awful a pcu’sonage as that can be liard-uj) for 
money ? Alas 1 so it is. 

She never heard such a word as Snob, I will 
engage, in this wicked and vulgar world. And, O 
stars and garters ! how she would start if she heard 
that she — she, as solemn as Minerva — she, as 
chaste as Diana (without that heathen goddess’s 
unladylike propensity for field-sports) — that she too 
was a Snob! 

A Snob she is, as long as she sets that prodigious 
value upon herself, upon her name, upon her outwar(^ 
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appearance, and indulges in that intolerable pom 
posity; as long as she goes parading abroad, like_ 
Solomon in all his glory ; as long as she goes to bed 

— as I believe she does — with a turban and a bird of 
paradise in it, and a court train to her nightgown; 
as long as she is so iustifferably virtuo;is and conde- 
scending ; as long as she does not cut at least one of 
those footmen down into mutton-chops for the benefit 
of the young hivlies. 

I had my notions of her from my old schoolfellow, 

— her son Sydney Scraper — a Chancery barrister 
without any practice — the most jtlacid, polite, and 
genteel of Snobs, who never exceeded his allowance 
of two hundred a year, and who may be seen any 
evening at tlie “ Oxford and Cambridge Club,” sim- 
pering over the “ Quarterly Review,” in the blameless 
enjoyment of his half-pint of port 



CHAPTER VII. 


ON SOMK RKSPEOTABIjK SNOBS. 

Look at the next house to Lady Susan Scraper’s. 
The first mansion with tlie awning over the door: 
that canopy will be let down this evening for the 
comfort of the friends of Sir Aluved and Lady S. de 
Mogyns, whose parties are so much admired by the 
public and the givers themselves. 

Peaclwmlored liveries laced with silver, g,nd pea- 
green plush inexpressibles, render the De Mogyns’s 
flunkies the pride of the ring when they appear in 
Hyde Park, where Lady de Mogyn.s, as she sits upon 
her satin cushions, with her dwarf spaniel in her 
arms, only bows to the very selectest of the genteel. 
Times are altered now with Mary Anne, or, as she 
calls herself, Marian de Mogyns. 

She was the daughter of Captain Elack of the 
Rathdrum Fencibles, who crossed with his regiment 
over from Ireland to Caermarthenshire ever so many 
years ago, and defended Wales from the Corsican 
invader. 'The Rathdrums were quartered at Ponty- 
dwdlm, where Marian wooed and won her De Mogyns, 
a young banker in the place. His attentions to Miss 
Flack at a race ball were such that her father said De 
Mogyns must either die on the field of honor, or 
become his son-in-law. He preferred marriage. His 
name was Muggins then, and his father — a flourish- 
ing banker, army-contractor, smuggler, and gener^ 
iobber — almost disinherited him on account of this 
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connection. There is a story that Muggins the elder 
was made a baronet for having lent money to a E-y-h 
p-rs-n-ge. I do not believe it. The E-y-1 Family 
always paid their debts, from the Prince of Wales 
downwards. 

Howbeit, to his life’s end he remained simple Sir 
Thomas Muggins, rei)resenting I’ontydwdlm in Par- 
liament for many years after the war. The old banker 
died in course*' of time, and to use the affectionate 
phrase common on such occasions, ^^cut up” prodi- 
giously well. His son, Alfred Smith Mogyns, sucr 
ceeded to the main portion of his wealth, and to his 
titles and the bloody hand of his scutcheon. It was 
not for many years after that he appeared as Sir 
Alured Mogyns Smyth de Mogyns, with a genealogy 
found out for him by the editor of Fluke’s Peerage,” 
and which appears as follows in that work : — 

“ De Mogyns. — Sir Alured Mogyns Smyth, 2nd Baronet. 
This gentleman is a representative of one of the most ancient 
families of Wales, who trace their descent until it is lost in the 
mists of anti(piity. A genealogical tree beginning with Shem 
is in the possession of tlie family, and is stated by a legend of 
many thousand years’ date to have been drawn on papyrus by a 
grandson of the patriarch himself. Be this as it may, there can 
he 110 doubt of the immense aiiti(piity of the race of Mogyns. 

“ In the time of Boadicea, Ilogyn Mogyn, of the hundred 
Beeves, was a suitor and a rival of Caractacus for the hand of 
that Princess. He was a person gigantic in stature, and was 
slain by Suetonius in the battle which terminated the liberties 
of Britain. From him descended directly the Princes of Pon- 
tydwdlm, Mogyn of the (xoldcMi Harp, (see the MabinogiOn of 
Lady Charlotte Guest,) Bogyn-Merodac-ap-Mogyn, (the black 
fiend son of Mogyn,) and a long list of hards and warriors,. cel- 
ebrated both in Wales and Armorica. The independent 
Princes of Mogyn long htdd out against the ruthless Kings of 
England, until finally Gam Mogyns made fiis suhmissipn to 
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Prince Henry, son of Horny IV., ami under the name of Sir 
David Gam de Mogyiis, was distinguished at the battle of Agin- 
court. From him the ])reseut Baronet is descended. (And 
here the descent follows iu order until it comes to) Thomas 
Muggins, first Baronet of Pontydw<Uni Castle, for 23 years 
Member of Parliament for tliat borough, who had issue, 
Alured Mogyns Smyth, the present Baronet, wlio nuiiried 
Marian, daughter of the late General P. Plac-k, of Ballyllaidc, 
in the Kingdom of Ireland, of the Counts l^lack of the VI. li. 
Empire. Sir Alured has issue, Alured (\‘iratloc. born 1810, 
Marian, 181 1, Blanche Adeliza, Emily Doria, Adelaide Obleans, 
Katirika Rostopchin, Pati i<*k Flack, died 1800. 

“Arms — a mullion garbled, gules on a saltiiv I'eversed of 
the sec-omi. Crest — a tom- tit rampant regardant. Motto — 
Ung Hoy ung MogynsJ^ 

It was long boforo Lady de Mogyns shone as a 
star in the fashionable world. At first, poor Mug- 
gins was in the hands of tin* Pdaeks, tin* Clan(*ys, the 
Tooles, the Shanahans, his wibfs Irish ivhitions; and 
whilst he was y(*t but In* ir-ap parent, liis house over- 
flowed -with clar(*t and tin* national in'ctar, for the 
benefit of his Hibt*rnian ndatives. Tom Tufto ab- 
solutely left the street in winch tln*v lived in lamdon, 
because he said “it was infec.ted with such a con- 
founded smell of whiskey from the houso of those 
Iwish people.’’ 

It was abroad that they beamed to b(^ genteel. They 
pushed into all foreign (*ourts, and elbowed tlieir way 
into the halls of Ambassadors. They pounced u])on 
the stray nobility, and si*ized young lords travelling 
with their bear-leaders. They gave parties at Naples, 
Rome, and Paris. They got a Royal Prince to attend 
their jse^^*^^?^ at the latter jdace, ami it was here that 
they first ap])eared inider the name of De Mogyns, 
which they bear with such sjdendor to this day. 

All sorts of stories are told of the desperate efforts 
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made by the indomitable Lady de Mogyns to gain the 
place she now occupies, and those of my beloved read- 
ers who live in middle life, and are unacquainted with 
the frantic struggles, the wicked feudS) the intrigues, 
cabals, and disappointments which, as I am given to 
understand, reign in the fashionable world, may bless 
their stars that they at least are not fashionable Snobs. 
The intrigues set afoot by the I)e Mogyns to get the 
DiKjhess of Buckskin to her parties, would strike a 
Talleyrand with adnii]*atioii. She had a brain fever 
after being disa])poiiited of an invitation to Lady 
Aldermanbury’s the dansanty and would have com- 
mitted suicide but for a ball at Windsor. I have the 
following story from my noble friend Lady Clapper- 
claw herself, — Lady Kathleen O’Shaughnessy that 
was, and daugliter of the Earl of Turfanthunder : — 

When that ojous disguised Irishwoman, Lady Mug- 
gins, was struggling to take her placje in the world, and 
was bringing out hov hidjous daught(ir Blanche,’’' said 
old Lady Cla])per(daw — (Marian has a humpback and 
do(^s n’t show, but she ’s the only lady in the family) 
— when that wretched Polly Muggins was bringing 
oUt Blanche, Avith her radish of a nose, and her carrots 
of ringlets, and her turnip for a face, she was most 
anxious — as her father had been^-a cow-boy on my 
father’s land — to be patronized by us, and asked me 
point-blank, in the midst of a silence at Count Volau- 
vent’s, the French Ambassador’s dinner, why I had not 
sent her a card for my ball ? 

^ Because my rooms are already too full, and your 
ladyship Avould be crowded inconveniently,’ says Ir 
indeed she takes up as much room as an qlephant : 
besides I would n’t have her, and that was flat. 

thought my ansAver was a settler to her : but the 
next day she comes Aveeping to my arms — ^ Dear Lady 
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Clapperclaw/ says she, ^ it ’s not for me ; T ask it for 
xny blessed Blanche ! a young creature in her first sea* 
son, and not at your ball ! My tender child will pine 
and die of vexation, I don’t want to come, I will 
stay at home to nurse Sir Alurcd in the gout. Mrs. 
Bolster is going, T know; she will be Blanche’s 
chaperon.’ 

^ You would n’t subscribe for the Ratlidrum blanket 
and pota-to fund ; you, who (?oni(‘ (mlT of the* parish,’ 
says I, ‘ and whose grandfather, honest man, kept 
cows there.’ 

a i Will twenty guineas be enough, dearest Lady 
Clapperclaw ? ’ 

‘ Twenty guineas is sufficient,’ says I, and she 
paid them ; so 1 said, ^ BLanche may come, but not 
you, mind ; ’ and she left me with a world of thanks. 

Would you believe it ? — when my ball came, the 
horrid woman made Inn* apx)earan(ie, with her daugh- 
ter ! ^Didn’t I tell you not to eonu??’ said T, in a 
mighty passion. ^ WHiat would tln^ world liave said ? ’ 
cries my Lady Muggins: hny carriage is gone for 
Sir Alured to the Club; let me stay only ten minutes, 
dearest Lady Clap})(u*(daw.’ 

^ Well, as you are here, Madam, you may stay and 
get your su])per,’ J answered, and so left her, and 
never spoke a word more to her all night. 

“ And now,” screamed out old Lady (fiapperelaw, 
capping her hands, and s])(;aking witli more ])rogiie 
than ever, what do yon think, after all my kindm^ss 
to her, the wicked, vulgar, odious, iminident upstart of 
a cow-boy’s granddaughter, has done ? — she cut me 
yesterday in Hy’ Park, and has n’t s(uit me a ticket 
for her ball to-night, though they say Prince George 
is to be there.” 

Yes, such is the fact. In the race of fashion the 
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resolute and active Be Mogyns lias passed the poor 
old Clapperclaw. Her progress in gentility may be 
traced by the sets of friends wliom she has courted, 
and made, and cut, and left behind her. She has 
struggled so gallantly for polite ri'putation that she 
has won it : pitilessly kicking down the ladder as she 
advanced degree by degrt'e. 

Her Irish relations were hist sacrificed : she made 
her father dine “in the steward’s room, to his })erfect 
contentment : and would send Sir Alured thither like- 
wise, but that he is a peg on wliich she hopes to hang 
her future honors ; and is, after all, paymaster of her 
daughter’s fortunes. He is ima'k and contmit. He 
has been so long a gimthnnan that he is used to 
it, and acts the part of governor vi'ry well. In the 
daytime he goes from the “Union” to “ Arthur’s,” 
and from “ Arthur’s ” to tin* “ Union.” He is a dead 
hand at ]n(iuet, and loses a very comfortable main- 
tenance to some young fellows, at whist, at the 
“Travellers.” 

His sou has takem his father’s seat in Parliament, 
and has of course joined Young Kngland. He is the 
only man in the country who believes in the Be 
Mogynses, and sighs for the days .when a Be Mogyns 
led the van of battle. He has written a little volume 
of spooney puny poems. He wears a lock of the hair 
of Laud, the Confessor and Martyr, and fainted when 
he kissed the Pojie’s toe at Rome. He sleeps in white 
kid-gloves, and commits dangerous excesses upon green 
tea. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

GREAT (!IXY SNOBS. 


There is no disguising the fact that this scries 
of papers is making a j)rodigious sensation among all 
classes in this Ein])ire. Notes of admiration (!), of 
interrogation (?), of remonstrance, approval, or abuse, 
come pouring into Mr. Punch's box. We have bee% 
called to task for b(*traying the seci-ets of three dif- 
ferent i'ainilies of I)e Mogyns ; no less than four Lady 
8usan Scrapers have been discovered; and young 
gcmtlemen are quite shy of ordering half a pint of 
port and simpering over the “Quarterly Review” at 
the Club, lest they should be mistaken for Sydney 
Soi-aper, Es(p “ What can be your antipathy to Baker 
Street ? ” asks some fair remonstrant, evidently writing 
from that quarter. 

“ Why only attack the aristocratic Snobs ? ” says 
one estimable correspondent: “are not the snobbish 
Snobs to have their turn?” — “Pitch into the Uni- 
versity Snobs ! " writes an indignant gentleman (who 
sj)ells elegant with two f.s). — “ Show uj) the Clerical 
Snobs,” suggests another. — “ Being at ‘ JMeurice’s 
Hotel,’ Paris, .some time since,” some wag hints, “ I 
saw. Lord B. leaning out of the window with his boots 
in his hand, and bawled out, ‘ Oargon cirem-nnoi ces 
bottes.^ Oughtn’t he to be brought in among the 
Snobs ? ” 

No ; far from it. If his lordship’s boots are dirty, 
it is because he is Lord B., and walks. There is 
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nothing snobbish in having only one pair of boots, or 
a favorite pair ; and certainly nothing snobbish in de- 
siring to have them oleaned. Lord B., in so doing, per- 
formed a perfectly natural and gentlemanlike action. 
No, we are not personal in these candid remarks. As 
Phidias took the })i(*.k of a s(*-ore of beauties before he 
completed a Venus, so liave Ave to examine, perhaps, 
a thousand Snobs, before one is exi)ressed upon paper. 

Great City, Snobs are the next in the hierarchy, 
and ought to b(3 considered. But here is a difficulty. 
The great City Snol) is (‘ommonl}^ most difficult of 
access. Unless you are a capitalist, you cannot visit 
^dniri in the recesses of his bank pai*lor in Lombard 
Street. Unless you are a sj)rig of nobility, there is 
little hope of seeing him at home. In a great City 
Snob firm there is g(3nerally one partner whose* name 
is dow'ii for charities, and who frecpients Exeter Hall ; 
you may catch a glimj)se of another (a scientific City 

Snob) at rny Lord N ’s soirees, or the lectures of 

the London Institution ; of a third (a City Snob of 
taste) at picture-auc.tions, at private views of exhi- 
bitions, or at the Opera or the Philharmonic,. But 
intimacy is impossible, in most cases, with this grave, 
pompous, and awful being. 

A mere gtmtleman may ho])e to sit at almost any- 
body’s table — to take his place at my lord duke’s in 
the country — to dance a cpiadrille at Buckingliam 
Palace itself — (beloved Lady Wilhelmina Waggle- 
wiggle ! do you recollect the sensation wo made at the 
ball of our late adored Sovereign Queen Caroline, at 
Brandenburg House, Hammersmith ?) but the city 
Snob^s doors are, for the most part, closed to him ; 
and hence all that one knows of this great class is 
mostly from hearsay. 

In other countries of Europe, the Banking Snpb is 
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more expansive and communicative than with us, and 
receives all the world into his circle. For instance, 
everybody knows the princely hos])italities of the 
Scharlaschild family at Paris, Naples, Frankfort, 
etc. They entertain all the woild, even the poor, at 
their fetes. Prince Polonia, at Eome, and his brother, 
the Duke of Starchiiio, are also remarkable for their 
hospitalities. I like the spirit of the first-named 
nobleman, * Titles lu^t costing much jn the Eoman 
territory, lie has had the head ch^rk of the banking- 
house ma.de a Marquis and his loi'dship will screw 
a bajoceo out of you in exchange as dexterously as any 
commoner could do. It is a comfort to be able tl|, 
gratify such gra,n(lees with a farthing or two; it 
makes the poorest man feel that he can do giiod. 
The Poloiiias have intermarried witli tin' great(‘.st and 
most ancient families of Eome, and you see their 
heraldic cognizance (a mushroom or on an azure field) 
quartiired in a hundred jdaces in the (‘ity, Avith the 
arms of the Colonnas and Dorias. 

Our (fity Snobs ha.A’^e the same imania for aristo- 
cratici marriages. I like to see such. I am of a sav- 
age and envious nature, — I like to setj these two 
humbugs which, dividing, as tiny do, the social em- 
pire of this kingdom betAveeii them, liate each other 
naturally, making truce and uniting, for the sordid 
interests of either. I like to see an old aristocrat, 
swelling wdth jiride of race, the descendant of illus- 
trious Norman robbers, whose blood has been pure, 
for centuries, and who looks down upon eoirimon 
Englishmen as a free-born American does on a nigger, 
— 1 like to see old fttiffneck obliged to boAV down 
his nitd swallow his infornal pride, and drink 
the cup of humiliation poured out by Ihunp and Ald- 
gate^s butler. Pump and Aldgate,^^ says he, your 
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grandfather was a bricklayer, and his hod is still kept 
in the bank. Your pedigree begins in a workhouse ; 
mine can be dated from all the royal palaces of Eu- 
rope. I came over with the Concpieror; I am own 
cousin to Charles Martel, Orlando Furioso, Philip 
Augustus, Peter the Cruel, and Frederick Barbarossa. 
I quarter the Koyal Arms of Brentford in my coat. 
I despise you, but 1 want money ; and I will sell you 
my beloved daughter, Blanche Stiffneck, for a hun- 
diunl thousand })ounds, to pay off my mortgages. Let 
your son marry her, and she shall become Lady 
Blanche Puiii]) and Aldgate.” 

[ Old Punq) and Aldgate clutches at the bargain. 
And a comfortable thing it is to think that birth can 
be bought for moiu'y. So you learn to value it. Why 
should wf3, who don’t possess it, set a higher store on 
it than those wlio do ? Perhaps the best use of that 
book, the ^^Pe(n‘age,” is to look down the list, and 
see how many have bought and sold birth, — how 
poor sprigs of nobility somehow sell themselves to 
rich City Snobs’ daugliters, how rich City Snobs pur- 
chase noble ladies — and so to admire the double 
baseness of the bargain. 

Old Pump and Aldgate buys the article and pays 
the money. The sale of the girl’s person is blessed 
by a Bishop at St. (Jeorge’s, Hanover Square, and 
next year you read, At lloehampton, on Saturday, 
the Lady Blanche Pump, of a son and heir.” 

, After this interesting event, some old acquaintance, 
who saw young Pump in the parlor at the bank in 
the City, said to him, familiarly, How’s your wife. 
Pump, my boy ? ” 

Mr. Pump looked exceedingly puzzled and dis- 
gusted, and, after a pause, said, Lady Blanche Pump 
is pretty well, I thank you,” 
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OA, I thought she was your u)ife ! ” said the famil- 
iar brute, Snooks, wishing liini good-by; and ten 
minutes after, the story was all over the Stock Ex- 
change, where it is told, when young Tump appears, 
to this very day. 

We can imagine the Aveary life this poor Pump, this 
martyr to Mammon, is com])elhMl to undergo. Fan(*y 
the domestic enjoyments of a man who has a wife 
who scorns him ; wlio cannot see his pwii friends in 
his own house ; who having desertc^d the middle rank 
of life, is not yet admitted to the higher ; but who is 
resigned to rebuffs and delay and humiliation, con- 
tented to think that his son will be more fortunate. ^ 

It used to be the custom of some vmy old-fashionea 
clubs in this city, when a genthnrian asked for change 
for a guinea, always to bring it to him in washed 
silver ; that which had ])assed immediately out of the 
hands of the vulgar being considered ^^as too coarse to 
soil a gentleman’s fingers.” So, when the City Snob’s 
money has been wa,shed during a generation or so; 
has been washed into estates, and woods, and castles, 
and town-mansions, it is allowed to ]:)ass current as 
real aristocratic coin. Old Pump sweeps a shop, runs 
of messages, becomes a confidential clerk and partner. 
Pumi) the Sec.ond becomes chief of the house, spins 
more and more money, marries his son to an Earl’s 
daughter. Pump Tertius goes on with the bank : but 
his chief business in life is to become the father of 
Pump Quartus, who comes out a full-blown aristo- 
crat, and takes his seat as Baron Pumpington, and his 
race rules hereditarily over this nation of Snobs. 



CHAPTER IX 


ON SOME MILITARY SNOBS. 

As no socielgf in the world is more agreeable than 
that of well-bred and well-informed military geiitle- 
men, so, likewise, none is more insufferable than that 
of Military Snobs. They are to be found of all 

t rades, from the General Officer, whose padded old 
reast twinkles over with a score of stars, clasps, and 
decorations, to the budding cornet, who is shaving 
for a beard, and lias just been appointed to the Saxe- 
Coburg Lancers. 

I have always admired that dispensation of rank 
in our country, which sets up this last-named little 
creature (who was flogged only last week because he 
could not spell) to command great-whiskered warriors, 
who have faced all dangers of climate and battle ; 
whjch, because he has money to lodge at the agent’s, 
will place him over the heads of men who have a 
thousand times more experience and desert : and 
which, in the course of time, will bring him all the 
honors of his profession, when the veteran soldiet he 
commanded has got no other reward for his bravery 
than a berth in Chelsea Hospital, and the veteran 
officer he superseded has slunk into shabby retire- 
ment, and ends his disappointed life on a threadbare 
half-pay. 

When I read in the “ Gazette” such annoxmcements 
as “ Lieutenant and Captain Grig, from the Bomba.r- 
dier Guards to be Captain, vice Grizzle, who retires,” 
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I know what becomes of the Peninsular Grizzle; I 
follow him in spirit to the humble country town, 
where he takes up his quarters, and occupies himself 
with the most desperate attempts to live like a gentle- 
man, on the stipend of half a tailor’s foreman ; and I 
picture to myself little Grig rising from rank to rank, 
skipping from one regiment to another, with an in- 
creased grade in each, avoiding disagreeable foreign 
service, and ranking as a colonel at t^iirty ; all be- 
cause he has money, and Lord Grigsby is his father, 
who had the same luck Ixdbre him. Grig must blush 
at first to give his orders to old men in every way his 
betters. And as it is very difiicuilt for a spoiled chil^ 
to escape being selfish and arrogant, so it is a very 
hard task indeed for this spoiled child of fortune not 
to be a Snob. 

It must have often been a matter of wonder to the 
candid reader, that the army, the most enormous job 
of all our political institutions, should yet work so 
well in the field ; and we must cheerfully give Grig, 
and his like, the credit for courage wdiich they dis- 
play whenever occasion calls for it. The Duke’s 
dandy regiments fought as well as any (they said 
better tliau any, but that is absurd). The great Duke 
himself was a dandy once, and jobbed on, as Marl- 
borough did bidbre him. But this only proves that 
dandies are brave as well as other Britons — as all 
Britons. Let us concede tliat the high-born Grig 
rode into the entrenchments at Sobraon as gallantly 
as Corporal Wallop, the ex-ploughboy. 

The times of war are more favorable to him than 
the periods of peace. Think of Grig’s life in the 
Bombardier Guards, or the Jack-boot Guards; his 
marches from Windsor to London, from London to 
Windsor, from Knightsbridge to Regent’s Park ; the 



idiotic services he has to perform, which consist in 
inspecting the pipeclay of his company, or the horses 
in the stable, or bellowing out Shoulder humps ! 
Carry humps!” all which duties the very smallest 
intellect that ever beloiigt'd to mortal man would 
suffice to comprehend. The professional duties of a 
footman are quite as difficult and various. The red- 
jackets who hold gentlemen's horses in St. Jameses 
Street could do the work just as well as those vac- 
uous, good-natured, gentlemanlike, rickety little lieu- 
tenants, who may be seen sauntering about Pall Mall, 
in high-heeled little boots, or rallying round the 
standard of their regiment in the Palace Court, at 
eleven o’clock, when the band plays. Did the beloved 
reader ever see one of the young 1‘ellows staggering 
under the flag, or, above all, going through the opera- 
tion of saluting it ? It is worth a walk to the Palace 
to witness that magnilicent piece of tomfoolery. 

I have had the honor of meeting once or twice an 
old gentleman, whom I look upon to be a specimen of 
army-training, and who has served in crack regiments, 
or commanded them, all his life. I allude to Lieuten- 
ant-General the Honorable Sir George Granby Tufto, 
K.C.B., K.T.S., K.H., K.S.W., etc., etc. His manners 
are irreproachable g(merally ; in society he is a perfect 
gentleman, and a most thorough Snob. 

A man can’t help being a fool, be he ever so old, and 
Sir George is a greater ass at sixty-eight than he was 
when he first entered the army at fifteen. He distin- 
guished himself everywhere : his name is mentioned 
with praise in a score of Gazettes : he is the man, in 
fact, whose padded breast, twinkling over with innum- 
erable decorations, has already been introduced to 
the reader. It is difficult to say what virtues this 
prosperous gentleman possesses. He never read a 





book in Ixis life, and, with his purple, old gouty fingers, 
still writes a schoolboy hand. He has reached old 
age and gray hairs without being the least venerable. 
He dresses like an outrageously young man to the 
present moment, and laces and pads his old carcass as 
if he were still handsome George Tufto of 1800. He 
is selfish, brutal, passionate, and a glutton. Tt is 
curious to mark him at table, and see him heaving in 
his waistband, his little bloodshot eyes gloating over 
his meal. He swears consid<u-ably in his talk, and 
tells filthy garrison stori(‘s after dinmu*. On account 
of his rank and his servi(H\s, })co|)le pay the bestarred 
and betitled old brute a sort of revenuKu^; and lui 
looks down upon you and me, and exhibits his con- 
tempt for us, with a stujnd and artless (xindor which 
is quite amusing to watch. lVrhaj)S, had he been bred 
to another ])rol‘ession, he Avould not hnvi^ been the dis- 
reputable old creature he now is. But what other ? 
He was fit for none'; too incorrigibly idle and dull for 
any trade but this, in wliich he has distinguished him- 
self publicly as a good and gallant otticer, and privately 
for riding races, drinking port, fighting duels, and se 
ducing women. He belh*ves liimself to be one of the 
most honorable and deserving beings in the world. 
About Waterloo ria(*e, of afternoons, you may see him 
tottering in his varnished boots, and leering under 
the bonnets of the xvomeu avIio pass by. When he 
dies of apoplexy, The Tinu'S ” will have a quarter of 
a column about his services and battles — four lines of 
print will be wanted to describe Iws titles and orders 
alone — and the earth will cover one of the wickedest 
and dullest old wretches that ever strutted over it. 

Lest it should be imagined ihat I am of so obstinate 
a misanthropic nature as to be satisfied with nothing, 
I beg (for the comfort of the forces) to state my belief 
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that the army is not composed of such persons as the 
above. He has only been selected for the study of ci- 
vilians and the military, as a specimen of a prosperous 
and bloated army Snob. No : when epaulets are not 
sold ; when corporal punishments are abolished, and 
Corporal Smith has a chance to have his gallantry re- 
warded as well as that of Lieutenant Grig; when 
there is no' such rank as ensign and lieutenant (the 
existence of which rank is an absurd anomaly, and an 
insult upon all the rest of the army), and should there 
be no war, I should not be disinclined to be a major- 
general myself. 

I have a little sheaf of Army Snobs in my portfolio, 
but shall pause in my attack upop the forces till next 
week. 



CHAPTER X. 


MILITARY SNOBS. 

Walking- in the Park yesterday ‘with my young 
friend Tagg, and discoursing with him upon the next 
number of the Snob, at the very nick of time who 
should pass us but two very good specimens of Mili- 
•tary Snobs, — the Sporting Military Snob, Capt. Rag, 
and the “larking” or raffish Military Snob, Ensign 
Famish. Indeed you are fully sure to meet them 
lounging on horsebacjc, about five o’clock, under the 
trees by the Serpentine, examining critically the in- 
mates of the flashy broughams which parade up and 
down “the Lady’s Mile.” 

Tagg and Rag are very well acquainted, and so the 
former, with that candor inseparable from intimate 
friendship, told me his dear friend’s history. Captain 
Rag is a small dapper north-country man. He went 
when quite a boy into a crack light cavalry regiment, 
and by the time he got his troop, had cheattul all his 
brother officers so completely, selling them lame 
horses for sound ones, and winning their money by 
all manner of strange and ingenious contrivances, 
that his Colonel ailvised him to retire ; which he did 
without much reluctance, accommodating a youngster, 
who had just entered t^ regiment, with a glandered 
charger at an uncommonly stiff figure. 

He has since devoted his time to billiard.s, steeple- 
chasing, and the turf. His head-quarters are “ Rum- 
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mer^s/’ in Conduit Street, where he keeps his kit; 
but he is ever on the move in the exercise of his voca- 
tion as a gentleinan-jotjkey and gentlomaiideg. 

According to Bel?.^ Life,’’ he is an invariable attend- 
ant at all races, and an actor in most of them. He 
rode the winner at Leamington ; he was left for dead 
in a ditch a fortnight ago at Harrow ; and yet there 
he was, last week, at the Croix de Ih'rny, pale and de- 
termined as ever, astonishing the hadauds of Paris by 
the elegancci of bis seat and the neatness of his rig, as 
he took a preliminary gallop on that vicious brute 
^‘The Disowned,” before starting for ‘^the French 
Grand National.” 

Hti is a regular attendant at the Corner, where he 
compiles a limited but comfortable libretto. During 
the season he rides often in the x)ark, mounted on a 
clever, well-bred pony. He is to be seen escorting 
that celebrated horsewoman, Fanny Highflyer, or in 
confidential converse witli Lord Thimblerig, the 
eminent handicapper. 

He carefully avoids decent society, and would rather 
dine off a steak at the. One Tun ” with Sam Snaffle 
the jockey. Captain O’Rourke, and two or three 
other notorious turf robbers, than with the choicest 
company in London. He likes to announce at Rum- 
mer’s ” that he is going to run down and spend his 
Saturday and Sunday in a friendly way with Hocus, 
the leg, at his little box near Epsom : where, if report 
speak true, many ruiumish plants ” are concocted. 

He does not play billiards often, and never in pub^ 
lie ; but when he does play, he always contrives to 
get hold of a good flat, and never leaves him till he 
has done him uncommonly brown. He has lately 
been playing a good deal with Famish. 

When he makes his appearance in the drawing- 
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room, which occasionally happens at a hunt-meeting 
or a race-ball, he enjoys himself extremely. 

His young friend is Ensign Eamish, who is not a 
little pleased to be seen with such a smart fellow as 
Rag, who bows to the best turf company in the Park. 
Rag lets Famish accompany him to TattersalPs, and 
sells hini bargains in horseflesh, and uses Famishes 
cab. That young gent]emaii\s regiimait is in India, 
and he is at home on sick leave. »He recruits Itis 
health by being intoxicated every night, and fortifies 
his lungs, which are weak, by smoking cigars all day. 
The policemen about the Haymarket know the little 
creature, and the early cabmen salute him. The 
closed doors of fish and lobster shoj^s open after ser- 
vice, and vomit out little Famish, who is either tipsy 
and quarrelsome — when he wants to fight the (nib- 
men; or drunk and helpless — when some kind fri(md 
(in yellow satin) takes care of him. All the neighbor- 
hood, the cabmen, the police, the early potato-men, 
and the friends in yellow satin, know the young fellow, 
and he is called Little Bobby by some of the very 
worst reprobates in Europe. 

His mother. Lady Fanny Famish, believes de- 
votedly that Robert is in London solely for the bene- 
fit of consulting the physician ; is going to have him 
exchanged into a dragoon regiment,’ which doesn’t go 
to that odious India ; and has an idea that his chest is 
delicate, and that he takes gruel every evenings when 
he puts his feet in hot water. Her ladyship resides 
at Cheltenham, and is of a serious turn. 

Bobby frequents the Union-Jack Club ’’ of course ; 
where 'he breakfasts on pale ale and devilled kidneys 
at three o’clock ; where beardless young heroes of his 
own sort congregate, and make merry, and give each 
other dinners; where you may see half a dozen of 
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young rakes of tlie fourth or fifth order lounging and 
smoking on the steps; whei’e you behold Shipper’s 
long-tailed leggy mare in the custody of a red-jacket 
until the Captain is primed for the Park Avith a glass 
of cura9oa ; and Avhere you see Hobby, of the High- 
land Buffs, driving up with Dobby, of the Madras 
Fusileers, in the great banging, swinging cab, which 
the latter hires from Humble of Bond Street. 

In fact. Military Snobs are of such number and 
variety, that a hundred weeks of ‘‘ Punch ” would not 
suffice to give an audience to them. There is, besides 
the disreputable old Military Snob, who lias seen ser- 
vice, the respectable old Military Snob, who has seen 
none, and gives himself the most prodigious Martinet 
airs. There is the Medical-Military Snob, who is 
generally more outrageously military in his conversa- 
tion than the greatest sabreur in the army. There is 
the Heavy-Dragoon Snob, whom young ladies admire, 
with his great stupid pink face and yellow mustaches 

— a vacuous, solemn, foolish, but brave and honorable 
Snob. There is the Amateur-Military Snob, who 
writes Captain on his card, because he is a Lieuten- 
ant in the Bungay Militia. There is the Lady-killing 
Military Snob ; and more, who need not be named. 

But let no man, .we repeat, charge Mr, Punch with 
disrespect for the Army in general — that gallant and 
judicious Army, every man of which, from F. M. tbe 
Duke of Wellington, etc., downwards — (with the 
exception of H. R. H. Field-Marshal Prince Albert, 
who, however, can hardly count as a military man), 

— reads Punch” in every quarter of the glofi|| 

Let those civilians who sneer at the acquir^aents 

of the Army read Sir Harry Smith’s account of the 
Battle of Aliwal. A noble deed was never told in 
nobler lan^age. And you who doubt if chivalry 
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exists, or the age of heroism has passed by, think 
of Sir Henry Hardinge, with his son, ‘‘dear little 
Arthur,” riding in front of the lines at Terozeshah. 
I hope no English painter will emhiavor to illustrate 
that scene ; for who is there to do justice to it ? The 
history of tlie world contains no more 'brilliant and 
heroic picture. No, no ; tlie men who ])erform these 
deeds with such brilliant valoi', and describe them 
with such modest manliness — .wcA'are not Snobs. 
Their country admires them, their Sovereign rewards 
them, and “ i’uuch,” the universal railer, takes off his 
hat and says. Heaven save them ! 



CHAPTER XI. 


ON CliEKIOAIi .SNOBS. 

After Snobs-Military, Snol)s-(]lprieal suggest them- 
selves quite naturally, and it is (dear that, with every 
respect for the cloth, yet having a r(>gar(l for truth, 
humanity, and the British piddie,, smdi a vast and 
influential class must not lie omitted from our notices 
of the great Snob world. 

Of these Clerics there are some whose claim to 
snobbishness is undoubted, and yet it cannot he dis- 
cussed here ; I'or the same reason tliat “ Punch ” 
would not set up his show in a Cathedral, out of re- 
sjiect for the solemn service (adobrated within. There 
are some places where he a(iknowledges himself not 
])i'ivileged to make a noise, and puts away his show, 
and silences his drum, and takes off his hat, and 
holds his peace. 

And I know this, that if there are some Clerics who 
do wrong, there are straightw.ay a thousand news- 
papers to haul up those unfortunates, and cry, “ Fie 
upon them, tie uj)on them ! ” while, though the press 
is always ready to yell and bellow excommunication 
against these stray delinquent parsons, it somehow 
takes very little count of the many good ones -sof the 
tens of thousands of honest men, vdio lead CHilstian 
lives, who give to the poor generously, who deny them- 
selves rigidly, and live and die in their duty without 
ever a newspaper paragraph in their favor. My be- 
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loved friend and reader, I wish yon and I could do 
the same: and let me whisper, my belief, entre nou$^ 
that of those eminent ])hil()S()pliers who cry out 
against ])arsons the loiuh^st, tliore are not many who 
have got their knowledge of the (dmrch by going 
thither often. 

But you who have ever listened to village bells, or 
have walked to chureli as children on sunny Sabbath 
mornings; you who hav^e ever tht? parson’s wile 

tending the poor man’s IxMlside; or the town cleigy- 
man threading the dirty stairs of noxious, alleys upon 
his sacred business ; — do not rals(', a shout when one 
of these falls away, or yell with the mob tliat howls 
after him. 

Every man can do that. When old Father >Joah 
was overtaken in his cups, tliere Avas only one of his 
sons that dared to make merry at his disaster, and he 
was not the most virtuous of the family. Lt‘t us too 
turn aAvay silently, nor huzza like a i)arc(d of school- 
boys, because some big young rebel suddenly starts 
up and who]>s the schoolmaster. 

I confess, though, if I had by me the names of 
those seven or eight Irish bishops, the probates of 
whose wills were mention<'d in last year’s journals, 
and who died leaving behind them some two hundred 
thousand pounds apiece — T would like to put them 
up as patrons of my Cleri(‘al Snobs, and oj)erate ujton 
them as successfully as I see from the newspapers 
Mr. Eisenberg, Chiropodist, has lately doiuj upon 
His Gy||ce , tlie Eight Eeverend Lord Bishop of 
Tapioca." 

And I confess that when those Eight Eeverend 
Prelates come up to the gates of Paradise Avith their 
probates of wills in their hands, I think that their 
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chance is — But the gates of Paradise is a far way 
to follow their lordships ; so let us trip down again, 
lest awkward questions be asked there about our own 
favorite vices too. 

And don’t let us give way to the vulgar prejudice, 
that clergyjiien are an overpaid and luxurious body of 
nieh. When that eminent ascetic, the late Sydney 
Smith — (by the way, by wlmt law of nature is it that so 
many Smiths in this world are called Sydiu^y Smith?) 
— lauded the system of great prizes in the Church, — 
without whi(ih he said gentlemen would not be induced 
to follow the clerical profession, he admitted most pa- 
thetically that the clergy in general were by no means 
to be envied for their worldly pros])erity. From read- 
ing the works of some modern writers of repute, you 
would fancy that a parson’s life was passed in gorging 
himself with plum-pudding and port wine ; and that 
his Reverence’s fat chaps were always greasy wdth the 
crackling of tithe pigs. Caricaturists delight to repre- 
sent him so: round, short-neck(^d, pimple-faced, apo- 
plectic, bursting out of waistcoat like a black-pudding, 
a shovel-hatted fuzz-wigged Silenus. Whereas, if you 
take the real man, the poor fellow’s flesh-pots are very 
scantily furnished with meat. He labors commonly for 
a wage that a tailor’s foreman would despise : he has, 
too, such claims upon his dismal income as most, phi- 
losophers would rather grumble to meet ; many tithes 
are levied upon his pocket, let it be remembered, by 
those who grudge him his means of livelihood. He 
has to dine with the Squire : and his wife must dress 
neatly : and he must ‘‘ look like a gentleman,” as they 
call it, and bring up his six great hungry sons as such. 
Add to this, if he does his duty, he has such tempta- 
tions to spend his money as no mortal man could with* 



THE BOOK OF SNOBS. 


233 


stand. Yes ; you who can’t resist purchasing a chest 
of cigars because they are so good ; or an ormolu clock 
at Howell and James’s, because it is such a bargain; 
or a box at the Opera, because Lablache and Grisi are 
divine in the “ Puritani ; ” fancy how difficult it is for 
a parson to resist s}tendiug a half-crown when John 
Breakstone’s family are witliout a loaf ; or “ standing ” 
a Imttle of port for dear old Polly Rabbits, who has 
her thirteenth cliild ; or treating himself to a sidt of 
corduroys for little Bob Scarecrow, whoso breeches 
are sadly out at elbows. Tliink of tlu'se tmiiptations, 
brother moralists and philosophers, and don’t be too 
hard on the parson. 

But what is this ? Instead of “ showing up ” the 
parsons, are we indulging in maudlin pi'aises of tliat 
monstrous black-c-oated race ? 0 saintly Francis, lying 
at rest under the turf; 0 Jimmy, and Johnny, and 
Willy, friends of my youth ! 0 noble and dear old 
Elias ! how should he who knows you not respect you 
and your calling ? May this pim nev(?r write a penny- 
worth again, if it ever casts ridicule upon either 1 



CHAPTER XII. 


ON- CI.KUIOAL SNOBS AND SNOBBISHNESS. 

“ Dear Mri Snob,” an amiable young correspond- 
ent writes, wlio signs himself Snobling, “ ought the 
clergj-man who, at the ri'qmist of a noble Duke, lately 
interrupted a marriage ceremony between two persons 
perfectly authorized to marry, to be ranked or not 
among the Clerical Snobs ? ” 

This, my dear young fri(‘nd, is not a fair question. 
One of the illustrated weekly papers has already seized 
hold of the ch'rgyman, and blackened him most un- 
mercifully, by re] (resenting him in his cassock per- 
forming the maiTiage service. Let that be Sufficient 
punishment; and, if you please, do not press the 
query. 

It is very likely that if Miss Smith had come with 
a license to marry Jones, the parson in question, not 
seeing old Smith ])resent, would have sent off the 
beadle in a cab to let the old gentleman know what 
was going on; and would have delayed the service 
until the arrival of Smith senior. He very likely 
thinks it his duty to ask all marriageable young 
ladies, who come without their papa, wliy their par- 
ent is absent ; and no doubt, always sends off the 
beadle for that missing governor. 

Or, it is very jiossible that the Duke of Coeurdelion 
was Mr. What-d’-ye-call-’im’s most intimate friend, and 
has often said to him, “ What-d’-ye-call-’im, my boy, 
my daughter must never marry the Capting. If ever 



they try at your church, I beseech you, considering 
the terms of intimacy on which we are, to send off 
Battan in a hack-cab to fetch me.” 

In either of which cases, you see, dear Snobling, 
that though the parson would not have been author- 
ized, yet he might have been excused for interfering. 
He has no more right to stop my marriage than to 
stop my dinner, to both of which, as a free-born Briton, 
I am entitled by law, if I can pay for tligm. But, con- 
sider pastoral solicitude, a deep sense of the duties of 
his office, and pardon this inconvenient but genuine 
zeal. 

But if the clergyman did in the Duke’s case what 
he would not do in Smith’s ; if he has no more ac- 
quaintance with the OcEurdclion family than I have 
with the Koyal and Serene House of Saxe-Coburg 
Gotha, — <Aen, I confess, my dear Snobling, your ques- 
tion might elicit a disagreeable reply, and one which 
I respectfully decline to give. I wonder what Sir 
George Tufto would say, if a sentry left his post be- 
cause a noble lord (not in the least connected with the 
service) begged the sentinel not to do his duty ! 

Alas! that the beadle ■who canes little boys and 
drives them out, cannot drive w'orldliness out too; 
and what is worldliuess but snobbishness ? When, 
for instance, T read in the newspapers that the Bight 
Beverend the Lord Charles James administered the 
rite of confirmation to 'a party of thojuvmiU nobility 
at the Chapel Boyal, — as if the Chapel Boyal were a 
sort of ecclesiastical Almack’s,. and young people were 
to get ready for the next world in little exclusive gen- 
teel knots of the aristocraev, who were not to be dis- 
turbed in their journey thither by the company of the 
vulgar : — when I read such a paragraph as that (and 
one or two such generally appear during the present 
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fashionable season), it seems to me to be the most 
odious, mean, and disgusting part of that odious, 
mean, and disgusting publication, the Court Circular ; 
and that snobbishness is therein carried to quite an 
arwful pitc^lx. What, gentlemen, can’t we even in the 
Church acknowledge a republic ? There, at least, the 
Heralds’ -College itself might allow that we all of us 
have the same pedigree, and are direct descendants of 
Eve and Adam, whose inheritance is divided amongst 
us. 

I hereby call upon all Huk('s, Earls, Baronets, and 
other potentates, not to lend tluanselves to this shame- 
ful sen.ndal and eiTor, and beseech all Bishops who 
read this publication to take the matter into consid- 
eration, ajid to protest against the continuance of the 
practi(*t% and to declare, “ We wonH confirm or christen 
Loi'd Tomnoddy, or Sir Carnaby Jcmks, to the exclu- 
sion of any otlnn* young Christian ; ” the which declara- 
tion if tlnur lordships are induced to make, a great 
lajyts offemionis will be removed, and the Snob Papers 
will not have lK*(m written in vain. 

A story is curr(int of a celebrated nouveaxMnche, who 
having had occasion to oblige that excellent prelate 
the Bishoj) of I >ul locksmith y, asked his lordship, in 
return, to confirm his children privately in his lord- 
ship’s own elmpel ; which ceremony the grateful pre- 
late accordingly ])er formed. Can satire go farther 
than this? Is there even in this most amusing of 
prints, any more naive absurdity ? It is as if a man 
wouldn’t go to heaven unless he went in a special 
train, or as if he thought (as some people think about 
vaccination) Confirmation more effectual when ad- 
ministered at first hand. When that eminent person, 
the Begum Sumroo, died, it is said she left ten thou- 
sand pounds to the Pope, and ten thousand to the 
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Archbishop of Canterbury, — so that there should be 
no mistake, — so as to make sure of having the eccle- 
siastical authorities on her side. This is only a little 
more openly and undisguisedly snobbish than the 
cases before alluded to. A well-bred Snob is just as 
secretly proud of his rinhes and honors as a parvenu 
Snob who makes the most ludicrous exhibition of 
them ; and a high-born Marchioness or Duchess just 
as vain of herself and her diamonds, as Queen Quashy- 
boo, who sews a pair of ei^aulets on to her skirt, and 
turns out in state in a cocked hat and feathers. 

It is not out of disrespo(it to my Peerage,’’ which 
I love and honor (indeed, have 1 not said before, that 
I should be ready to jump out of my skin if two 
Dukes would walk down Pall Mall with me ?) — it is 
not out of disrespect for the individuals, that I wish 
these titles had never been invented ; but, consider, if 
there were no tree, there would be no shadow; and 
how much more honest society would be, and how 
much more servicc^able the clergy would be (which is 
our present consideration), if these temptations of 
rank and continual baits of worldliness were not in 
existence, and perpetually thrown out to lead them 
astray, 

1 have seen many examples of their falling away. 
When, for instance, Tom Sniffle first went into the 
country as Curate for Mr. Fuddleston (Sir Huddleston 
Fuddleston’s brother), who resided on some other liv- 
ing, there could not be a more kind, hard-working, 
and excellent creature than Tom. He had his aunt 
to live with him. His conduct to his poor was admir- 
able. He wrote annually reams of the best-intentioned 
and most vapid sermons. When Lord Brandyball’s 
family first came down into the country, and invited 
him to dine at Brandyball Park, Sniffle was so agitated 
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that he almost forgot how to say grace, and upset a 
bowl of currant-jelly sauce in Lady ^'anny Toffy^s lap, 

Wliat was the coiistupience of his intimacy with that 
noble family ? He quarrelled with his aunt for din- 
ing out every night. The wretch forgot his j)Oor al- 
together, and killed his old nag by always riding over 
to Brandyl)all ; where he revelled in the maddest pas^ 
sion for Lady Fanny. He ordered the neatest new 
clothes and ecwlesitistical waist(*oats from London ; he 
ap2>f^ared with eorazza-shirts, lac(]uered boots and per- 
fumery; he bought a blood-horse from Bob Tolfy: 
was seen at archery nu'ctings, public, breakfasts, — 
actually at cover ; and, I blush to say, that 1 saw him 
in a stall at tlie Opera; and afterwards riding by Lady 
Fanny's side in liottcn Row, He double barrelled his 
name (as many 2)oor Snobs do), and instead of T. 
Sniffle, as formerly, came out, in a ijorcelain card, as 
Rev. T. D’Arc.y Sniffle, Burlington Hotel. 

The end of all this may be imagined: when the 
Earl o:^ Brandyball was made accjuainted with the 
curate’s love for Lady Fanny, he had that fit of 
the gout which so nearly carried him off (to the in- 
expressible grief of his son. Lord Alicompayne), and 
uttered that remarkable s])eech to Sniffle, which dis- 
posed of the claims of the latter: — If I didn’t 
resjiect the Church, sir,” his lordship said, by 
Jove, I’d kick you down stairs:” his lordship then 
fell back into the fit aforesaid ; and Lady Fanhy, as 
we all know, married General Podager. 

As poor Tom, he was over head and ears in 
debt as well as in love : his creditors came down upon 
him. Mr. Hemp, of Portugal Street, proclaimed his 
pame lately as a reverend outlaw ; and he has been 
seen at various foreign watering-places ; sometimes 
doing duty; sometimes ^‘coaching” a stray gentle- 
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man’s son at Carlsruhe or Kissingen; sometimes — 
must we say it ? — lurking about the roulette-tables 
witli a tuft to his chin. 

if temptation had not come upon this unhappy 
fellow in the shape of a Lord Brandyball, he might 
still whave been following his profiission, humbly and 
worthily. He might havcj married his cousin with 
four thousand pounds, the wine-merchant’s daughter 
(the old gentleman quarrelled with his nephew for 
not soliciting wine-orders from Lord B. for him) : he 
might have had seven children, and taken private 
pupils, and eked out his income, and lived and died a 
country parson. 

Could he have done better? You who want to 
know how great, and good, and noble such a character 
may be, read Stanley’s “ Life of Doctor Arnold.” 



CHAPTER XIII. 


ON CLERICAI. SNOBS. 

Among the varieties of the Snob Clerical, the Uni- 
versity Snob and the Scholastic Snob ought never to 
be forgotten ; they form a very strong battalion in the 
black-coated army. 

The wisdom of our ancestors (which I admire more 
and more every day) seemed to have determined that 
the education of youth was so paltry and unimportant 
a matter, that almost any man, armed with a birch 
and a regulation cassock and degree, might undertake 
the charge: and many an honest country gentleman 
may be found to the present day, who takes very good 
care to have a character with his butler when he en- 
gages him, and will not purchase a horse without the 
strongest warranty and the closest inspection; but 
sends off his son, young John Thomas, to school with- 
out asking any questions about the Schoolmaster, and 
places the lad at Switchester College, under Doctor 
Block, because he (the good old English gentleman) 
had been at Switchester, under Doctor Buzwig, forty 
years ago. 

We have a love for all little boys at school ; for 
many scores of thousands of them read' and love 
“ Punch : ” — may he never write a word that shall not 
be honest and fit for them to read ! He will not have 
his young friends to be Snobs in the future, or to be 
bullied by snobs, or given over to such to be edu- 
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cated. Our connection with the youth at the Univer- 
sities is very close and affectionate. The candid 
undergraduate is our friend. The pomijous old Col- 
lege Don trembles in his common room, lest we should 
attack him and show him up as a 8nob. 

When railroads were threatening to invade the land 
which they have since conquered, it may be recol- 
lected what a shrieking and outcry the aiithoiities of 
Oxford and Eton made, lest the iroft abominations 
should come near those seats of pure learning, and 
tempt thc^ British youth astray. The supplications 
were in vain ; the railroad is in upon them, and the 
old-world institutions are doom(*d. 1 felt charmed to 
read in the pa])ers the other day a most veraiuous 
puffing advertisement headed, ^^To College and back 
for Five Shillings.’’ ^‘The College Gardens (it said) 
will be thrown open on this occasion; the College 
youths will perform a regatta; the Cliapel of King’s 
College will have its celebrated music ; ” — and all for 
five shillings ! Thetjoths have got into Rome; Napo- 
leon Stephenson draws his republican lines round the 
sacred old cities ; and the ecclesiastic.al big-wigs who 
garrison them must prepare to lay down key and 
crosier before the iron conqueror. 

If you consider, dear reader, what profound snob- 
bishness the University System produced, you will 
allow that it is time to attack some of those huidal 
middle-age superstitions. If you go down for live 
shillings to look at the College Youths,” you may 
see one sneaking down the court without a tassel to 
his cap 5 another Avith a gold or silver fringe to his 
velvet trencher ; a third lad with a master’s gown and 
hat, walking at ease over the satu'ed College grass- 
plats, which common men must not tread on. 

He may do it because he is» a nobleman. Because 

VOL. it. — 16 



THE BOpK OF SNOBS. 


^2: 

a lad is a lord, the University gives him a degree at 
the end of two years which another is seven in acquir- 
ing. Because he is a lord, he has no call to go tlirough 
an examination. Any man who has not been to Col- 
lege and back for five shillings, would not believe in 
such distinctions in a place of education, so absurd 
and monstrous do. they seem to be. 

The lads with gold and silver lace are sons of rich 
gentlemen, and called Fellow Commoners ; they are 
privileged to feed better than the j)ensioners, and to 
have Avine with their victuals, whiedx the latter can 
only get in their rooms. 

The unlucky boys vvlio have no tassels to their caps, 
are called sizars — senntors at Oxford — (a very pretty 
and gentlemanlike title). A distinction is made in 
their clothes because they are poor ; for which reason 
they wear a badge of poverty, and are not allowed to 
take their meals with their fellow-students. 

When this wicked and shameful distim^tion was set 
up, it was of a piece with all the rest — a part of the 
brutal, unchristian, blundering feudal system. Dis- 
tinctions of rank were then so strongly insisted upon, 
that it would have been thought blasphemy to doubt 
them, as blasphemous as it is in parts of the United 
States now for a nigger to set up as the equal of a 
white man. A ruffian like Henry VIII. talked as 
gravely about the divine powers vested in him, as if 
he had been an inspired prophet. A wretch like 
James I. not only believed that there was in himself 
a particular sanctity, hut other people believed him. 
Government regulated the length of a mertjhaut’s 
shoes as well as meddled with his trade, prices, ex 
ports, machinery. It thought itself justified in roast- 
ing a man for his religion, or pulling a Jew’s teeth 
out if he did not pay a contribution, or ordered him 
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to dress in a yellow gabardine, and locked him in a 
pai-ticnlar quarter. 

Now a merchant may wear what boots he pleases, 
and has pretty nearly acquired the privilege of buying 
and selling witliout the CTOverniuent laying its paws 
upon the bargain. The stake for Inu’etics is gone; 
th<^ pillory is taken down ; Bishops ai'e even found 
lifting up their voie;es against the remains of })erse- 
cution, and ready to do away with the last Catholic 
Disabilities. Sir Robert r(>el, though he wished it 
ever so much, has no power ov(“r Mr. Benjamin Dis- 
raeli’s grinders, or any means of violently handling 
that gentleman’s jaw. .lews are not called u])on to 
wear badge, s on the contrary, they may live in Pic- 
cadilly, or the Minor! es, ae.eording to fancy ; they may 
dress like Christians, and do sometimes in a most 
elegant and fashionable manner. 

Why is the poor College servitor to wear that name 
and that badge still ? Because Universities are the 
last places into which Reform ])enetrates. But now 
that she can go to College and back for five shillings, 
let her travel down thither. 



CHAPTER XIV. 


ON UNIVEKSITY .SNOBS. 

Alb the meJi of Saint Bonihw'e will remember 
Hugby and Crnmp. They were tutors in our time, 
and Crump is since advan(‘,«>d to be President of the 
College. He was formerly, and is now, a rich speci- 
men of a University Snob. 

At live-and-twenty, Crump invented three new 
metres, and published an edition of an exceedingly 
improper Greek Comedy, with no less than twenty 
emendations upon the German text of Schnupfenius 
and Schnapsius. These services to religion instantly 
pointed him out for advancement in the Church, and 
he is now President of Saint Boniface, and very nar- 
rowly escaped the bench. 

Crump thinks Saint Boniface the centre of the 
world, and his position as President the highest in 
England. He exi)ects the fellows and tutors to pay 
him the same sort of service that Cardinals pay to the 
Pope. I am sure Crawler would have no Objection to 
carry his trencher, or Page to hold U])the skirts of his 
gown as he stalks into chapel. He roars out the re- 
sponses there as if it were an honor to heaven that 
the President of Saint Boniface should take a part 
in the service, and in his own lodge arid college 
acknowledges the Sovereign only as his superior. • 

When the allied monarchs came down, and were 
made Doctors of the University, a breakfast was given 
at Saint Boniface ; on which occasion Crump allowed 
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the Emperor Alexander to walk before him, but took 
the fas himself of the King of Prussia and Prince 
Blucher. He was going to put the Hetman Platoff to 
bi*eakfast at a side-table with the under college 
tutors ; but he was indulged to relent, and merely en- 
tertained that distinguislied CossiU‘k with a discourse 
on his own language, in which he showed that the 
Hetman knew nothing about it. 

As for us undergraduates, we scar(;ely knew more 
about Crump than about the (Ti-and Llama. A few 
favored youths are asked o(*.casionally to tea at the 
lodge ; but they do not speak unless first addressed by 
the Doctor ; and if they venture to sit down, Crump^s 
follower, Mr. Toady, whispers Grentlemeu, will you 
have the kindness to get up ? — -The President is 
passing ; ’’ or ‘‘ (lentlemen, the President prefers that 
undergraduates should not sit down ; or words to a 
similar effect. 

1^0 do Crimi]) justice, he does not cringe now to 
great people. He rather patronizes them than Other- 
wise ; and, in London, speaks quite affably to a Duke 
who has been brouglit up at his (college, or holds out a 
finger to a Marquis. He does not disguise his own 
origin, but brags of it witli considerable self-gratu- 
lation : — I was a Charity-boy,’^ says he ; see what 
I am now y the greatest Greek scholar of the greatest 
College of the greatest University of the greatest 
Empire in the world.” The argument being, that this 
is a capital world for beggars, because he, being a 
beggar, has managed to get on liorseback. 

Hugby owes his eminence to patient merit and 
agreeable perseverance. He is a meek, mild, inof- 
fensive creature, with just enough of scholarship to 
fit him to hold a lecture, or set an examination paper. 
He rose by kindness to the aristocracy. It was woj^- 
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derful to see the way in which that poor creature 
grovelled before a nobleman or a lord's uephew, or 
even soyie noisy and disreputable (Joinmo|ieiy the 
friend of a lord. He used to give tlie youii^nphle- 
men the most painful and elaborate breakfasts^ and , 
adopt a jaunty genteel air, and talk with theni; 
(although he was decidedly serious) about the opera, 
or the last run with the hounds. It Avas good to 
watch him in,, the midst of a (‘irtde of young tufts, 
with his mean, smiling, eager, uneiisy familiarity. 
He used to write home conHd(mtial letters to their 
parents, and made it his duty to call upon them when 
in town, to condole or rejoice with them wlnui a death, 
birth, or marriage took ])lace in their family; and to 
feast them whenever they came to tlu^ University. I 
recollect a letter lying on a desk in his lec.tilre-room 
for a whole term, beginning, My Lord Dukc.’^ It 
was to show us that he corresponded with such 
dignities. 

When the late lamented Lord Glenlivat, who broke 
his neck at a Imrdle-race, at the ])r(miature age of 
twenty-four, was at the University, the amiable, young 
fellow, passing to his rooms in the early morning, 
and seeing Hugby’s boots at his door, on the same 
staircase, playfully wadded the insides of the boots 
with cobbler’s wax, which caused excruciating pains 
to the Rev. Mr. Hugby, when he came to take them 
off the same evening, before dining with the Master 
of Saint Crispin’s. 

Everybody gave the credit of this admirable piece 
of fun to Lord Glenlivat’s friend, Bob I’izzy, who was 
famous for such feats, and who had already made 
away with the college pumphandle ; filed Saint Boni- 
face’s nose smooth with his face ; carried off four 
images of nigger-boys from the tobacconists ; painted 
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the senior proctor’s horse pea-green, etc., etc.; and 
Bob (who was of the party certainly, and would not 
peach) was just on the point of incurring expulsion, 
and so losing the family living which was in Itore for 
himj when Glenlivat nobly stepped forward, owned 
himself to be the author of the delightful esprit, 
apologized to the tutor, and accepted the rustication. 

Hugby cried when Glenlivat apologized; if the 
young nobleman had kicked him round the court, I 
believe the tutor would have been hap^)v, so that an 
apology and a reconciliation might subsequently en- 
sue. My Lord,’’ said he, in your conduct on this 
and all other occasions, you have acted as becomes a 
gentleman ; you have been an honor to the University, 
as you will be to the peerage, I am sure, when the 
amiably vivacity of youth is calmed down, and you are 
called upon to take your proper share in the government 
of the nation.” And when his lordship took leave of 
the University, Hugby presented him with a copy of his 
“Sermons to a Nobleman’s Family” (Hugby was once 
private tutor to the sons of the Earl of Muffborough), 
which Glenlivat presented in return to Mr. William 
Ramm, known to the fancy as the Tutbury Pet, and 
the sermons now figure on the boudoir-table of Mrs. 
Ramm, behind the bar of her house of entertain- 
ment. “ The Game Cock and Spurs,” near Woodstock, 
Oxon, 

At* the beginning of the long vacation, Hugby 
comes to town, and puts up in handsome lodgings 
near St. James’s Square; rides in the Park in the 
afternoon ; and is delighted to read his name in the 
morning papers among the list of persons present at 
Muffborough House, and the Marquis of Farintosh’s 
evening-parties. He is a member of Sydney Scraper’s 
GJub, where, however, he drinks his pint of claret. 
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Sometimes you may see him on Sundays, at the 
hour when tavern doors open, whence issue little 
girls wi|h great jugs of porter; when charity-boys 
walk the streets, bearing brown dishes of smoking 
shoulders of mutton and baked ^taturs ; when Sheeny 
and Moses are seen smoking their pii)es before their 
lazy shutters in Seven Dials ; when a crowd of smil- 
ing persons in clean outlandisli dresses, in monstrous 
bonnets and i^aring ]:)rinted gowns, or in crumpled 
glossy coats and silks that bear the creases of the 
drawers where the'y have hdn all the week, file down 
High Street,* — sometimes, I say, you may see Hugby 
coming out of the Church of St. Gilos-in-the-Fields, 
with a stout gentlewoman leaning on his arm, whose 
old face bears an expression of supreme pride and 
happiness as she ghuices round at all the neighbors, 
and who faces the curate himself, and manthes into 
Holborn, where she pulls the bell of a house over 
which is inscribed, Hugby, Haberdasher.” It is the 
mother of the Rev. F. Hugby, as proud of her son in 
his white choker as Cornelia of her jewels at Rome. 
That is old Hugby bringing up the rear with the 
Prayer-books, and Betsy Hugby the old maid, his 
daughter, — old Hugby, Haberdasher and Church- 
warden. 

In the front room up stairs, where the dinner is 
laid out, there is a picture of Miiffboroiigh Castle ; of 
the Earl of MufEborough, K. X., Lord-Lieutenant for 
Diddlesex ; an engraving, from an almanac, of Saint 
Boniface College, Oxon ; and a sticking-plaster por- 
trait of Hugby when young, in a cap and gown. A 
copy of his Sermons to a Nobleman’s Faipily is on 
the book-shelf, by the “Whole Duty of Man,” the 
Reports of the Missionary Societies, and the “ Oxford 
University Calendar.” Old Hugby knows part 
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this by heart ; every living belonging to Saint Boni- 
face, and the name of every tutor, fellow, nobleman, 
and undergraduate. 

He used to go to meeting and preach himself, until 
his son took orders ; but late the old gentleman 
has been accused of Puseyism, and is quite pitiless 
against the Dissenters. 



CHAPTER XV. 


ON UNIVKRSITY SNOBS. 

I SHOULD like to fill several volumes with accounts 
of various University Snobs ; so fond are my remi- 
niscences of them, and so uumero\is are they. I should 
like to speak, above all, of the wives and daughters of 
some of the Professor-Snobs; their amusements, hab- 
its, jealousies ; their innocent artifices to entrap young 
men ; their picnics, concerts, and evening-parties. I 
wonder what has become of Emily Blades, daughter 
of Blades, the Professor of the Mandingo language ? 
I remember her shoulders to this day, as she sat in 
the midst of a crowd pf above seventy young gentle- 
men, from Corpus and Catherine Hall, entertaining 
them with ogles and French songs on the guitar. 
Are you married, fair Emily of the shoulders ? What 
beautiful ringlets those were that used to dribble over 
them!-— what a waist! — what a killing sea-green 
shot-silk gown ! — what a cameo, the size of a muffin ! 
There were thirty-six young men of the University 
in love at one time with Emily Blades ; and no words 
are sufficient to describe the pity, the sorrow, the 
deep, deep commiseration — the rage, fury, and un- 
charitableness, in other words — with which the Miss 
Trumps (daughter of Trumps, the professor of Phle- 
botomy) regarded her, because she didnH squint, and 
because she was n’t marked with the small-pox. 

As for the young University Snobs, I am getting 
too old, now, to speak of such very familiarly. My 
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recollections of them lie in the far, far past — almost 
as far back as Pelham’s time. 

We then used to consider Snobs raw-looking lads, 
who never missed chapel ; who wore highlows and 
no straps ; who walked two hours on the Trumping- 
ton road every day of their lives ; who carried off the 
college scholarships, and who overrated themselves 
in hall. We were premature in pronouncing onr 
verdict of youthful Snobbishness. The man without 
straps fulfilled his destiny and diity.* He eased his 
old governor, the curate in Westmoreland, or helped 
his sisters to set up the Lndit^s’ School. He wrote a 
‘‘ Dictionary,” or a Treatise on Conic Sections,” as* 
his nature and genius prompted. He got a fellow- 
ship: and then took to liimself a wife, and a living. 
He presides over a parish now, and thinks it rather 
a dashing thing to belong to the Oxford and Cam- 
bridge Club ; ” and his parishioners love him, and 
snore under his sermons. No, no, he is not a Snob. 
It is not strai)s that make the gentleman, or highlows 
that unmake him, be they ever so thick. My son, it 
is you who are the Snob if you lightly despise a man 
for doing his duty, and refuse to shake an honest 
man’s hand because it wears a Berlin glove. 

We then used to consider it not the least vulgar for 
a parcel of lads who had been whipped three months 
previous, and were not allowed more than three 
glasses of port at home, to sit down to pineapjdes and 
ices at each other’s rooms, and fuddle themselves 
with champagne and claret. 

One looks back to what was called ‘‘ a wine-party ” 
with a sort of •wonder. Thirty lads round a table 
covered with bad sweetmeats, drinking bad wines, 
telling bad stories, singing bad songs over and over 
again. Milk punch smoking — ghastly headache 
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— frightful spectacle of dessert-table next morning, 
and smell of tobacco — your guardian, the clergyman, 
dropping in in the midst of this — expecting to find 
you deep in Algebra, and discovering the Gyp 
administering soda-water. 

There were young men who despised the lads who 
indulged in the coarse hospitalities of wine-parties, 
who prided themselves in giving rceherohe little 
French dinruirs. Both wine-party-givers and dinner- 
givers were Snobs. 

There were what used to be called dressy 
Snobs: — Jimmy, who might be seen at five o’clock 
elaborately rigged out, with a camellia in his button- 
hole, glazed boots, and fresh kid-gloves twice a day : 

— Jessamy, who was couspicuous for his jewelry 

— a young donkey, glittering all over with chains, 
rings, and shirt-studs ; — Jacky, who rode every day sol- 
emnly on the Blenheim Road, in jmmps and white silk 
stockings, with his hair curled, — all three of whom 
flattered themselves they gave laws to the University 
about dress — all three most odious varieties of 
Snobs. 

Sporting Snobs of course there were, and are always 

— those happy beings in whom Nature has implanted 
a love of slang : who loitered about the horsekeeper’s 
stables, and drove the London^ coaches — a stage in 
and out — and might be seen swaggering through the 
courts in pink of early mornings, and indulged in .dice 
and blind-hookey at nights, and never missed a race 
or a boxing-match ; and rode flat-races, and kept bull- 
teiriers. Worse Snobs even than these were poor 
miserable wretches who did not lik# hunting at all, 
and could, not afford it, and were in mortal fear at a 
two-foot ditch; but who hunted because Glenlivat 
and Cinqbars hunted. The Billiard Snob and the 
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Boating Snob were varieties of these, and are to be 
found elsewhere than in universities. 

Tlxcn there were Philosoplncal Snobs, who used to 
ape statesmen at the S})Outing-(ilubs, and who believed 
as a fact that Govenuruuit always had an eye on the 
Univ'ersity for tlu? selection of orators for the House of 
Commons. There were auda-cious young freethinkers, 
who adored nobody or nothing, except perhaps Robes- 
pierre and tlie Koran, and panted fof the day when 
tlie pale name of priest should shrink and dwindle 
away before the indignation of an (uilightened world. 

Ihit the worst of all University Snobs are those un- 
fortunates who go to rack and ruin from their desire 
to ape their be-tt(‘rs, Hinith becomes acupiaiutod with 
great people at college, and is ashamed of his father 
the tradesman. Jones has fine actpiaintances, and 
lives after their fashion like a gay frcie-liearted fellow 
as he is, and ruins his father, and robs his sistePs por- 
tion, and cripples Ixis young(ir brother’s outset in life, 
for the pleasure of entertainiixg my lord, and riding 
by the side of Sir John. And though it may be very 
good fun for Robinson to fuddle liinxself at home as 
Ixe does at College, and to be brought home by the 
policeman he has just been trying to knock down — 
think wliat fun it is for the poor old soul his mother! 
— the half-pay c.aptain’s widow, who has beeix pinch- 
ing hers(df all her life long, in ord(U’ that that jolly 
young fellow might have a University education. 



CHAPTER XVI. 


ON liil’KKAKY SNOBS. 

What will he sa.y about Literary Snobs ? has been 
a question, I make no doubt, oiten asked by the pub- 
lic. How can he let off his own profession ? Will 
that truculent and unsparing monst(*r who attacks the 
nobility, the clergy, the army, and the ladies, indis- 
criminately, hesitiite when the turn comes to egorger 
his own flesh and blood ? 

My dear and excellent querist, whom does the 
schoolmaster flog so resolutely as his own son ? 
Did n’t Brutus chop his off-spring’s head off ? You 
have a very bad opinion indeed of the present state of 
literature and of literary nnm, if you fancy that any 
one of us would hesitate to stick a knife into his 
neighbor penman, if the latter’s death could do the 
State any service. 

But the fact is, that in the literary profession thebe 
ABB NO SNOBS. Look round at the whole body of 
British men of letters, and I defy you to point out 
among them a single instance of vulgarity, or envy, 
or assumption. 

Men and women, as far as I have known them, they 
are all modest in their demeanor, elegant in their 
manners, spotless in their lives, and honorable in 
their conduct to the world and to each other. You 
may, occasionally, it is true, hear one literary man 
abusing his brother ; but why ? Not in the lesxst out 
of malice j not at all from envy j merely from a sense 
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of truth and public duty. Suppose, for instance, I 
good-naturedly point out a blemish in my friend Mi\ 
PxmcKs person, and say Mr, P. has a humpback and 
his nose and chin are more crooked than those features 
in the Apollo or Antinous, which we are accustomed to 
consider as our standards of beauty ; does this argue 
malice on my part towards Mr, Punch? Not in the 
least. It is the critic’s duty to point out defects as 
well as merits, and he invariably doe^ his duty with 
the utmost gentleness and candor. 

An intelligent foreigner’s testimony about our man- 
ners is always worth having, and I think, in this 
respect, the work of an eminent American, Mr. N. P. 
Willis, is eminently valuable and impartial. In his 

History of Ernest Clay,” a cra(‘h magazine-writer, 
the reader will get an exact account of the life of a 
popular man of letters in England. He is always the 
great lion of society. 

He takes the of dukes and earls ; all the nobility 
crowd to see him : I forget how many baronesses and 
duchesses fall in love with him. But on this subject 
let us hold our tongues. Modesty forbids that we 
should reveal the names of the heart-broken coun- 
tesses and dear marchionesses who are pining for 
every one of the contributors in Punch.” 

If anybody vrants to know how intimately authors 
are connected with the fashionable world, they have 
but to read the genteel novels. What refinement and 
delicacy pervades the works of Mrs. Barnaby ! What 
delightful good company do you meet with in Mrs. 
Armytage! She seldom introduces you to anybody 
under a marquis ! I don’t know anything more deli- 
cious than the pictures of genteel life in Ten Thou- 
sand a-Year,” except perhaps the Young Duke,” and 

Coniixgsby.” There’s a modest grace about therrij 
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and an air of easy high fashion, which only belongs 
to blood, my dear Sir — to true blood. 

And what linguists many of our writers are 1 Lady 
Bulwer, Lady Londonderry, Sir Edward himself — 
they write the French language with a luxurioxis ele- 
gance and -ease which sets them far above their Conti- 
nental rivals, of whom not one (except Paul de Kock) 
knows a word of English. 

And what Briton can read without en joyment the 
works of James, so admirable for terseness; and the 
playful humor and dazzling offhand liglitness of Ains- 
worth ? Among other humorists, one might glance 
at a Jerrold, the chivalrous advocate of Toryism and 
Church and State ; an k Beckett, with a lightsome 
pen, but a savage earnestness of p\xr})ose ; a Jeames, 
whose pure style, and wit unmingled with buffoonery, 
was relished by a congenial pul)lic. 

Speaking of critii^s, perhaps there never was h. re- 
view that has doiu) so nuudi for literature as the ad- 
mirable Quarterly.^’ It has its prejudices, to be sure, 
as which of us have not ? It goes oxit of its way to 
abuse a great man, or lays mercihissly on to such prc-^ 
tenders as Keats and Tennyson; but, on the other 
hand, it is the friend of all young authors, and has 
marked and nurturcHl all the rising talent of the coun- 
try. It is loved by everybody. There, again, is 
Blackwood’s Magazine — conspicuous for modest 
elegance and amiable satire; tliat review never passes 
the bounds of politeness in a joke. It is the arbiter 
of manners; and, while gently exjmsing the foibles of 
Londoners (for whom the deaux esprits of E'dinlnirgli 
entertain a justifiable contemx>t), it is never coarse in 
its fun. The fiery enthusiasm of the Athenjeum is 
well known ; and the bitter wit of the too difficult 
Literary Gazette.^^ The Examiner is perhaps too 
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timid, and the Spectator^’ too boisterous in its praise 
— but who can carp at these minor faults ? No, no ; 
the critics of England and the authors of England are 
unrivalled as a body ; and hence it becomes impossible 
for us to find fault with them. 

Above all, I never knew a man of letters ashamed 
of his profession. Those who know us, know what an 
affectionate and brotherly spirit there is among us all. 
Sornetimes one of us rises in the w(vid : we never 
attack him oi; sneer at him under those circumstances, 
but rejoice to a man at his success. If Jones dines 
with a lord, Smith never says Jones is a courtier and 
cringer. Nor, on the other hand, does flones, who is 
in the habit of frequenting the society of great people, 
give himself any airs on account of the company he 
keeps \ but will leave a duke’s arm in Pall Mall to 
come over and speak to poor Brown, the young penny- 
a-liner. 

That sense of equality and fraternity amongst 
authors has always struck me as one of the most 
amiable characteristics of the class. It is because we 
know and respect each other, that the world resj)ects 
us so much ; that we hold such a good position in so- 
ciety, and demean ourselves so irreproachably when 
there. 

Literary persons are held in such esteem by the 
nation, that about two of them have been absolutely 
invited to Court during the present reign ; and it is 
probable that towards the end of the season, one or 
two will be asked to dinner by Sir Eobert Peel. 

They are such favorites with the public, that they 
are continually obliged to have their pictures taken 
and published ; and one or two could be pointed out, 
of whom the nation insists upon having a fresh por- 
trait every year. Nothing can be more gratifying 
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than this proof of the affectionate regard which the 
people has for its instructors. 

Literature is held in such honor in England, that 
there is a sum of near twelve hundred pounds per 
annum set apart to pension deserving persons follow- 
ing that profession. And a great compliment this is, 
too, to the professors, and a proof of their generally 
prosperous and flourishing condition. They are gen- 
erally so rich g.nd thrifty, that scarcely any money is 
wanted to help them. 

If every word of this is true, how, I should like to 
know, am I to write about Literary Snobs ? 



CHAPTER XVII. 


A LITTLE ABOUT lltlSH SNOBS. 

You do not, to be sure, imagine that there are no 
other Snobs in Ireland than those of the amiable 
party who wish to make pikes of iron railroads (it ’s a 
line- Irish economy), and to cut the throats of the 
Saxon invaders. These are of the venomous sort ; and 
had they been invented in his time, Saint Patrick 
would have banished them out of the kingdom along 
with the other dangerous reptiles. 

I think it is the Four Masters, or else it ’s Olaus 
Magnus, or else it ’s certainly O’Neill Daunt, in the 
“ Catechism of Irish History,” who relates that when 
Richard the Second came to Ireland, and the Irish 
chiefs did homage to him, going down on their knees 
the poor simple creatures ! — and worshipping and 
wondering before the English king and the dandies of 
his Court, my lords the English noblemen mocked and 
jeered at their uncouth Irish admirers, mimicked their 
talk and gestures, pulled their poor old beards, and 
laughed at the strange fashion of their gai-inonts. 

The English Snob rampant always docs this to the 
present day. There 4s no Snob in existence, perhaps, 
that has such an indomitable belief in himself : that 
sneers you down all the rest of the world besides, and 
has such an insufferable, admirable, stupid contempt 
for all people but his own — nay, for all sets but his 
own. “ Gwacious Gad ! ” what stories about “ the 
Iwish” these young d^dies accompanying King 
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Richard must have had to tell, when they returned to 
Pall Mall, and smoked their cigars upon the steps of 
« White’s 

The Irish Snobbishness develops itself not in pride 
so much as in servility and mean admirations, and 
trumpery imitations of their neighbors. And I wonder 
De Tocqueville and De Beaumont, and The Times’ ” 
Commissioner, did not explain the Snobbishness of 
Ireland as coi?trasted with our own. Ours is that of 
Richard’s Norman Knights, — haughty, brutal, 8tui)id, 
and perfectly self-confident; — theirs of the poor, 
wondering, kneeling, simple chieftains. They are on 
their knees still before English fashion — these simjfie, 
wild people ; and indeed it is hard not to grin at some 
of their ndiw exhibitions. 

Some years since, when a certain great orator was 
Lord Mayor of Dublin, he used to wear a red gown 
and a cooked hat, the sjdendor of which delighted him 
as much as a new curtain-ring in her nose or a string 
of glass beads round her neck charms Queen Quash- 
eeneaboo. He used to pay visits to people in this 
dress ; to appear at meetings hundreds of miles off, in 
the red velvet gown. And to hear the people crying 

Yes, me Lard ! ” and No, me Lard ! ” and to read 
the prodigious accounts of his lordship in the papers : 
it seemed as if the people and he liked to be taken in 
by this twopenny splendor. Twopenny magnificence, 
indeed, exists all over Ireland, and may be considered 
as the great characteristic of thei^nobbishness of that 
country. 

When Mrs. Mulholligan, the grocer’s lady, retires to 
Kingstown, she has Mulholliganville ” painted over 
the gate of her villa ; and receives you at a door that 
won’t shut, or gazes at you out of a window that is 
glazed with an old petticoat. 
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Be it ever so shabby and dismal, nobody ever owns 
to keeping a shop. A fellow whose stock in trade is a 
penny roll or a tumbler of lollipops, calls his cabin the 

American Flour Stores,” or the Depository for 
Colonial Froduce,” or some such name. 

As for Inns, there are none in tln^ country ; Hotels 
abound, as well furnished as Mulliolliganville ; but 
again there no siudi j)eo))le as landlords and land- 
ladies: the landlord is out with tlu' hounds, and my 
lady in the ])arlor talking with the Captain or playing 
the piano. 

If a geiithunan has a Inindred a-year to leave to his 
family they all becoim^ gentlennm, all keep a nag, 
ride to hounds, and swagger about in the “ Phaynix,” 
and grow tufts to tlieir chins like so many real 
aristocrats. 

A friend of miin^ has taken to be a painter, and lives 
out of Ireland, when^ he is eonsideiuHl to have dis- 
graced the family by" (dioosing such a prof(‘ssion. His 
father is a wine-merchant; and his elder brother an 
apotheciary. 

The munber of men one meets in London and on the 
Continent who have a ])retty little property of five- 
and-twenty hundred a-y(*nr in Ireland is prodigious, 
those who mill have nine thousand a-year in land when 
somebody dit^s are still more numerous. I myself, 
have met as many descendants from Irish kings as 
would form a brigade. 

And who has not met the Irishman who apes the 
Englishman, and who forgets his country and tries to 
forget his accent, or to smother the taste of it, as it 
were ? ^^Come, dine with me, my boy,” says O’Dowd, 
of O’Dowdstown, find us all English there 

which he tells you with a brogue as broad as from here 
to Kingstown Pier. And did you never hear Mrs. Cap- 
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tain Macmanus talk about “I-ah-land,” and her account 
of her “ fawther’s esteet ? ” Very few men have rubbed 
through the world without hearing and witnessing 
some of these Hibernian phenomena — these twopenny 
splendors. 

And what say you to the summit of society — the 
Castle — with a sham king, and sham lords-in-waiting, 
and sham loyalty, and a sham Haroun Alraschid, to go 
about' in a sham^ disguise, making believe to be affable 
and splendid? That Casth^ is the pink and pride 
of Snobbishness. A CouH Circular is bad enough, 
with two columns of print about a little baby that ’s 
christened — but think of people liking a sham Court 
Circular ! 

I think the shams of Ireland are more outrageous 
than those of any country. A fellow shows you a hill 
and says, “That’s the highest mountain in all Ire- 
land ; ” or a gentleman tells you he is descended from 
Brian Boroo, and has his five-and-thirty hundred a- 
year ; or Mrs. Macmanus describes her “ fawther’s es- 
teet ; ” or ould Dan rises and says the Irish women are 
the loveliest, the Irish men the bravest, the Irish land 
the most fertile in the world : and nobody believes 
anybody — the latter does n’t believe his story nor the 
hearer : — but they make believe to believe, and sol- 
emnly do honor to humbug. 

0 Ireland ! 0 my country ! (for I make little doubt 
that I am descended from Brian Boroo too) when 
will you acknowledge that two and two )nake four, 
and call a pikestaff a pikestaff ? — that is the very 
best use you can make of the hatter. lri,sh snbbs will 
dwindle away then, and we shall never hear tell of 
Hereditary Bondsmen, 



CHAPTER XVIII 


PARTY-GIVING SNOBS. 

OuE selection of Snobs has lately been too cxcbi- 
sively of a political character. “ Give us privai ■ 
Snobs,” cry the dear ladies. (1 have before nie tlic 
letter of one fair corresjxindent of the fisliing village 
of Brighthclinstone in Sussex, and could her (soin- 
mands ever be disobeyed ?) “ T(;ll us more, dear M r. 

Snob, about your ex])erien(!(! of Snobs in society.” 
Heaven bless the dear souls! — they are accustomed 
to the word now — the odious, vulgar, horrid, unpro- 
nounceable word slips out of tlunr lips with the pret- 
tiest glibness possible. 1 shoidd not wonder if it were 
used at Court amongst tin*, Alaids of Honor. In the 
very best society 1 know it is. And why not ? 
Snobbishness is vulgar — the mere words are not: 
that which we call a Snob, by any other name would 
still be Snobbish. 

Well, then. As the season is drawing to a close : 
as many hundreds of kind souls, snobbish or other- 
wise, have quitted London ; as many hospitable car- 
jwts-are taken up; and Avindow-blinds are pitilessly 
papered with the “ Morning Herald : ” and mansions 
once inhabited by cheerful owners are now consi^ied 
to the care of the houskeeper’s dreary hcim, tenens — 
some mouldy old woman, who, in reply to the hope- 
less clanging of the bell, peers at you for a moment 
from the area, and then slowly unbolting the great 
hiili-door, informs you my lady has left town, or that 
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^^the ’h in the country/’ or ‘^gone up the Rind/’ 

— or wliat not; as the season and parties are over; 
why not consider Party-giving Snobs for a while, and 
review the conduct of some of those individuals who 
have quitted the town for six months ? 

Some of tliose woi thy Snobs ar(i inaking-bcdiove to 
go yachting, and, dressed in tcdescop(‘s and pea-jackets, 
are passing tlieir tiirie between (Hiorbourg and Cowes ; 
some, living higgledy-piggledy in dismal little huts in 
Sfiotland, provisioned with canisters of portable soup, 
and frieandeaux liermeti('.ally seahMl in tin, are passing 
their days slaiighicudng grouser on th(‘ moors ; some are 
dozing and bathing awa.y tlui effects of the season at 
Kissingen, or watdjiiig the ingmiious game of Trente et 
quarante at Homburg and Erns. W^e can afford to be 
very bitter ni)on tlnnn now they are all gone. Now 
there are no more ]Kn*ties, let ns have at the Party- 
giviilg Snobs. Tlui dinmu-giving, tlic ball-giving, the 
(Zyewier-giving, the eo?zcem/r;mM6-giving Snobs — Lord ! 
Lord ! what havoc might have been made amongst 
them had we attacked them during the ph^thora of 
the season! I should have Ikhui oldiged to have a 
guard to defend me from the fiddlers and pastry-cooks> 
indignant at the abuse of their patrons. Already I bn 
told that, from some flippant and unguarded expres- 
sions considered derogatory to Baker Street and 
Harley Street, rents have fallen in these respectable 
qixarters; and orders have been issued that at least 
Mr. Snob shall be asked to parties there no more. 
Well, then — now they are all away, let us frisk at 
our ease, and have at everything, like the bull in the 
chinarshop. They may n’t hear of what is going on in 
their absence, and, if they do, they can’t bear malice 
for six months. We will begin to make it up with 
them about next February, and let next year take (^re 
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of itself. We shall have no more dinners from the 
dinner-giving Snobs : no more balls from the ball- 
givers : no more conversaziones (thank Mixssy ! as 
Jeames says), from tlie Conversazione Snob: and 
what ‘is to prevent us from telling the truth? * 

The snobbishness of Conversazione Snobs is very 
soon disposed of : as soon as that cup of washy bohea 
that is handed to you in the tea-room ; or the muddy 
remnant of ice that you grasp in the guffoe.atiiig scuftie 
of the assembly up stairs. 

Good heavens ! What do people mean by going 
there ? What is done thm^e, tliat everybody throngs 
into those three little rooms ? Was the Black Hole 
considered to be an agreeable renniony that Britons 
in the dog-days here scH'k to imitati; it? After be- 
ing rammed to a jelly in a doorway (where you feel 
your feet going through Lady’^ Earbai’a Macbeth’s lace 
flounces, and gt*t a look from that haggard and painted 
old harpy, compared to which the gaze of Ugolino is 
quite cheerful) ; after withdrawing your elbow out of 
poor gasping Bob Guttleton’s white waistcoat, from 
which cushion it was impossible to remove it, though 
you knew you were squeezing poor Bob into an apo- 
plexy — you find yourself at last in the reception- 
room, and try to catch the eye of Mrs. Botibol, the 
conversazione-^giy^dx. When you catch her eye, you 
are expected to grin, and she smiles too, for the four 
hundredth time that night ; and, if she ’s very glad to 
see you, waggles her little hand before her face as if 
to blow you a kiss, as the phrase is. 

Why the deuce should Mrs. Botibol blow me a kiss ? 
I wouldn’t kiss her for the world. Why do I grin 
when I see her, as if I was delighted ? Am I ? I don’t 
care a straw for Mrs. Botibol. 1 know what she thinks 
about me. I know what she said about my last voh 
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lune of poems (I had it from a dear mutual friend). 
Why, I say in a word, are wo going on ogling and tele- 
graphing each other in this insane way? — Because 
we axe both performing the ceremonies demanded by 
the Great Snob Society ; whose dictates we all of us 
obey. 

Well ; the recognition is over — my jaws have re- 
turned to their usual English expression of subdued 
agony ,,and intense gloom, and the Botibol is grin- 
ning and kissing her fingers to somebody else, who is 
squeezing through the aperture by which we have just 
entered. It is Lady Ann Clutterbuck, who has her 
Friday evenings, as Botibol (Botty we call her), has 
her Wednesdays. That is Miss Clementina Clutter- 
buck, the cadaverous young woman in green, with florid 
auburn hair, who has published her volume of poems 
(‘^The Death-Shriek;’^ “Damien;” “The Faggot of 
Joan of Arc; ” and “Translations from the .German” 
— of course). The conversazione-w^om^w salute each 
other, calling each other My dear Lady Ann ” and 
“My dear good Eliza,” and hating each other, as 
women hate who give parties on Wednesdays and Fri- 
days. With inexpressible pain dear good Eliza sees 
Ann go UX3 and coax and wheedle Abou Gosh, who 
has just arrived from Syria, and beg him to patron- 
ize her Fridays. 

All this while, amidst tlie crowd and the scuffle, 
and a perpetual buzz and chatter, and the flare of the 
wax-candles, and an intolerable smell of musk — 
what the poor Snobs who write fashionable romances 
call “the gleam of gems, the odor of perfumes, the 
blaze of countless lamps” — a scrubby-looking, yel- 
low-faced foreigner, with cleaned gloves, is warbling 
inaudibly in a corner, to the accompaniment of another. 
“ The Great Cacafogo,” Mrs. Botibol whispers, as shQ 
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passes you by. A great creature, Thumpenstrumpff, 
is at the instrument — the Hetman Platoff^s pianist, 
you know/’ 

To hear this Cacafogo and Thumpenstrumpff, a 
hundred people are gathered together — a bevy of 
dowagers, stoat or scraggy; a faint sprinkling of 
misses ; six moody-looking lords, perfectly iiieek and 
solemn ; wonderful foreign Counts, with bushy whis- 
kers and yellow faces, and a great Jleal of dubious 
jewelry ; young dandies with slim waists and open 
necks, and self-satisfied simpers, and flowers in their 
buttons ; the old, stiff, stout, bald-headed conversa- 
zione rouh, whom you meet everywhere — who never 
miss a night of this delicious enjoyment; the three 
last-caught lions of the season — Higgs, tlu^ traveller, 
Biggs, the novelist, and Toffey, who has come out so 
on the sugar question; Captain Flash, who is invited 
on account of his pretty wife ; and Lord Ogleby, who 
goes wherever she goes. Que s^^ais-Je? Who are 
the owners of all those showy scarfs and white neck- 
cloths ? — Ask little Tom Prig, wlio is there in all 
his glory, knows everybody, has a story about every 
one ; and, as he trips home to his lodgings in Jermyn 
Street, with his gibus-hat and his little glazed pumps, 
thinks he is the fashionablest young fellow in town, 
and that he really has passed a night of exquisite 
enjoyment. 

You go up (with your usual easy elegance of plan- 
ner) and talk to Miss Smith in a corner. Oh, Mr. 
Snob, I ’m afraid you’re sadly satirical.” 

That ’s all she says. If you say it ’s fine weather, 
she bursts out laughing ; or hint that it ’s very hot, 
she vows you are the drollest wretch ! Meanwhile 
Mrs. Botibol is simpering on fresh arrivals ; the indi 
vidual at the door is roaring out their names ; poor 
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Cacafogo is quavering away in tlie music-room, under 
the impression that he will be land in the world by 
singing inaudibly here. And what a blessing it is to 
squeeze out of the door, and into the street, where a 
half-hundred of carriages are in waiting ; and where 
the link-boy, with that unnecessary lantern of his, 
pounces upon all who issue out, and will insist upon 
getting your noble honor’s lordship’s cab. 

And to think that there are people who, after 
having been to Botibol on Wednesday, will go to 
Olutterbuck on Friday I 



CHATTER XIX. 


DIKING -OUT SNOBS. 

In England Dinner-giving Snobs .occupy a very 
important place in society, and tlic task of describing 
them is tremendous. 1'liere was a time in my life 
when the consciousness of liaving cateu a man’s salt 
rendered me dumb I'cgarding Ins demerits, and I 
thought it a wicked act and a breach of hospitality 
to speak ill of him. 

But why should a saddle-of-mtjtton blind you, or a 
turbot and lobster-sauce shut your mouth forever? 
With advancing age, men se<‘ their duties more 
clearly. 1 am not to be hood-winked any longer by 
a slice of venison, be it ever so fat ; and as for being 
dumb on ai^count of turbot and lobster-sauce — of 
course I am ; good manners ordain that I should be 
so, until 1 have swallowed the compound — but not 
afterwards ; directly the victuals are discussed, and 
John takes away the plate, my tongue begins to wag. 
Does not yours, if you have a pleasant neighbor ? — 
a lovely creature, say, of some five-and-thirty, whose 
daughters have not yet quite come out — they are the 
best talkers. As for your young misses, they are 
only put about the table to look at — like the flowers 
in the centre-pie(^e. Their blushing youth and natural 
modesty preclude them from that easy, confidential, 
f»nvei'sational abandon which forms the delight of 
the intercourse with their dear mothers. It is to 
these, if he would prosper in his profession, that the 
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Dining-out Snob should address himself. Suppose 
you sit next to one of these, how pleasant it is, in the 
intervals of the Ijanquet, actually to abuse the vict- 
uals and the giver of the entertainment! It’s twice 
as piquant to make fun of a man under his very 
nose. 

What is a Dinner-giving Snob ? ” some innocent 
youth, who is not repandu in the world, may ask — or 
some simple reader who has not the benefits of Lon- 
don experience. 

My dear sir, I will show you — not all, for that is 
impossible — but several kinds of Dinner-giving Snobs, 
For instance, suppose you, in the middle rank of life, 
accustomed to Mutton, roast on Tuesday, cold on 
Wednesday, hashed on Thursday, etc., with small 
means and a small establishment, choose to waste the 
former and set the latter topsy-turvy by giving enter- 
tainments unnaturally costly — you come into the 
Dinner-giving Snob class at once. Suppose you get 
in cheap-made dishes from the pastry-cook’s and hire 
a couple of green-grocers, or carpet-beaters, to figure 
as footmen, dismissing honest Molly, who waits on 
common days, and bedizening your table (ordinarily 
ornamented with willow-pattern crockery) with two- 
penny-halfpenny dlirmingham plate. Suppose you 
pretend to be richer and grander than you ought to 
be — you are a Dinner-giving Snob. And oh, I trem- 
ble to think how many and many a one will ^read 
thisl 

A man who entertains in this way — and, alas, how 
few do not ! — is like a fellow who would borrow his 
neighbor’s coat to make a show in, or a lady who 
flaunts in the diamonds from next door — a humbug, 
in a word, and amongst the Snobs he must be set 
down. 
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A man who goes out of his natural sphere of so- 
ciety to ask Lords, Generals, Aldermen, and other 
persons of fashion, but is niggardly of his hospitality 
towards his own equals, is a Dinner-giving Snob. My 
dear, friend, Jack Tufthunt, for example, knows one 
Lord whom he met at a watering-place: old Lord 
Mumble, who is as toothless as a three-months-old 
baby, and as mum as an undertaker, and as dull as — 
well, we will not particularize. Tufthunt never has a 
dinner now but you see this solemn old toothless 
patrician at the right-hand of Mrs. Tufthunt — Tuft- 
hunt is a Dinner-giving Snob. 

Old Livermore, old Soy, old Chutney, the East 
Indian Director, old Cutler, the Surgeon, etc., — that 
society of old fogies, in line, who give each other 
dinners round and round, and dine for the mere pur- 
pose of guttling — these, again, are Dinner-giving 
Snobs. 

Again, my friend Lady MacScrew, who has three 
grenadier flunkies in lace round the table, and serves 
up a scrag-of-mutton on silver, and dribbles you out 
bad sherry and port by thimblefuls, is a Dinner- 
giving Snob of the other sort ; and I confess, for my 
part, I would rather dine with old Livermore or old 
Soy than wdth her ladyship. 

Stinginess is snobbish. Ostentation is snobbish. 
Too great profusion is snobbish. Tuft-hunting is 
snobbish. But I own there are people more snobbish 
than all those whose defects are above mentioned; 
viz., those individuals who can, and don’t give dinners 
at all. The man without hospitality shall never sit 
sub iisdem trabibus with me.' Let the sordid wretch 
go mumble his bone alone ! 

What, again, is true hospitality? Alas, my dear 
friends and brother.' Snobs 1 hqw little do we i^ieet of 
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it after all ! Are the motives pure which induce your 
friends to ask you to dinner ? This has often come 
across me. Does your entertainer want something 
from you? For instance, I am not of a suspicious 
turn ; but it is a fact that when Hookey is bringing 
out a new work, he asks the critics all round to din- 
ner; that when Walken* has got his picture ready for 
the Exhibition, he someliow grows exceedingly hospi- 
table, and has Jiis friends of the press to a quiet cutlet 
and a glass of Sillery. Old Hunks, the miser, who 
died lately (leaving his money to his housekeeper) 
lived many years on the fat of the laud, by simply 
taking down, at all his friends^, the names and Chris- 
tian names of all the children. But though you may 
have your own ojiinion about the hospitality of your 
acquaintances : and though men who ask you from 
sordid motives are most decidedly Dinner-giving 
Snobs, it is best not to inquire into their motives too 
keenly. Be not too curious about the mouth of a 
gift-horse. After all, a man docs not intend to insult 
yqu by asking you to dinner. 

Though, for that matter, I know some characters 
a|)out town who actually consider tliemselves injured 
and insulted if the dinner or the company is not to 
their liking. There is Guttleton, who dines at home 
off a shilling's worth of beef from the cookshop, but 
if he is asked to dine at a house where there are not 
peas at the end of May, or cucumbers in March along 
with the turbot, thinks himself insulted by being 
invited. Good Ged ! says he, what the deuce do 
the Forkers mean by asking me to a family dinner ? 
I can get mutton at home ; or What infernal im- 
pertinence it is of the Sx)ooners to get entries ttom 
the pastry-cook^s and fancy that / am to be deceived 
with their stories about their French cook!” The% 
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again, there is Jack Puddington — I saw that honest 
fellow P other day quite in a rage, because, as chance 
would have it, Sir John Carver asked him to meet the 
very same party he had met at Colonel Cramley’s 
the day before, and he had not got up a new. set of 
stories to entertain them. Poor Pinner-giving Snobs ! 
you don’t know what small thanks yon get for all 
your, pains and money ! How we Dining-out Snobs 
sneer at your cookery, and pooh-pooh ^jrour old hock, 
and are incredulous about your four-and-sixpenny , 
champagne, and know that the side-dishes of to-day 
are rechauffes from the dinner of yesterday, and mark 
how certain dishes are whisked off the table untasted, 
so that they may figure at the banquet to-morrow. 
Whenever, for my part, I see the head man particu- 
larly anxious to escumoter a fricandeau or a blanc- 
mange, I always call out, and insist upon massacring 
it with a spoon. All this sort of conduct makes one 
popular with the Dinner-giving Snob. One friend of 
mine, I know, has made a prodigious sensation in 
good society, by announcing Apropos of certain disfies 
when offered to him, that he never eats aspic except 
at Lord Tittup’s, and that Lady Jiminy’s chef is the 
only man in London who knows how to dress — Filet 
en serpenteau — or Suprhne de volatile aux triiffes. 



CHAPTER XX. 


DINNER-GIVING SNOBS FURTHER CONSIDERED. 

Ip iny friends would but follow the present prevail- 
ing fashion, I think they ought to give me a testimo- 
nial for the paper on Dinner-giving Snobs, which I 
am now writing. What do you say now to a hand- 
some comfortable dinner-service of plate {wt including 
plates, for I hold silver plates to be sheer wantonness, 
and would almost as soon think of silver tea-cups), a 
couple of neat teapots, a coffee-pot, trays, etc., with a 
little inscription to my wife, Mrs. Siiob ; and a half- 
score of silver tankards for the little Snoblings, to 
glitter on the homely table where they partake of 
their quotidian mutton ? 

If I had my way, and my plans could be carried 
out, dinner-giving would increase as much on the one 
hand as dinner-giving Snobbishness would diminish: 
— to my mind the most amiable part of the work 
lately published by my esteemed friend (if upon a 
very brief acquaintance he will allow me to call him 
so), Alexis Soyer, the regenerator — what he (ifi his 
noble style) would call the most succulent, savory, and 
elegant passages — are those which relate, not to the 
grand banquets and ceremonial dinners, but to his 
“dinners at home.” 

The “ dinner at home ” ought to be the centre of the 
whole system of dinner-giving. Your usual Style of 
ineal — that is, plenteous, comfortable, and in its per- 
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fection — should be that to which you welcome your 
friends, as it is that of which you partake yourself. 

For, towards what woman in the world do I enter- 
tain a higher regard than towards the beloved partner 
of my existence, Mrs. Snob? Who should have a 
greater place in my affections than her six brothers 
(three or four of whom we are pretty sure will favor 
us with their company at seven o’clock), or her angelic, 
mother, my own valued mother-in-law^'^ — for whom, 
finally, would I wish to e«ater more genero\isly than 
for your very humble servant, the present writer ? 
Now, nobody supposes that the Birmingham plate is 
had out, the disguised ear])et-beaters introduced to 
the exclusion of the neat ])arl()r-maid, the miserable 
entrees from the pastry-cook’s ordered in, and the (diil- 
dren packed off (as it is supposed) to the nursery, but 
really only to the staircase, down which they slide 
during the dinner-time, waylaying the dishes as they 
come out, and fingering the round bumps on the jel- 
lies, and the forced-meat balls in the soup, — nobody, 
I say, supposes that a dinner at home is cliavaeterized 
by the horrible ceremony, the foolish makesiiil'ts, the 
mean pomp and ostentation which distinguish our ban- 
quets on grand field-days. 

Such a notion is monstrous. I would as soon think 
of having my dearest Bessy sitting opposite me in a 
turban and bird of paradise, and showing her jolly 
mottled arms out of blond sleeves in her famous red 
satin gown : ay, or of having Mr. Toole every day, in 
a white waistcoat, at my back, shouting, Silence faw 
the chair ! 

Now, if this be the case ; if the Brummagem-plate 
pomp and the processions of disguised footmen are 
odious and foolish in everyday life, why not always ? 
Why should Jones and I, who are in the middle rank, 
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alter tlie modes of our being to assume an Mat 'which 
does not belong to us — to entertain our friends, who 
(if we are worth anything, and honest fellows at bot- 
tom) are men of the middle rank too, who are not in 
tlie least deceived by our temporary splendor, and who 
play off exactly the same absurd trick upon us when 
they ask us to dine ? 

If it be pleasant to dine with your friends, as all 
persons with <good stomachs and kindly hearts will, 
I presume, allow it to be, it is better to dine twice 
than to dine once. Tt is impossible for men of small 
means to be continually spending five-and-twenty or 
thirty shillings on each friend who sits down to their 
table. People dine for less. I myself have seen, 
at my favorite Club (the Senior United Service), His 
Grace the Duke of Wellington quite contented with 
l^he joint, one-and-three, and half-pint of sherry wine, 
nine ; and if his Grace, why not you and I ? 

This rule I have made, and found the benefit of. 
Whenever I Uvsk a couple of Dukes and a Marquis or 
so to dine with me, I set them down to a piece of 
beef, or a leg-of-mutton and trimmings. The grandees 
thank you for this simplicity, and appreciate the 
same. My dear J ones, ask any of tliose whom you 
have the honor of knowing, if such be not the case. 

I ani far from wishing that their Graces should 
treat me in a similar fashion. Splendor is a part of 
their station, as decent com fort (let us trust), of yours 
and mine. Fate has comfortably appointed gold plate 
for some, and has bidden others contentedly to wear 
the willow-pattern. And being perfectly “ contented 
(indeed humbly thankful -^for look around, 0 Jones, 
and see the myriads who are not so fortunate) to wear 
honest linen, while* magnificos of the world are 
adorned with cambri^and poinWace, surely we ought 
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to hold as miserable, envious fools, those wretched 
Beaux Tibbs’s of society, who sport a lace dicky, and 
nothing besides, — the poor silly jays, who trail a 
peacock’s feather belli nd them, and think to simulate 
the gorgeous bird whose nature it is to strut on palace- 
terraces, and to flaunt his magnificent fan-tail in the 
sunshine ! 

The jays with peacocks’ feathers are the Snobs of 
this world: and n(*v(u*, since the dayjfof iEsop, Avere 
they more num<M*oiis in any land than they are at 
prCvSent in this free country. 

How dot‘s this most ancient apologue apply to the 
subject in hand — the Dinner-giving Snob, The imi- 
tation of the great is universal in this city, from the 
palaces of Kensingtonia and Belgravia, even to the re- 
motest corner of I’runswick S(piar<‘. Peacocks’ feath- 
ers are stuck in the tails of most families. Scarce 
one of ns donuvstic^ birds but imitates the lanky, pavo- 
nine strut, and shrill, genteel sen^am. 0 jj^ou inis- 
giiided dinner-giving Snobs, think how much pleasure 
you lose, and how miicli mischi(*f yon do with your 
absui'd grandeurs and hypocrisies ! You stulf caclx 
other with unnatural foiHH'd-iiieats, and entertain each 
other to the ruin of friendship (h*t alone health) and 
the destruction of hospitality and good-felloAvsliip — 
you, Avho but for the pea(*o(*k*s tail might chatter away 
so much at your ease, and be so jovial and happy ! 

Wlien a man goes into a great set company of din- 
ner-giving and dinner-rectnving Snobs, if he has a 
philosophical turn of mind, he Avill consider Avhat a 
huge humbug the whole alTair is : the dishes, and the 
drink, and the servants, ,and the plate, and the host 
and hostess, and the conversation, and the company, 
— ^ the philosopher includenl. 

The host is smiling, and hgjj^nobhing, and talking 
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up and down the table ; but a prey to secret terrors 
and anxieties, lest the wines he has brought up from 
the cellar should prove insufficient; lest a corked 
bottle should destroy his calculations ; or our friend 
the carpet-beater, by making some bevue^ should dis- 
close his real quality of greengrocer, and show that 
he is not th^ family butler. 

The hostess is smiling resolutely through all the 
courses, smiling through her agony ; though her heart 
is in. the kitchen, and she is speculating with terror 
lest there be any disaster there. If the souffle should 
collapse, or if Wiggins does not send the i(*>es in time 
— she feels as if she would commit suicide — that 
smiling, jolly woman! 

The children up stairs are yelling, as their maid is 
crimping their miserable ringlets with hot tongs, 
tearing Miss Emmy’s hair out by the roots, or scrub- 
bing Miss Polly’s dumpy nose with mottled soap till 
the little wretcdi screams herself into tits. The young 
males of the family are employed, as we have stated, 
in piratical exploits upon the landing-place. 

Th^ servants are not servants, but the before-men- 
tioned retail tradesmen. 

The plate is not plate, but a mere shiny Birming- 
ham lacquer ; and so is the hospitality and everything 
else. 

The talk is Birmingham talk. The wag of the 
party, with bitterness in his heart, having just quitted 
his laundress, who is dunning him for her bill, is 
firing off good stories; and the opposition wag is 
furious that he cannot get an innings. Jawkins, the 
great conversationalist, is scornful and indignant with 
the pair of them, because he is kept out of court. 
Young Muscadel, that cheap dandy, is talking Fashion 
and Almack’s out of the Morning Post,” and dis- 
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gusting his neighbor, Mrs. Fox, who reflects that 
she has never been there. The widow is vexed out 
of patience, because her daughter Maria has got a 
place beside young Cambric, the penniless curate, and 
not by Colonel Guldinore, the rich widower from 
India. The Doctor’s wife is sulky, because she has 
not been led -out before the barrister’s lady ; old Dr. 
Cork is grumbling at the wine, and Guttleton siuiering 
at the cookery. 

And to think that all these peojde might be so 
happy, and easy, and friendly, were they brought to- 
gether in a natural unpretentious way, and but for an 
unhappy passion for peacock’s feathers in England. 
Gentle shades of Marat and Robespierre ! when I see 
how all the honesty of society is corrupted among us 
by the miserable fashion-rvorship, I feel as angry as 
Mrs. Fox just mentioned, and ready to order a general 
battue of peacocks. 



CHAPTER XXI. ■ 


SOME CONTINENTAL SNOBS. 

Now that September has come, and all our Parliar 
nientary duties are over, perhaps no class of Snobs are 
in such high feather as the Continental Snobs. I 
watch these daily as they commence their migrations 
from the beach at Folkestone. I see shoals of them 
depart (not perhaps without an innate longing too to 
quit the Island along with those happy Snobs). Fare- 
well, dear friends, I say: you little know that the 
individual who regards you from the beach is your 
friend and historiographer and brother. 

I went to-day to see our excellent friend Snooks, 
on board the “Queen of the French;” many scores 
of Snobs were there, on the deck of tliat fine ship, 
marching forth in their pride and bravery. They will 
be at Ostend in four hours; they will inundate the 
Continent next week ; they will carry into far lands 
the famous image of the British Snob. I shall not 
see them — but am with them in spirit: and indeed 
there is hardly a country in the known and civilized 
world in which these eyes have not beheld them*. 

I have seen Snobs, in pink coats and hunting-boots, 
scouring over the Campagna of Rome; and have 
heard their oaths ai\d their well-known slang in the 
galleries of the Vatican, and under the shadowy 
arches of the Colosseum. I have met a Snob on a 
dromedary in the desert, and picnicking under the 
Pyramid of Cheops. I like to think how many gal- 
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lant British Snobs there are, at this minute of writ- 
ing, pushing their heads out of every window in 
the court-yard of “ Meurice’s ” in the Eue de Eivoli ; 
or roaring out, “Garsong, du pang,” “Garsoii, du 
yang;” or swaggering down the Toledo at Naples; 
or even how many will be on the look-out for Snooks 
on Ostend Pier, — for Snooks, and the rest of the 
Snobs on board the “Queen of the Prench.” 

Look at the Marquis of Carabas and his two car- 
riages. My Lady Marchioness comes on board, looks 
round with that happy air of mingled terror and 
impertinence which distinguishes her ladyship, and 
rushes to her carriage, for it is impossible that she 
should mingle with the other Snobs on deck. There 
she sits, and will be ill in private. The strawberry- 
leaves on her chariot-panels are engraved on her lady- 
ship’s heart. If she were going to heaven instead of 
to Ostend, I rather think she would expect to have 
dea phices reserves for her, and would send to order 
the best rooms. A courier, with his money-bag of 
office round his shoulders — a huge scowling footman, 
whose dark pepper-and-salt livery glistens with the 
heraldic insignia of the Carabases — a brazen-looking, 
tawdry French femme de chamhre (none but a female 
pen can do justice to that wonderful tawdry toilette 
of the lady’s-maid en voyage) — and a miserable dame 
de comp^gnie, are ministering to the wants of her 
ladyship and her King Chaides’s spaniel. They are 
rushing to and fro with eau-de-Cologne, pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs, which are all fringe and cipher, and pop- 
ping mysterious cushions behind and before, and in 
every available corner of the carriage. 

Tite little Marquis, her husband, is walking about 
the de<k in a bewildered manner, with a lean daughter 
on each arm ; the carroty-tufted hope of the family is 
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already smoking on the foredeck in a travelling cos- 
tume checked all over, and in little lac^quer-tipped 
jean boots, and a shirt embroidered with pink boar 
constrictors. What is it that gives travelling Snobs 
such a marvellous propensity to nish into a costume ? 
Why should a man not travel in a coat, etc. ? but 
think proper to dress himself like a harlequin in 
mourning ? See, even young Aldermanbury, the tal- 
low-merchant, Vho has just stepped on board, has got 
a travelling-dress gaping all over with pockets; and 
little Tom Tapeworm, the lawyer’s clerk out of the 
City, who has but three weeks’ leave, turns out in 
gaiters and a bran-nevr shooting-jacket, and must let 
the mustaches grow on his little snuffy upper lip, 
forsooth ! 

Pompey Hicks is giving elaborate directions to 
his servant, and asking loudly, “ Davis, where ’s the 
dwessing-case ? ” and “ Davis, you ’d best take the 
pistol-case into the cabin.” Little Pompey travels 
with a dressing-case, and without a beard : whom he 
is going to shoot with his pistols, who on earth can 
tell ? and what he is to do with his servant but wait 
upon him,' I am at a loss to conjectirre. 

Look at honest Nathan Houndsditch and his lady, 
and their little son. What a noble air of blazing con- 
tentment illuminates the features of those Snobs of 
Eastern race! What a toilette Houndsditch’s isl 
What rings and chains, what gold-headed canes and 
diamonds, what a tuft the rogue has got to his chin 
(the rogue ! he will never spare himself any, cheap en- 
joyment) I Little Houndsditch has a little cane with 
a gilt head and little mosaic ornaments — altogether 
an extra air. As for the lady, she is all the colors of 
the rainbow ! she has a pink parasol, with a white lin- 
ing, ahd a yellow bonnet, and an emerald ^een shawl, 
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and a shot-silk pelisse ; and drab boots and rhubarb- 
colored gloves; and party-colored glass-buttons, ex- 
panding from the size of a four-penny piece to a 
crown, glitter and twiddle all down the front of her 
gorgeous costume. I have said before, I like to look 
at “ the Peoples ” on their gala days, they are so 
picturesquely and outrageously splendid and happy. 

Yonder comes Captain Bull ; spick and span, tight 
and trim ; who travels for four or si» months every 
year of his life ; who does not commit himself by 
luxury of raiment or insolence of demeanor, but I 
think is as great a Snob as any man on board. Bull 
passes the season in London, sponging for dinners, 
and sleeping in a garret near his Club. Abroad, he 
has been everywhere ; he knows the best wine at every 
inn in every capital in Europe ; lives with the best 
English company there; has seen every palace and 
picture-gallery from Madrid to Stockholm ; speaks an 
abominable little jargoji of half a dozen languages — 
and knows nothing — nothing. Bull hunts tufts on 
the Continent, and is a sort of amateur courier. He 
will scrape acquaintance with old Carabas before they 
make Ostend ; and will remind his lordship that he 
met him at Vienna twenty years ago, or gave him a 
glass of Schnapps up the Righi. We have said Bull 
knows nothing : lie knows the birth, arms, and pedi- 
gree of all the peerage, has poked his little eyes into 
every one of the carriages on board — their panels 
noted and their crests surveyed; he knows ail the 
Continental stories of English scandal — how Count 
Towi^owski ran off with Miss Baggs at Naples — how 
wty thick Lady Smigsmag was with young Cornichon 
of the French Legation at Florence" — the exact 
amount which Jack Deuceace won of Bob Greengoose 
at Baden -7 what it is that made the Staggs settle on 
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the Continent: the sum for which the O’Goggarty 
estates are mortgaged, etc. If he can’t catch a lord 
he will hook on to a baronet, or else the old wretch 
will catch hold of some beardless young stripling of 
fashion, and show him “ life ” in various and amiable 
and inaccessible quarters. Faugh ! the old brute t 
If he has every one of the vices of the most boister- 
ous youth, at least he is comforted by having no con- 
science. He is utterly stupid, but of a jovial turn. 
He believes himself to be quite a respectable member 
of society i but perha])s the only good action he ever 
did in his life is the involuntary one of giving an ex- 
ample to be avoided, and showing what an odious 
thing in the social jjicture is that figure of the de- 
bauched old man who passes through life rather a 
decorous Sileuus, and dies some day in his garret, 
alone, unrepenting, and unnoted, save by his aston- 
ished heirs, who find that the dissolute old miser has 
left money behind him. See ! he is up to old Carabas 
already ! I told you he would. 

Yonder you see the old Lady Mary MacScrew, and 
those middle-aged young women her daughters ; they 
are going to cheai)en and haggle in Belgium and up 
the Rhine until they meet with a boarding-house 
where they can live upon less board-wages than her 
ladyship pays her footmen. But she will exact and 
receive considerable respect from the British Snobs 
located in the watering-place which she selects for 
her summer residence, being the daughter of the Earl 
of Haggistoun. That broad-shouldered buck, with 
the great whiskers and the cleaned white kidrgloves, 
is Mr. Phelim Clancy of Poldoodystown : he calls 
himself Mr. ]5e Clancy ; he endeavors to disguise his 
native brogue with the richest superposition of Eng- 
lish} and if you play at billiards or kiarti;ir\\k him,; 
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the chances ate that j'ou will win the first game, and 
he the seven or eight games ensuing. 

That overgrown lady with the four daughters, and 
the young dandy from the University, her son, is 
Mrs. Kewsy, the eminent hamster’s lady, who would 
rather die than not be in the fashion. She has the 
“ Peerage ” in her carpet-bag, you may be sure ; but 
she is altogether cut out by Mrs. Quod, the attorney’s 
■ wife, whose carriage, with the appaicitus of rumbles, 
dickies, and imperials, scarcely yields in splendor to 
the Marqui.s.of Carabtus’s own travelling-chariot, and 
whose courier has even bigger whiskers and a larger 
morocco money-bag than the Marquis’s own travel- 
ling gentleman. Remark her well : she is talking to 
Mr. SiKuit, the new Member for Jawborough, who is 
going out to inspect the operations of the Zollverein, 
and will put some very severe questions to Lord Pal- 
merston next S(!Ssion ui)on England and her relations 
with the Prussian-blue trade, the Naples-soap trade, 
the German-tinder trade, etc. Spout will patronize 
King Leopold at Brussels; Avill write letters from 
abroad to the “JawlK)rough Independent;” and in 
his quality of Member du Piuiiamong Britannique, 
will expect to be invited to a family dinner with 
every sovereign whose dominions he honors with 
a visit during his tour. 

The next person is — but hark ! the bell for shore 
is longing, and, shaking Snooks’s hand cordially, we 
rush on to the pier, waving him a farewell as the 
noble black ship cuts keenly through the sunny azure 
waters, bearing away that cargo of Snobs outward 
bound. 



CHAPTER XXII. 


CONTINENTAL SNOBBERY CONTINUED. 

We are accustomed to laugh at the French for their 
braggadocio propensities, and intolerable vanity about 
la France, la gloire, U Emper&ur, and the like ; and 
yet I think in my heart that the British Snob, for 
conceit and self-sufficiency and braggartism in his 
way, is without a parallel, There is always some- 
thing uneasy in a Frenchman’s conceit. He brags 
with so much fury, shrieking, .and gesticulation ; yells 
out so loudly that the Fran9ais is at the head of civil- 
ization, the centre of thought, etc. ; that one can’t but 
see the poor fellow has a lurking doubt in his own 
mind that he is not the wonder he professes to be. 

About the British Snob, on the contrary, there is 
commonly no noise, no bluster, but the calmness of 
profound conviction. We are better than all the 
world ; we don’t question the opinion at all ; it ’s an 
axiom. And when a Frenchman bellows out, “Xa 
France, Monsieur, la France est a la the du monde 
civilisS ! ” we laugh good-naturedly at the frantic poor 
devil. We are the first chop of the world : we know 
the fact so well in our secret hearts that a claim set 
up elsewhere is simply ludicrous. My dear brother 
reader, say, as a man of honor, if you are not of this 
opinion? Do you think a Frenchman your equal? 
You don’t — yotl gallant British Snob — you know 
you dori?t: no more, perhaps, does the Snob youx 
humble servant, brother, 
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And I am inclined to think it is this conviction, and 
the consequent bearing of the Englishman towards the 
foreigner whom he condescends to visit, this confidence 
of superiority which holds up the head of the owner 
of every English hat-box from Sicily to St. Peters- 
burg, that makes us so magnificently hated through- 
out Europe as we are ; this — more than all our little 
victories, and of which many Frenchmen and Span- 
iards have, never heard — this amaziyg and indomi- 
table insular pride, which animates my lord in his 
travelling-carriage as well as flohn in the rumble. 

If you read the old Chronicles of the French wars, 
you find precisely the same cliaracter of the English- 
man, and Henry V.’s peo]>le behaved with just the 
cool domineering manner of our gallant veterans of 
Prance and the Peninsula. Did you never hear 
Colonel Cutler and Major Slasher talking over the 
war after dinner ? or Captain Boarder describing his 
action with the Indomptable ? ” Hang the feh 
lows,^’ says Boarder, their practice was very good. 
I was beat off three times before I took her.^’ “Cuss 
those carabineers of MilliaiuFs,’’ says Slasher, “what 
work they made of our light cavalry ! ” implying a 
sort of surprise that the Frenchman should stand up 
against Britons at all : a good-natured wonder that 
the blind, mad, vain-glorious, brave poor devils should 
actually have the courage to resist an Englishman. 
Legibns of such Englishmen are patronizing Europe 
at this moment, being kind to the Pope, or good- 
natured to the King of Holland, or condescending to 
inspect the Prussian reviews. When Nicholas came 
here, who reviews a quarter of a million of pairs of 
mustaches to his breakfast every morning, we took 
him off to Windsor and showed him two whole regi- 
ments of six or eight hundred Britons apiece, with an 
air as much as to say, — “ There, my boy, look at that 
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Those are JSngflishmen, those are, and your master 
whenever you please,^’ as the nursery song says. The 
British Snob is long, long past scepticism, and can 
afford to laugh quite good-humoredly at those con- 
ceited Yankees, or besotted little Frenchmen, who set 
up as models of mankind. Thet/ forsooth ! 

I have beem led into these rentarks by listening to 
an old fellow at the Hotel du Nord, at Boulogne, and 
who is evidently of the Slasher sort. He came down 
and seated himself at the breakfast-table, with a surly 
scowl on his salmon-colored bloodshot face, strangling 
in a tight, cross-barred cravat ; his limui and his ap- 
pointments so perfectly 'stiff and spotless that every- 
body at once recognized him as a dear countryman. 
Only our port wdne and other admirable institutions 
could have produced a figure so insolent, so stupid, 
so gentlemanlike. After a while our attention was 
called to him by his roaring out, in a voice of plethoric 
fury, 0 ! 

Everybody turned round at the conceiving 

the Colonel to be, as his countenance denoted him, in 
intense pain; but the waiters knew better, and in- 
stead of being alarmed, brought the Colonel the ket- 
tle. 0,’’ it apjjears, is the French for hot water. 
The Colonel (though he despises it heartily) thinks 
he speaks the language remarkably well. Whilst he 
was inhausting his smoking tea, which went rolling 
and gurgling down his throat, and hissing over’ the 
^^hot coppers of that respectable veteran, a friend 
joined him, with a wizened face and very black wig, 
evidently a Colonel too. 

The two warriors, waggling their old heads at each 
other, presently joined breakfast, and fell into con- 
versatiohj and we had the advantage of hearing about 
fh0 old war, a^nd some pleas«wt conjectures as tp, the 
which they considered imminent. They pshak} 
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the French fleet; they pooh*pooh^d the French com- 
mercial marine ; they showed how, in a war, there 

would be a cordon (“ a cordong, by ) of steamers 

along our coast, and by ready at a minute 

to land anywhere on the other shore, to give the 
French as good a thrashing as they got in the last 

war, ‘^by In fact, a rumbling cannonade of 

oaths was fir<id by the two veterans during the whole 
of their conversation. ^ 

There was a Frenchman in the room, but as he had 
not been above ten years in London, of course he did 
not speak the language, and lost tlie benefit of the 
conversation. But, O my country ! said J to my- 
self, it ’s no wonder that you are so beloved ! If I 
were a Frenchman, how I would hate you ! 

That brutal, ignorant, ])eevish bully of an English- 
man is showing Jiimself in every city of Europe. 
, One of the dullest creatures, under heaven, he goes 
trampling Europe under foot, shouldering his way 
into galleries and cathedrals, and bustling into palaces 
with his buckram uniform. A.t church or theatre, 
gala or picture-gallery, his face never varies. A 
thousand delightful sights pass before his bloodshot 
eyes, and don’t affect him. Countless brilliant scenes 
of life and manners are shown him, but never move 
him. He goes to church, and calls the practices there 
degrading and superstitious ; as if his altar was the 
onl;^ one that was acceptable. He goes to picture- 
galleries, and is more ignorant about Art than a 
French shoeblack. Art, Nature pass, and there is no 
dot of admiration in his stupid eyes ; nothing moves 
him, ^xpept when a very great man comes his way, 
and then the rigid, proud, self-confident, inflexible 
British Snoh can be as humble as a flunky and ^ 
supple a« a harlequin. 



CHAPTEE XXIII. 


ENGLISH SNOBS ON T^K CONTINENT. 

WiiAT is th^ use of Lord Posse’s telescope ? ” my 
friend Painviski exclaimed the other day. It only 
enables you to se.e a few hundred thousands of miles 
farther. What were thought to be mere nebulae, turn 
out to be most perceivable starry systems ; and be- 
yond these, you see other nebulae, wliieh a more 
powerful glass will show to be stars, again ; and so 
they go on glittering and winking away into eter- 
nity.” With which my friend Pan, heaving a great 
sigh, as if confessing his inability to look Infinity in 
the face, sank back r(*signed, and swallowed a large 
bumper of claret. 

I (who like other great men, have but one idea) 
thought to myself, that as the stars are, so are the 
Snobs : — the more you gaze upon those luminaries, 
the more you behold — now nebulously congregated 

— now faintly distinguishable — now brightly defined 

— until they twinkle off in endless blazes, and fade 
into the immeasurable darkness. I am but as a child 
playing on the sea-shore. Some telescoi)ic pliilos- 
opher will arise one day, some great Snobonomer, to 
find th^ laws of the great science which we are now 
merely playing with, and to define, and settle, and 
classify that which is at present but vague theory, 
and loose though elegant assertion. 

Yes: a single eye can but trace a very few and 
simple varieties of the enormous universe of Snobs. 
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t sometimes think of appealing to the public/ and 
calling together a congress of savans^ such as met at 
Southampton — each to bring his contributions and 
read his paper on the Great Subject. For what can 
a single poor few do, even with the subject at present 
in hand? English Snobs on the Continent — though 
they are a hundred thousand times less numerous 
than on their native island, yet even these few are 
too many. One can only fix a stray one here and 
there. The individuals are caught — the thousands 
escape. I have noted down but three whom 1 have 
met with in my walk this morning through this pleas- 
ant marine city of Boulogne. 

There is the English Raff Snob, that frequents esta^ 
minets and cahareU ; who is heard yelling, ‘‘We won’t 
go home till morning ! ” and startling the midnight 
echoes of quiet Continental towns with shrieks of 
English slang. The boozy unshorn wretch is s6en 
hovering round quays as packets arrive, and tippling 
drams in inn bars where he gets credit. He talks 
French with slang familiarity ; he and his like quite 
people the debt-prisons on the Continent. He plays 
pool at the billiard-houses, and may be seen engaged 
at cards and dominos of forenoons. His signature is 
to be seen on countless bills of exchange : it belonged 
to an honorable family once, very likely ; for the Eng- 
lish Raff most probably began by being a gentleman, 
and ‘has a father over the water who is ashamed to 
hear his name. He has cheated the old “governor” 
repeatedly in better days, and swindled his sisters 
of their ‘ portions, and robbed his younger brothers. 
Now he is living on his wife’s jointure : she is hidden 
away in some dismal garret, patching shabby finery 
and cobbling up old clothes for her children— ^ the 
most miserable and slatternly of women. 
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Or sometimes the poor womcan and her daughters g6 
about timidly, giving lessons in English and music, or 
do embroidery and work under-hand, to purchase the 
means iov pot^au-feu ; Miile Eaff is swaggering on 
the quay, or tossing off glasses of cognac at the cafL 
The unfortunate creature has a child still every year, 
and her constant hypocrisy is to try and make her 
girls believe that their father is a respectable man, 
and to huddle him out of the way when ‘the brute 
comes home drunk. 

Those poor ruined soUls get together and have a so- 
ciety of their own, the which it is very atfecting to 
watch — those tawdry pretences at gentility, those 
flimsy attempts at gayety ; those woful sallies : that 
jingling old piano ; oh, it makes the heart sick to see 
and hear them. As Mrs. Raff, with her company of 
*pale daughters, gives a penny tea to Mrs. Diddler, 
they talk about bygone times and the fine society they 
kej)t ; and they sing feeble songs out of tattered old 
music books ; and while engaged in this sort of eiiter- 
taiumeJit, in conies Captain Raff with his greasy hat 
on one side, and straightway the whole of the dismal 
room reeks with a mingled odor of smoke and spirits. 

Has not everybody who has lived abroad met Cap- 
tain Raff? His name is j)i*oclaimed, every now and 
then, by Mr. Sheriffs Officer Hemp ; and about Bou- 
logne, and Paris, and Brussels, there are so many of 
his sort that I will lay a wager that I shall be accused 
of gross personality for showing him up. Many a less 
irreclaimable villain is transported; many a more 
honorable man is at present at the treadmill ; and 
although we are the noblest, greatest, most religious, 
and most moral people in the world, I would still like 
to know where, except in the United Kingdom, debts 
are a matter of juke, and making tradesmen suffer ” 
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a sport that gentlemen own to ? It is dishonorable to 
owe money in France. You never hear people in 
other parts of Euroi3e brag of their swindling ; or see 
a prison in a large Continental town which is not more 
or less peopled with English rogues. 

A still more loathsome and dangerous Snob than the 
above transparent and ])assive scamp, is frequent on the 
continent of Europe, and my young Snob friends who 
are trav(dling thither should be especially warned 
against him. Captain Legg is a gentleman, like Eaff, 
though perhaps of a better degree. He lias robbed his 
family too, but of a great deal more, and has boldly 
dishonored bills for thousands, where Ealf has been 
boggling over the clumsy conveyance of a ten-pound 
note. Legg is always at the best inn, with the finest 
waistcoats and mustaches, or tearing about in the 
flashiest of britzskas, while poor Eaff is tipsifyinghim-* 
self with spirits, and smoking che^p tobacco. It is 
amazing to think that Legg, so often shown up, and 
known everywhere, is flourishing yet. He would sink 
into utter ruin, but for the constant and ardent love of 
gentility that distinguishes the English Snob, There 
is many a young fellow of the middle classes who 
must know Legg to be a rogue and a cheat ; and yet 
from his dt\sire to be in the fashion, and his admira- 
tion of tip-top swells, and from his ambition to air 
himself by the side of a Lord’s son, will let Legg 
make an income out of him ; content to pay, so long 
as he can enjoy that society. Many a worthy father 
of a family, when he hears that his son is riding 
about with Captain Legg, Lord Levant’s son, is rather 
pleased that young Hopeful should be in such good 
company. 

Legg and his friend, Major Macer, make professional 
tours through Europe, and are to be found at the right 
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places at the right time. Last year I heard how my 
young acquaintance, Mr. Muff, from f)xford, going to 
see a little life at a Carnival ball at Paris, was ac- 
costed by an Englishman who did not know a word of 
the d language, and hearing Muff speak it so ad- 

mirably, begged him to interpret to a waiter with 
whom there was a dispute about refre^shrnents. It 
was quite a comfort, the stranger said, to see an hon- 
est English face ^ and did Muff know where there was 
a good place for supper ? So those two went to sup- 
per, and who should come in, of all men in the world, 
but Major Macer ? And so Legg introducjed Macer, 
and so there came on a little intimacy, and three- 
card loo, etc., etc. Year after year scores of Muffs, in 
various places in the world, are victimized by Legg 
and Macer. The story is so stale, the trick of seduc- 
tion so^ entirely old and (dumsy, that it is only a won- 
der people can be taken in any more ; but the tempta- 
tions of vice and gentility together are too much for 
young English Snobs, and those simple young victims 
are caught fresh every day. Though it is only to be 
kicked and cheated by men of fashion, your true 
British Snob will present himself for the honor. 

I need not allude here to that very common British 
Snob, who makes desperate efforts at becoming inti- 
mate with tlie great Continental aristocracy, such as 
old Rolls, the baker, who has set up his quarters in 
the Faubourg Saint Germain, and will receive none but 
Carlists, and no French gentlemen under the rank of 
a Marquis. We can all of us laugh at that fellow’s pre- 
tensions well enough — we who tremble before “a great 
man of our own nation. But, as you say, my brave 
and honest John Bull of a Snob, a French Marquis 
of twenty descents is very different from an English 
Peer; and a pack of beggarly German and Italian 
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Puersten and Principi awaken the scorn of a.n honest- 
minded Briton. But our aristocnicy ! — tlud ’s a very 
different matter. They are the real leaders of the 
world — the real old original and-no-mistake nobility. 
Off with yoixr cap, Snob; down on your knees, Snob, 
and truckle. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 


Oir SOME COUNTKY SNOBS. 

Tired of tlw^ town, where the sight of the closed 
shutters of the nobility, iiiy friends, makes my heart 
sick in my walks ; afraid almost to sit in those vast 
Pall Mall solitudes, the Clubs, and of annoying the 
Club waiters, who might, 1 thought, be going to shoot 
in the country, but for me, 1 determined on a brief 
tour in the provinces, and paying some visits in the 
country which were long due. 

Mjwfivst visit was to my friend Major Ponto (H. P, 
of the Horse Marines), in Mangelwurzelshire. The 
Major, in his little phaeton, was in waiting to take 
me up at the station. The vehicle was not certainly 
splendid, but such a carriage as would acicoinmodate 
a plain man (as Ponto said he was) and a numerous 
family. We drove by beatitiful fresh fields and green 
hedges, through a cheerful English .landscape ; the 
high-road, as smooth and trim as the way in a noble- 
man’s park, was charmingly checkered with cool 
shade and golden sunshine. Rustics in snowy smock- 
frocks jerked their hats off smiling as we passed. 
Children, with cheeks as red as the apples in the or- 
chards, bobbed curtsies to us at the cottage-doors. 
Blue church spires rose here and there in ‘the dis- 
tance : and as the buxom gardener’s wife opened the 
white gate at the Major’s little ivy-coverod lodge, 
and we drove through the neat plantations of firs 
and evergreens, up to the house, my bosom felt a joy 
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atid elation which I thought it was impossible to ex- 
perience in the smoky atmosphere of a town. Here/^ 
I mentally exclaimed, is all peace, plenty, happiness. 
Here, I shall be rid of Snobs. There can be none in 
this charming Arcadian sijot,’^ 

Stripes, the Major’s man (formerly corporal in his 
gallant corps), received my portmanteau, and an ele- 
gant little present, which I had brought from town as 
a peace-olfering to Mrs. Poiito ; viz., a ^iod and oysters 
from Grove’s, in a hamper about the size of a coffin. 

Ponto’s house The Evergreens ” Mrs. P. has 
christened it) is a perfect Paradise of a place. It is 
all over creepers, and bow-windows, and verandas. A 
wavy lawn tumbles up and down all round it, with 
flower-beds of wonderful shapes, and zigzag gravel 
walks, and beautiful but damp shrubberies of myrtles 
and glistening laurestiues, wdiich have procured it 
its change of name. It was called Little Bullock’s 
Pound in old Doctor Ponto’s time. I had a view of 
the pretty grounds, and the stable, and the adjoining 
village and church, and a great ])ark beyond, from the 
windows of the bedroom whither Ponto conducted 
me. It was the yellow bedroom, the freshest and 
pleasantest of bedchambers; the air was fragrant 
with a large bouquet that was placed on the writing- 
table; the linen was fragrant with the lavender in 
whiph it had been laid ; the chintz hangings of the 
bed and the big sofa were, if not fragrant with flow- 
ers, at least painted all over with them ; the penwiper 
on the table was the imitation of a double dahlia ; and 
there was accommodation for my watch in a sun- 
flower on the mantel-piece. A scarlet-leafed creeper 
came curling over the windows, through which the 
setting sun was pouring a flood of golden light. It 
Was all flowers and freshness. Oh, how unlike "those 
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black chimney-pots in St. Alban’s Place, London, on 
which .these weary eyes are accustomed to look. 

^^It must be all happiness here, Ponto,’^ said I, 
flinging myself down into the snug bergh'e^ and inhal- 
ing such a delicious draught of country air as all the 
millefleurs of Mr. Atkinson s shop cannot impart to 
any the most expensive pocket-handkerchief. , 

Nice place, is n’t .it ? ” said Ponto. Quiet and un- 
pretending. I Jike everything quiet. You’ve not 
brought your valet with you ? Stripes will arrange 
your dressing things ; ” and that functionary, enter- 
ing at the same time, proceed(Ml to gut my portman- 
teau, and to lay out the black ke.rseymeres, the rich 
cut velvet Genoa waistcoat,” the whitJb choker, and 
other polite articles of evening costume, with great 
gravity and despatch. A great dinner-party,” 
thinks I to myself, seeing these preparations (and 
not, perhaps, displeased at the idea that some of the 
best people in the neighborhood were coming to see 
me). ^^Hark, there’s the first bell ringing!” said 
Ponto, moving away; and, in fact, a clamorous har- 
binger of victuals b('gan clanging from the stable tur- 
ret, and announced the agreeable fact that dinner 
would appear in half an hour. If the dinner is 
as grand as the dinner-bell,” thought I, faith, I ’m 
in good quarters ! ” .and had leisure, during the half- 
liour’s interval, not only to advance my own per- 
son to the utmost polish of elegance which it is capa- 
ble of receiving, to admire the ])edigree of the Pontos 
hanging over the chimney, and the Ponto crest and 
arms emblazoned on the wash-hand basin and jug, but 
to make a thousand reflections on the happiness of a 
country life — upon the innocent friendliness and 
cordiality of rusti(} intercourse ; and to sigh for an op- 
portunity of retiring, like Ponto, to my own fields, to 
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my own vine and fig-tree, with a placens uxor in iny 
domus^ and a half-score of sweet young pledges of 
affection sporting round my paternal knee. 

Clang ! At the end of the thirty minutes, dinner- 
bell number two pealed from the adjacent turret. I 
hastened down stairs, expecting to find a score of 
healthy country folks in the drawing-room. Thei^e 
was only one person there ; a tall and Roman-nosed 
lady, glistering over with bugles, in deep mourning. 
She rose, advanced two steps, made a majcistic curtsy, 
during which all the bugles in her awful head-dress 
began to twiddhi and quiver — and then said, Mr. 
Snob, we are very happy to see you at* the 
Evergreens,’^ and heaved a great sigh. 

This, then, was Mrs. Major Ponto ; to whom mak- 
ing my very best bow, I replied, that I was very 
proud to make her acquaintance, as also that of so 
charming a place as the Evergreens. 

Another sigh. ^^We are distantly related, Mr. 
Snob,” said she, shaking her melancholy head. 

Poor dear Lord Rubadub ! ” 

Oh ! ” said 1 ; not knowing what the deuce Mrs. 
Major Ponto meant. 

‘‘Major Ponto told me that you were of the Leices- 
terslxire Snobs : a very old family, and related to Lord 
Snobbington, who married Laura Rubadub, who is a 
cousin of mine, as was her poor dear father, for 
whom we are mourning. What a seizure ! only sixty- 
three, and apoplexy quite unknown until now in 
our family ! In life we are in death, Mr. Snob. 
Does Lady Snobbington bear the deprivation well ? ” 

“ Why, really, Ma’am, I — I don’t know,” I replied, 
xnore and more confused. 

As she was speaking I heard a sort of cloop^ by 
which well-known sound T was aware that somebody 
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was opening a bottle of wine, and Ponto entered, in a 
huge white neckcloth, and a rather shabby black 
suit. 

“ My love,” Idrs. Major Ponto said to her husband, 
“we were, talking of our cousin — poor dear Lord 
Rubadub. His death has placed some of the first 
families in England in mourning. Does Lady 
Rubadub keep the house in Hill Street, <10 you 
know ? ” 

I did n’t know, but I said, “ I believe she does,” at 
a venture; and looking down to the drawing-roqm 
table, saw the inevitable, abominable, maniacal, ab- 
surd; disgusting “ Peerage ” open on the table, inter- 
leaved with annotations, and open at the article 
“ Snobbington,” 

“ Dinner is served,” says Stripes, flinging open the 
door ; and I gave Mrs. Major Ponto my arm. 



CHAPTEE XXV. 


A VISIT TO SOME COUNTEY SNOBS. 

Op the dinner to which we now sat* down, I am not 
going to be a severe critic. The mahogany I hold to 
be inviolable ; but this T will say, that 1 prefer sliferry 
to marsala when 1 can get it, and the latter was the 
wine of which I have no doubt I heard the “ cloop ” 
just before dinner. Nor was it particularly good of 
its kind ; however, Mrs. Major Ponto did not evidently 
know the difference, for she called the liquor Amontil- 
lado during the whole of the repast, and drank- but 
half a glass of it, leaving the rest for the Major and 
his guest. 

Stripes was in the livery of the Ponto family — a 
thought shabby, but gorgeous in the extreme — lots of 
magnificent worsted lace, and livery buttons of a very 
notable size. The honest fellow’s hands, I remarked, 
were very large and black; and a fine odor of the 
stable was wafted about the room as he moved to and 
fro in his ministration. I should have preferred a 
clean maid-servant, but the sensations of Londoners 
are too acute perhaps on these subjects ; and a faithful 
John, after all, is more genteel. 

From, the circumstance of the dinner being composed 
of pig’s-head mock-turtle soup, of pig’s fry and roast 
ribs of pork, I am led to imagine that one of Ponto’s 
black Hampshires had heen sacrificed a short time 
previous to my visit. It was an excellent and com- 
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fortable repast ; only there was rather a sameness in 
it, certainly. I made a similar remark the next day. 

During the dinner Mrs. Poixtd asked me many 
questions regarding the nobility, my relatives. When 
Lady Angelina Skeggs would come out ; and if the 
countess her mamma (this was said with much arch- 
ness and he-he-ing) “still wore that extraordinary 
purple hair-dye ? ’’ “ Whether my Lord Guttlebury 

kept, besides his ITrench chef, and an English cordou- 
bleu for the roasts, an Italian for tlio confectionery ? 

“ Who attended at Lady Clapperclaw’s conversa- 
ziomi?^^ and “whether Sir John Champignon’s 
^ Thursdays Mornings ’ were pleasant ? ” “ Was it 

true that Lady Carabas, wanting to pawn her diamonds, 
found that they were paste, and that the Marquis had 
disposed of them beforehand ? ” “ How was it that 

Snuffin, the great tobacco-merchant, broke off the mar- 
riage which was on the tapis between him and their 
second daughter ; and was it true that a mulatto lady 
came over from the Havana and forbade the match ? ” 
“Upon my word, Madam, T had begun, and was 
going on to say that I did n’t know one word about all 
these matters wliicli seemed so to interest Mrs. Major 
Ponto, when the Major, giving me a tread or stamp 
with his large foot under the table, said — 

“Come, come, Snob my boy, we are all tiled, you 
know. We know you ’re one of the fashionable people 
about town : we saw your name at Lady Clapperclaw’s 
soirSes, and the Champignon breakfasts ; and as for 
the Rubadubs, of course, as relations — ” 

“ Oh, of course, I dine there twice a-week/* I said ; 
and then I remembered that my cousin, Humphry 
Snob, of the Middle Temple, is a great frequenter of 
genteel societies, and to have seen his name in the 
“ Morning Post ” at the tag-end of several party lists. 
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So, taking the hint, I am ashamed to say I indulged 
Mrs. Major Ponto with a deal of information about 
the first families in England, such as would astonish 
those great personages if they knew it. I described to 
her most accurately the three reigning beauties of last 
season at Almack’s : told her in confidence that his 

Grace the D of W was going to be married 

the day after his Statue was put up ; that his Grace 

the D of P was also about to j|^a(l the fourth 

daughter of the Archduke Stephen to the hymeneal 
altar ; — and talked to her, in a word, just in the style 
of Mrs. Gore’s last fashionable novel. 

Mrs. Ms/jor was quite fascinated by this brilliant 
conversation. She began to trot out scraps of French, 
just for all the world as they do in the novels ; and 
kissed her hand to me quite graciously, telling me to 
come soon to caffy, %nij im de Mustek osalong — with 
which she tripped off like an olderl;^ fairy. 

Shall I open a bottle of port, or do you ever drink 
such a thing as Hollands and water ? says Ponto, 
looking niefully at me. This was a very different 
style of thing to what I had been led to expect from 
him at our smoking-room at the Club : where he 
swaggers about liis horses and his cellar ; and slapping 
me on the shoulder used to say, ‘‘ Come down to M«an- 
gelwurzelshire, Snob my boy, and I 'll give you as 
good a day’s shooting and .as good a glass of claret as 
any ih the county.” —’''Well,’' I said, "I liked Hol- 
lands much better than port, and gin even better than 
Hollands.” This was lucky. It was gin ; and Stripes 
brought in hot water on a splendid plated tray. 

The jingling of a harp and piano soon announced 
that Mrs. Ponto’s ung pu de Mustek had commenced, 
and the smell of the stable again entering the dining- 
room, in the person of Stripes, summoned us to caffy 
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arid the little concert. • She beckoned me with a win- 
ning smile to the sofa, on which she made room for 
me, and where we could command a fine view of the 
backs of the young ladies who were performing the 
musical entertainment. Very broad backs they were 
too, strictly according to the present mode, for crino- 
line or its substitutes is not an expensive luxury, and 
young people in the country can afford to be in the 
fashion at very trifling charges. Miss Emily Ponto at 
the piano, and her sister Maria at that somewhat 
exploded instrument, the harp, were in light blue 
dresses that looked all flounce, and spread out like 
Mr. Green’s balloon when inflated. 

Brilliant touch Emily has — what a fine arm 
Maria’s is,” Mrs. Ponto remarked good-naturedly, 
pointing out the merits of her daughters, and waving 
her own arm in such a way as to show that she was 
not a little satisfied with the beauty of that member, 

I observed she had about nine bracelets and bangles, 
consisting of chains and padlocks, the Major’s minia- 
ture, and a variety of brass serpents with fiery ruby 
or tender turcpioise eyes, writhing up to her elbow 
almost) in the most profuse contortions. 

You recognize those polkas ? They were played 
at Devonshire House on the 23rd of July, the day of 
the grand So I said yes — I knew ^em quite 

intimately; and began wagging my head as if in 
acknowledgment of those old triends. 

When the performance was concluded, I had the 
felicity of a presentation and conversation with the 
two tall and scraggy Miss Pontos ; and Miss Wirt, 
the governess, sat down to entertain us with variations 
on Sich a-gettin’ up Stairs.” They were determined 
to be in the fashion. 

For the performance of the ^ Gettin’ up Stairs,” 1 * 
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have no other name but that it was a stunner. First 
Miss Wirt, with great deliberation, jdayed the original 
and beautiful melody, cutting it, as it A<^ere, out of the*, 
instrument and firing oif eacli note so loud, chrar, and 
sharp, that I am sure Stripes must have heard it in 
the stable. 

What a finger ! ’’ says Mrs. Ponto ; and indeed it 
W(u a finger, as knotted as a turkey’s drumstick, and 
sjdaying all over the piano ! WJu;u s^lie had banged 
Gift the tuiie slowly, she, began a different manner of 
‘^Gettin’ up Stairs,’’ and did so with a fury and swift- 
ness quite incredible. She spun up stairs ; she 
whirled up stairs; she gallo))ed up stairs?; she rattled 
up stairs; and then having got the tune, to the top 
landing, as it were, she hurled it down again shriek- 
ing to the bottom floor, where it sank in a crjish as if 
exhausted by the breathless rajudity of the d(tscent. 
Then Miss Wirt played the ^^Gettin’ up Stairs,” with 
the most patludic and ravishing solemnity : plaintive 
moans and sobs issued from the keys — you wept and 
trembled as you were gettiii’ u]> stairs. Miss Wirt’s 
hands seemed to faint and wail and die in variations : 
again, and she went up with a savage clang and rush 
of trumpets, as if Miss Wirt was storming a breach ; 
and although I knew nothing of music, as I sat and 
listened with my mouth open to this wonderful dis- 
play, my grew cold, and I wondered the windows 
did *not crack and the chandelier start out of the 
beam at the sound of this eartlnpiake of a i)iece of 
music. 

‘‘ Glorious creature ! Is n’t she ? ” said Mrs. Ponto. 

Squirtz’s favorite pupil — inestimable to have such 
a creature. Lady Carabas would give her eyes for 
her!* A prodigy of accomplishments! Thank you, 
Miss Wirt ! ” — and the young ladies gave a heave and 
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a gasp of admiration — a deep-breathing gushing 
sound, such as you hear at church when the sermon 
conies to a full stop. 

Miss Wirt put her two great double-knuckled hands 
round a waist of her two pupils, and said, ^^My dear 
children, I hope you will be able to play it soon as 
well as your poor little governess. When I lived 
with the Dunsinanes, it was the dear Duchess’s fav- 
orite, and Lady Barbara and Lady Jane McBeth 
learned it. It was while hearing Jane play that, 1 re- 
member, that dear Lord Castletoddy lirst fell in love 
with her ; and though he is but an Irish Beer, with 
not more thfbn fifteen thousand a-ytnir, I persuaded 
Jane to have him. Do you know Castletoddy, Mr. 
Snob ? — round towers — sweet place — County Mayo. 
Old Lord Castletoddy (the present Lord was then 
Lord Inishowau) was a most eccentric old man — 
they say he was mad. I heard his Royal Highness 
the poor dear Duke of Sussex — (such a man, my 
dears, but alas ! addicted to smoking !) — 1 heard his 
Royal Highness say to the Marcpiis of Anglesea, 
‘I am sure Castletoddy is mad!’ but Inishowan 
was n’t i in marrying my sweet Jane, though the 
dear child had but her ten thousand pounds tout 
potage I ” 

^‘Most invaluable person,” whispered Mrs. Ma,jor 
Bonto to me. Has 1 ived in the very highest society : ” 
and I, who have been acemstomed to see governesses 
bullied in the world, was delighted to find this one 
ruling the roast, and to think that even the majestic 
Mrs, Bonto bent before her. 

As for my i)ipe, so to speak, it went out at once. I 
liad n’t a word to say against a woman who was inti- 
mate with every Duchess in the Red Book. She 
wasn’t the rosebud* but she had been near it. She 
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had nibbed shoulders with the great, and about these 
we talked all the evening incessantly, and about the 
fashions, and about the Court, until bedtime came. 

“ And are there Snobs in this Elysium ? ” I ex- 
claimed, jumping into the laveuder-jierfunied bed. 
Pouto’s snoring boomed from tlie neighboring bed- 
room in reply. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 


ON SOME COUNTRY SNOBS. 

SoMETHiNO like a journal of the proceedings, of 
the Evergreens ma.y be interesting to those foreign 
readers of “ Punch ” who want to know the ciistoins 
of an English gentleman’s family and household. 
There ’s plenty of time to kei'.p the Journal. Piano- 
strumming begins at six o’clock in the morning ; it 
lasts till breakfast, with but a minute’s intermission, 
when the instrument changes hands, and Miss Emily 
practises in place of her sister Miss Maria. 

In fact, the confounded instrument never stops: 
when the young ladies are at their lessons, Miss 
Wirt hammers away at those stunning valuations, 
and keeps her magnificent finger in exercise. 

I asked this great creature in what other branches 
of education she instructed her pupils ? “ The mod- 
em languages,” says she modestly : “ French, German, 
Spanish, and Italian, Latin and the rudiments of 
Greek if desired. English of course : the practice of 
Elocution, Geography, and Astronomy, and the Use 
of the Globes, Algebra (but only as far as quadratic 
equations ) : for a poor ignorant female, you know, 
Mr. Snob, cannot be expected to know everything. 
Ancient and Modern History no young woman can 
be without; and of these I make my beloved pupils, 
perfect mistresses. Botany, Geology, and Mineralogy, 
I consider as amusements. And with these I assure 
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you we manage to pass the days at the Eve^pgreens 
not unpleasantly/^ 

Only these, thought T— what an edu(3ation ! But I 
looked in one of Miss Ponto’s manuscript song-boobs 
and found five faults of French in four words* and in 
a waggish mood asking Miss Wirt whether Dante 
Algiery was so-called because*, he was born at Algiers, 
received a smiling answer in the affirmative, which 
mafle me rather doubt about the ac^uirac.y of Miss 
WirPs knowledge. 

When the above little morning occuj)ations are 
concluded, these unfortunate young women perform 
what they call Calistlienic Exercises in tlie garden. I 
saw them to-day, without any crinoline, pulling tlie 
garden-roller. 

Dear Mrs. Ponto was in the garden too, and as lini]) 
as her daughters ; in a faded bandcniu of hair, in a 
battered bonnet, in a holland pinafore, in pattens, on^ 
a broken chair, snipping leaves off a vine. Mrs. 
Ponto measures many yards about in an evening. 
Ye heavens ! what a guy she is in that skeleton 
morning-costume ! 

Besides Stripes, they keep a boy called Thomas or 
Tummus. Tummus works in the garden or about 
the, pigsty and stable ; Thomas wears a i)ag(/s cos- 
tume of eruptive buttons. 

When anybody calls, and Stripes is out of the way, 
Tummus flings himself like mad into Thomas^s clothes, 
and comes out metajinorphosed like Harlequin in the 
pantomime. TVday, as Mrs, P, was cutting the grape- 
vine, aS' the young ladies were at the roller, down 
comes Tummus like a roaring whirlwind, with “ Mis- 
sus, Missus, there ’s company coomin’ ! Away skurry 
the young ladies from the roller, down comes Mrs, P, 
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from the old chair, off flies Tunmuis to change his 
clothes, and in an incredibly sliort space of time 
Sir John Hawbuck, rny Lady Hawbuck, and Master 
Hugh Hawbuck are introduced into the. gardtm with 
brazen effrontery by Thomas, wlio says, Tleasc Sir 
Jan and my Ijady to walk this yiuir way : I know 
Missus is in the rose-garden.” 

And there, sure enough, she was ! 

Ill a pretty little garden bonnet, wjth* beautiful 
curling ringlets, with the sinart(‘st of aprons and the 
freshest of pearl-colorc'd gloves, this amazing woman 
was in the arms of her dearest Lady Hawbuck. 

Dearest Lady Hawbuck, how good of you ! Always 
among my flowers ! can’t live away from them ! ” 
Sweets to the sweet ! hum — a-ha — haw ! says 
Sir John Hawbuck, who piques himself on his gal- 
lantry, and says nothing without a-hum — a-ha — 
a-haw ! 

Whereth yaw pinnafaw ? ” cries Master Hugh. 

’ We thaw you in it, over tlie wall, did n’t we, Pa ?” 

Hum — a-ha — a-liaw ! ” burst out Sir John, 
dreadfully alarmed. “ Wh(u*e ’s Ponto ? Why was n’t 
he at Quarter Sessions ? TIow are his birds this year, 
Mrs. l^onto — have those Carabas pheasants done any 
harm to your wheat ? a-hum — a-ha — a-haw ! ” and 
all this while he was making the most ferocious and 
desperate signals to his youthful heir. 

^^Well, she v?ath in her pinnafaw, wathn’t she, 
Ma ? ” says Hugh, quite unabashed ; which question 
Lady Hawbuck turned away with a sudden query 
regarding her dear d%,jr]ing daughters, and the enfant 
terrible was removed by his father. 

I hope you were n’t disturbed by the music ? ” 
Ponto says. ^^My girls, you know, practise four 
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hours a-day, you know — intist do it, you know— ab- 
solutely necessary. As for me, you know I bn an 
early man, and in my farm every morning at live — 
no, no laziness for me.” 

The facts are these. Ponto goes to sleep directly 
after dinner on entering the drawing-room, and wakes 
up when the ladies leave off j)ranti(*e at ten. From 
seven till ton, and from hm till live, is a very fair 
allowance of slumber for a man who s^ys he ’s not a 
lazy man. Tt is my ])rivate opinion that when Poiito 
retires to wliat is called his “ Study,” he sleeps too. 
He locks himself U}) there daily two hours with the 
newspaper. 

I saw the Hawbuck scene out of the Study, which 
commands tlie garden. It’s a (uirious obje(‘t, tliat 
Study. Ponto’s library mostly consists of boots. He 
and Stripes have important interviews Inu'e of morn- 
ings, when the i)Olatoes are discussed, or the fate of 
tlie calf ordained, or sent(‘uco passed on the ])ig, etc. 
All the Major’s bills are dixiketed ou the Study table 
and displayed like a lawyer’s briefs. Here, too, lie 
displayed his hoolg^, knives, and other gardening 
irons, his whistles, and strings of spare buttons. He 
has a drawer of endless brown j>aper for par(*.els, and 
another containing a prodigious and never-failing 
supply of string. What a man can want with so 
many •gig-whips I can never conceive. These, and 
fishing-rods, and landiiig-iu^ts, and spurs, and boot- 
trees, and balls for horses, and surgical im])lements 
for^the same, and favorite pT»bi<^)f shiny blacking, 
with which he i)aints his own slioes in the most ele- 
gant manner, and buckskin gloves stretched out on 
their trees, and his gorget, sash, and sabre of the 
Horse Marines, witli his boot-hooks underneath in a 
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trophy; and the family mcdicine-ohest, and in a 
corner the very rod with which he used to whip his 
son, Wellesley Ponto, when a boy (Wellesley never 
entered the “ Study ” but for that awful purpose) — . 
all these, with “ Mogg’s Road Book,” the “ Gardeners’ 
(Jhronicle,” and a l)ackgannnon-boavd, form the Major^s 
library. Under the trophy there ’s a picture of Mrs. 
Ponto, in a light blue divss and train, and no waist, 
when she was first married ; a fox’s brush lies over 
the frame, and serves to keep the dust off that work 
of art. 

“ My library ’s small,” says Po.nto, with the most 
amazing irapuden(!e, “ but well selected, my hoy — 
well selected. I have been reading the ‘ History of 
England’ all the morning.” 



CHAPTER XXVTI. 


' A VISIT TO SOME COUNTRY SNOBS. 

We had the fish, which, as the kijid reader may 
remember, I had brought down in a delicate attention 
to Mrs. Ponto, to variegate the rej)ast of next day ; 
and cod and oyster-sauce, twice laid, salt cod and 
scalloped oysters, formed parts of the bill of faro 
until I began to fancy that the Ponto family, like our 
late revered monarch George II., had a fancy for 
stale fish. And about this time, the pig being con- 
sumed, we began upon a sheep. 

But how shall I forget the solemn sy)lendor of a 
second course, which was served up in grt'at state by 
Stripes in a silver dish and cover, a nai)kin twisted 
round his dirty thumbs ; and consisted of a landrail, 
not much bigger than a corpulent sjiarrow. 

“ My love, will you take any game ? ” says Ponto, 
with prodigious gravity ; and stuck his fork into that 
little mouthful of an island in the silver sea. Stripes, 
too, at intervals, dribbled out the marsala with a 
solemnity which would have done honor to a Duke’s 
butler. The Barmecide’s dinner to Shacabac Avas only 
one degree removed from these solemn banquets. 

As there were plenty of pretty country places close 
by j a comfortable country town, with good houses of 
gentlefolks; a beautiful old parsonage, close to the 
church whither we went (and where the Carabas 
family have their ancestral carved and monumented 
Gothic pew), and every appearance of good sociely in 
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the neighborhood, I rather wondered we were tiiot 
enlivened by the appearance of some of the neighbors 
at the Evergreens, and asked about them. 

^^We can^t in our position of life — we can’t well 
associate with the attorney’s family, as I leave you to 
suppose,” said Mrs. Ponto, coubdentially. course 

not,” I answered, though I did n’t know why, And 
the Doctor ? ” said I. 

‘‘A most excellent worthy creature,” says Mrs. P. ; 

saved Maria’s life — really a learned man ; but what 
can one do in one’s position ? One may ask one’s med- 
ical man to one’s table certainly : but his family, my 
dear Mr. Snob ! ” 

‘^Half a dozen little gallipots,” interposed Miss Wirt, 
the governess : he, he, he ! ” and the young ladies 
laughed in chorus. 

We only live with the county families,” Miss Wirt ^ 
continued, tossing up her head. The Duke is abroad ; 
we are at feud with the Carabases ; the Ringwoods 
don’t come down till Christmas : in fact, nobody ’s here 
till the hunting-season — positiv(‘ly nobody.” 

Whose is the large red house^just outside of the 
town ? ” 

What ! the chateau calicot ? he, he, he ! That purse- 
proud ex-linendraper, Mr. Yardley, with the yellow liv- 

^ I have since lieard tliat this aristocratic lady’s father was a 
livery-button-makor in St. Martin’s Lane where he met witli mis- 
fortunes, and his daughter acquired her taste for heraldry. But 
it aiay be told to her credit, that out of her earnings she has kept 
the bedridden old bankrupt in great comfort and secrecy at Pen- 
tonville ; and furnished her brother’s outfit for the Cadetship which 
her patron. Lord Swigglebiggle, gave her when lie was at the Board 
of Control. I have this information from a friend. To hear Miss 
Wirt herself, you would fancy that her papa was a Kothschild, and 
that the markets of Europe were convulsed when he went into f;he 
Gazette. 
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eries, and the wife in red velvet ? How can yon, my 
dear Mr. Snob, be so satirical ? The impertinence of 
those people is really something quite overwhelming.’’ 

“ Well, then, there is the parson, Doctor Chrysos- 
tom. He’s a gentleman, at any rate.” 

At this^ Mrs. Ponto looked at Miss Wirt. After 
their eyes had met and thciy had wagged their heads 
at each other, they looked up to the ceiling. So did 
the young ladies. They thrilled. It^was evident T 
had said something very terribh?. Another black 
sheep in the Church ? thought I, with a little sorrow ; 
for I don’t care to own tliat T have a respe(;t for the 
cloth. ‘‘I — I ho])e tln^re’s nothing wrong?” 

Wrong?” says Mrs. P., clas])ing her hands with a 
tragic air.. 

Oh ! ” says Miss Wirt, and the two girls, gasping 
in chorus. 

Well,” says T, T ’m very sorry for it. I never saw 
a nicer-looking old gentleman, or a better school, or 
heard a better sermon.” 

^^kle used to preach those sermons in a surplice,” 
hissed out Mrs. Ponto, He ’s a Puseyite, Mr. 
Snob.” 

Heavenly powers ! ” says I, admiring the pure 
ardor of these female theologians ; and Stripes came 
in with the tea. It ’s so weak that no wonder Ponto’s 
sleep is n’t disturbed by it. 

Of mornings we used to go out shooting. We had 
Ponto’s own fields to sport over (where we got the 
fieldfare), and the non-preserved part of the Haw- 
buck property i and one evening in a stubble of Pon- 
to’s skirting the Carabas woods, we got among some 
pheasants, and had some real sport. I shot a hen, I 
know, greatly to my delight. Bag it,” says Ponto, 
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in rather a harried manner ; “ here ’s somebody com- 
ing.” So I pocketed the bird. 

“ You infernal poaching thieves ! ” roars out a man 
from the hedge in the garb of a gamekeeper. “ I wish 
I could catch you on this side of the hedge. I ’d .put 
a brace of barrels into you, that I would.” 

“ Curse that Snapper,” says Fonto, moving off ; “ he ’s 
always watching me like a spy.” 

“ Carry off the birds, you sneaks, and sell ’em in 
London,” roars the individual, who it appears was a 
keeper of Lord Carabas. “You ’ll get six shillings a 
brace for ’em.” 

“ Fou know the price of ’em well enough, and so 
does your master too, you scoundrel,” says Fonto, still 
retreating. 

“We kills ’em on our ground,” cries Mr. Snapper. 
“ We don’t set traps for other people’s birds. We’re 
no decoy ducks. We ’re no sneaking poachers. We 
don’t shoot ’ens, like that ’ere Cockney, who ’s got the 
tail of one a-sticking out of his pocket. Only just 
come across the hedge, that ’s all.” 

“ I tell you what,” says Stripes, who was out with 
us as keeper this day (in fact he ’s keeper, coachman, 
gardener, valet, and bailiff, with Tummus under him), 
“if you HI come across, John Snapper, and take your coat 
off, I ’d give you such a whopping as you ’ve never had 
since the last time I did it at Guttlebury Fair.” 

“ Whop one of your own weight,” Mr. Snapper %aid, 
whistling his dogs,, and disappearing into the wood. 
And so we came out of this’ controversy rather vic- 
toriously ; but I began to alter my preconceived ideas 
of rural felicity. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 


ON SOME COUNTRY SNOBS. 

B« hanged to your aristocrats ! ” Ponto said, in 
some eonversatiou we had regarding* the family at 
Garabas, between whom and the .Evergreens there 
was a feud. “ When I first came into the county — 
it was the year before Sir John Buff contested in the 
Blue interest — the Marquis, then Lord St. Michaels, 
who, of course, was Orange to the core, paid me and 
Mrs. Ponto such attentions, that I fairly confess I 
was taken in by the old humbug, and thought that 
I’d met with a rare neighbor. ’Gad, sir, we used 
to get pines from Carabas, and pheasants from Car- 
abas, and it was — ‘ Ponto, when will you come 
over and shoot ? ’ — and — ‘ Ponto, our pheasants 
want thinning,’ — and my lady would insist upon 
her dear Mrs. Ponto coming over to Carabas to sleep, 
and put me I don’t know to what expense for tur- 
bans and velvet gowns for my wife’s toilette. Well, 
sir, the election takes place, and though I was always 
a Liberal, personal friendship of course induces me to 
plump for St. Michaels, who comes in at the head of 
the poll. Eext year, Mrs. P. insists upon going to 
town— -with lodgings in Clarges Street at ten pounds 
a week, with a hired brougham, and new dresses for 
herself and the girls, and the deuce and all to pay. 
Our first cards were to Carabas House ; my lady’s are 
returned by a great big flunky : and I leave you to 
fancy my poor Betsy’s discomfiture, as the lodging* 
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house maid took in the cards, and Lady St. Michaels 
drives away, though she actually saw us at the draw- 
ing-room window. Would you believe it, sir, that 
though we called four times afterwards, those infernal 
aristocrats never returned our visit ; that though Lady 
St. Michaels gave nine dinner-parties and four dijeu- 
nets that season, she never asked us to one ; and that 
she cut us dead at the Opera, though Betsy was nod- 
ding to her the whole night ? We wrote to her for 
tickets for Alm!lck^s ; she writes to say that all hers 
were promised; and said, in the presence of Wiggins, 
her lady^s-maid, who told it to Diggs, my wife/s woman, 
that she could n’t conceive how people in our station 
of life could so far forget themselves as to wish to 
appear in any such place ! Go to Castle Carabas ! I ’d 
sooner die than set my foot in the house of that im- 
pertinent, insolvent, insolent jackanaj^es — and I hold 
him in scorn ! After this, Ponto gave me some pri- 
vate information regarding Lord Carabas’s pecuniary 
affairs ; how he owed money all over the county ; how 
Jukes, the carpenter, Avas utterly ruined and, could n’t 
get a shilling of his bill; how Biggs, the butcher, 
hanged himself for the same reason; how the six big 
footmen never received a guinea of wages, and Snaffle, 
the state coachman, actually took off his blown-glass 
wig of ceremony and flung it at Lady Carabas’s feet 
on the terrace before the Castle : all which stories, as 
they are private, I do not think proper to divuige. 
But these details did not stifle my desire to see the 
famous mansion of Castle Carabas, nay, possibly ex- 
cited my interest to know more about that lordly 
house and its owners. 

At the entrance of the park, there are a pair of 
great gaunt mildewed lodges — mouldy Doric temples 
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with black chimney-pots, in the finest classic taste, 
and the gates of course are surmounted by the chats 
bottes^ the well-known supporters of the Carabas fam- 
ily* Give the lodge-keeper a shilling,” says Porito, 
(who drove me near to it in his four-wheeled cruelty- 
chaise). “I warrant it’s the first piece of ready 
money he has received for some time.” I don’t know 
whether there was any foundation for this sneer, but 
the gratuity was received with a curtss, and the gate 
opened for me to enter. “ Poor old porteress ! ” says 
I, inwardly. You little know that it is the Historian 
of Snobs whom you let in ! ” The gates were priss(^d, 
A damp green stretch of park s])read right and left 
immeasurably, confined by a chilly gray wall, and a 
damp long straight road between two huge rows of 
moist, dismal lime-trees, lemls up to the Castle. In 
the midst of the park is a great black tank or lake, 
bristling over with rushes, and here and there covered 
over with patches of p(^a-soup. A shabby temple rises 
on an island in this dele(*ta.ble lake, which is approached 
by a rotten barge that lies at roost in a dilapidated 
boat-house. Clumps of elms and oaks dot over the 
huge green flat. Every one, of them would have been 
down long sinec^, but that the Marquis is not allowed 
to cut the timber. 

Up that long avenue the Snobographer walked in 
solitude. At the seventy-ninth 'tree on tlie hdt-hand 
side,*the insolvent butcher hanged himself. 1 scarcely 
wondered at the dismal deed, so woful and sad were 
the impression's connect<Hl with the place. So, for a 
mile and a half T walked — alone and thinking of 
death. 

I forgot to say the house is in full view all the way 

except when interc(q)ted by the trees on the miser- 
able island in the lake — an enormous red-brick man- 
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aion, sq^uare, vast, and dingy. It is flanked by foux 
stone towers with weathercocks. In the midst of the 
grand fa9ade is a huge Ionic portico, approached by a 
vast, lonely, ghastly staircase. Eows of black en- 
dows, framed in stone, stretch on either side, right 
and left — three stories and eighteen windows of a 
row. You may see a picture of the palace and stair- 
case, in the “Views of England aqd Wales,” with' 
four carved and gilt carriages waiting at the gravel 
walk, and several parties of ladies and gentlemen in 
wigs and hoops, dotting the fatiguing lines of the 
stairs. 

But these stairs are made in great houses for people 
not to ascend. The first Lady Carabas (they are but 
eighty years in the peerage), if she got out of her gilt 
coach in a shower, would be wet to the skin before 
she got half-way to the carved Ionic portico, where 
four dreary statues of Peace, Plenty, Piety, and 
Patriotism, are the only sentinels. You enter these 
palaces by back-doors. “ That was the way the Garar 
bases got their peerage,” the misanthropic Ponto said 
after dinner. 

Well — I rang the bell at a little low side-door ; it 
clanged and jingled and echoed for a long, long while, 
till at length a face, as of a housekeeper, peered 
through the door, and, as she saw my hand in my 
waistcoat pocket, opened it. Unhappy, lonely house- 
keeper, I thought. Is Miss Crusoe in her island'more 
solitary ? The door clapped to, and I was in Castle 
Carabas. * 

“ The side entrance and ’all,” says the housekeeper. 
“The halligator hover the mantel-piece was brought 
home by Hadmir^ St. Michaels, when a Capting 
with Lord Hanson! The harms on the cheers is the 
harms of the Carabas family.” The hall was rather 
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comfortable. We went clapping up a clean stone 
backstair, and then into a back passage cheerfully- 
decorated with ragged light-green Kidderminster, and 
issued upon 


“the great ’all. 

“ The great ’all is seventy-two feet in lenth, fifty- 
six in breath, and thirty-eight feet ’igh. The carvings 
of the chimlies, representing the buth,of Venus, and 
Ercules, and Eyelash, is by Van Chislum, the- most 
famous sculpture of his hage and country. The ceil- 
ing, by Calimanco, represents Painting, Harchitecture 
and Music (the naked female figure with the barrel 
horgan) introducing George, fust Lord Carabas to the 
Temple of the Muses. The winder ornaments is by 
Vanderputty. The floor is Patagonian marble; and 
the chandelier in the centre was presented to Lionel, 
second Marquis, by Lewy the Sixteenth, whose ’ead 
was cut hoff in the French Revelatiom We now 
henter" 


■ “the south gallery. 

“One ’undred and forty-eight in lenth by thirty- 
two in breath; it is profusely hornaminted by the 
choicest works of Hart. Sir Andrew Katz, founder 
of the Carabas family and banker of the Prince of 
Horange, Kneller. Her present ladyship, by Law- 
, rence. Lord St. Michaels, by the same — he is repre- 
sented sittin’ pn a rock in velvit pantaloons. Moses 
in the bullrushes — the bull very fine, by Paul Potter. 
The toilet of Venus, Fantaski. Flemish Boros drink- 
ihg. Van Ginnums. Jupiter and Eupopia, De Horn. 
The Grandjunotion Canal, Venis, by Candleetty ; and 
Italian Bandix, by Slavata Eosa.” — And so this 
worthy woman went on, from one room into another, 
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from the blue room to the green, and the green to 
the grand saloon, and the grand saloon to the tapestry 
closet, cackling her list of pictures and wonders : and 
furtively turning up a corner of brown holland to 
show the color of the old, faded, seedy, mouldy, dis- 
mal hangings. 

At last we came to her ladyship’s bedroom. In,, 
the centre of this dreary apartment there is a bed 
about the size of one of those whizgig temples in 
which the Genius appears in a pantomime. The huge 
gilt edifice is approached by steps, and so tall, that it 
might be let off in floors, for sleeping-rooms for all 
the Carabas family. An awful bed ! A murder might 
be done at one end of that bed, and people sleeping at 
the other end be ignorant of it. Gracious powers ! 
fancy little Lord Carabas in a nightcap ascending 
those steps after putting out the candle! 

The sight of that seedy and solitary splendor was 
too much for me. I should go mad were I that lonely 
housekeeper — in those enormous galleries — m that 
lonely library, filled up with ghastly folios that no- 
body dares read, with an inkstand on the centl'e table 
like the coffin of a baby, and sad })ortraits staring at 
you from the bleak walls with their solemn mouldy 
eyes. No wonder that Carabas does not come down 
here often. It would require two thousand footmen 
to make the place cheerful. No wonder the coach- 
man resigned his wig, that the masters are insolvent, 
and the servants perish in this huge dreary out-at- 
elbow place. 

A single family has no more right to build itself a 
temple of that sort than to erect a tower of Babel. 
Such a habitation pis not decent for a mere mortal 
man. But, after all, I suppose poor Carabas had no 
choice. Fate put him there as it sent Napoleon to 
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St, Helena. Suppose it had been decreed by Nature 
that you and I should be Marquises ? We would n’t 
refuse, I suppose, but take Castle Carabas and all, 
with debts, duns, and mean makeshifts, and slmbby 
pride, and swindling magnificence. 

Next season, when I read of Lady Carabas’s splen- 
did entertainments in the “Morning Post,” and see 
the poor old insolvent cantering through the Park — 
I shall have a much tenderer interest jn these great 
people than I have had heretofore. Poor old shabby 
Snob! Ride on and fancy the world is still on its 
knees before the house of Carabas ! Give yourself 
airs, poor old bankrupt Magnifico, who are under 
money-obligations to your flunkies; and must stoop 
so as to swindle poor tradesmen ! And for us, 0 my 
brother Snobs, ought n’t we to feel happy if our walk 
through life is more even, and that we are out of the 
reach of that surprising arrogance and that astound- 
ing meanness to which this wretched old victim is 
obliged to mount and descend. 



CHAPTER, XXIX 


A VISIT TO SOMB COUNTRY SNOBS. 

C 

Notable as my reception had been (under that 
unfortunate mistake of Mrs. Ponto that I was related 
to Lord Snobbington, which I was not permitted to 
correct), it was nothing compared to the bowing and 
kotooing, the raptures, and flurry which preceded and 
welcomed the visit of a real live lord and lord’s son, 
a brother oflicer of Cornet Wellesley Ponto, in the 
120th Hussars, who came over with the young Cornet 
from Guttlebury, where their distinguished regiment 
was quartered. This was my Lord Gules, Lord 
Saltire’s grandson and heir : a very young, short, 
sandy-haired and tobacco-smoking nobleman, who can- 
not have left the nursery very long, and who, though 
he accepted the honest Major’s invitation to the Ever- 
greens in afletter written in a schoolboy handwriting, 
with a number of faults of spelling, may yet be a 
very fine classical scholar for what I know : having 
had his education at Eton,' where he and young Ponto 
were inseparable. * 

At any rate, if he can’t write, he has mastered a 
number of other accomplishments wonderful for one 
of his age and size. He is one of the best shots and 
riders in England. He rode his horse Abracadabra, 
and won the famous Guttlebury steeple-chase. He 
has horses entered at half the races in the country 
(under other j)eople’s names; for the old lord is a 
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strict hand, and will not hear of betting or gambling). 
He has lost and won such sums of money as my Lord 
George himself might be proud of. He knows all the 
stables, and all the jockeys, and has all the ^^informar 
tion,” and is a match for the best Leg at Kewmarket. 
Nobody was ever known to be too much for him : 
at play or in the stable. ' 

Although his grandfather makes him a moderate 
allowance, by the aid of post-obits ^nd convenient 
friends he can live in a splendor becoming his rank. 
He has not distinguished himself in the knocking 
down of policemen much ; he is not big enough for 
that. But, as a light-weight, his skill is of the very 
highest order. At billiards he is said to be first-rate. 
He drinks and smokes as much as any two of the 
biggest officers in his regiment. With such high 
talents, who can say how far he may not go ? He 
may take to politics as a delassementy and be Prime 
Minister after Lord George Bentinck. 

My young friend Wellesley Ponto is a gaunt and 
bony youth, with a pale face profusely blotched. 
From his continually pulling something on his chin, 
I am led to fancy that he believes he has what is 
called an Imperial growing there. That is not the 
only tuft that is hunted in the family, by the way. 
He can’t, of course, indulge in those expensive amuse- 
ments which render his aristocratic comrade so re- 
spected: he bets pretty freely when he is in cash, 
and rides when somebody mounts him (for he can’t 
afford more than his regulation chargers). At drink- 
, ing he is by no means inferior ; and why do you 
think he brought his noble friend. Lord Gules, to the 
^Evergreens? — Why? because he intended to ask 
his mother to order his father to pay his debts, which 
she could n’t refuse before such ah exalted presence. 
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Young Ponto gave me all this information with tne 
most engaging frankness. We are old friends. I 
used to tip him when he was at school. 

^^Gad!’^ says he, ^^our wedgment’s so doothid 
exthpenthif. Must hunt, you know. A man could n^t 
live in the wedgment if he didn’t. Mess expenses 
enawmuth. Must dine at mess. Must drink cham* 
pagne and claret. Ours ain’t a port and sherry light- 
infantry mess.^ Uniform’s awful. Fitzstultz, oui 
Colonel, will have ’em so. Must be a distinction you 
know. At his own expense Fitzstultz altered the 
plumes in the men’s caps (you called them shaving- 
brushes, Snob, my boy: most absurd and luijust that 
attack of yours, by the way) ; that altewation alone 
cotht him five hundred pound. The year befaw latht 
he horthed the wegiment at an immenthe expenthe, 
and we ’re called the Queen’th Own Pyelialds from 
that day. Ever theen utli on pawade ? The Empewar 
Nicolath burtht into tearth of envy when he thaw 
uth at Windthol*. And you see,” continued my young 
friend, “ I brought Gules down with me, as the 
Governor is very sulky about shelling out, just to 
talk ^i^y mother over, who can do anything with him. 
Gules told her that I was Fitzstultz’s favorite of the 
whole regiment ; and, Gad ! she thinks the Horse 
Guards will give me my troop for nothing, and he 
humbugged the Governor that I was the greatest 
screw in the army. Ain’t it a good dodge ? ” * 

With this Wellesley left me to go and smoke a 
cigar in the stables with Lord Gules, and make merry 
over the cattle there, under Stripe’s superintendence. 
Young Ponto laughed with his friend, at the venerable 
four-wheeled cruelty-K^haise ; but seemed amazed that 
the latter should ridicule still more an ancient chariot 
of the build of 1824, emblazoned immensely with the 
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arms of the Pontos and the Snaileys, from which lat^ 
ter distinguished family Mrs. Ponto issued. 

I found poor Pon in his study among his boots, in 
such a rueful attitude of despondency, tliat I eonjd 
not but remark it. Look at that ! ’’ says the ])oor 
fellow, handing me over a document. ^^It’s tlic 
second change in unifoi;m since he 's been in tlie 
army, and yet tliere no extravagance about the lad. 
Lord Gules tells me he is the most (;areful youngster 
in the regiment, God bless him ! I kit look at that ! by 
heaven, Snob, look at that and say how can a man of 
nine hundred keep out of the Lench ? ’’ 1L('. gave a sob 
,as he handed me the paper across the table ; and his 
old face, and his old corduroys, and his shrunk shoot- 
ing-jacket, and his lean shanks, looked, as he spoke, 
more miserably haggard, bankrupt, and threadbare. 


Lieut, Wellesley PontOy 120iA Queen* s Own Pyelxild Hussars, 

To Knopf and Stecknadel, 
Conduit Streety London, 


Dress Jacket, richly 

£ s. <f. 


£ s. 

d. 

laced with gold . . 

35 

0 

0 

Brought forward 

207 3 

0 

Ditto Pelisse ditto, and 




Gold Barrelled sash . , 

11 18 

0 

trimmed with sable . 

60 

0 

0 

Sword 

11 n 

0 

Undress Jacket, trimmed 




Ditto Belt and Sabretache 

16 16 

0 

with gold .... 

15 15 

0 

Pouch and Belt . . 

15 15 

0 

Ditto Pelisse .... 

30 

0 

0 

Sword Knot .... 

1 4 

0 

Dress Pantaloons . . . 

12 

0 

0 

Cloak 

13 13 

0 

Ditto Overalls, gold lace 




Valise 

a 13 

6 

on sides 

6 

6 

0 

Regulation Saddle . , 

7 17 

6 

Umjress ditto ditto , . 

5 

5 

0 

Ditto Bridle, complete 

10 10 

0 

Blue Braided Frock . . 

14 14 

0 

A Dress Housing, com- 



Forage Cap .... 

3 

3 

0 

plete 

30 0 

0 

Dress Cap, gold lines, 




A pair of Pistols 

10 10 

0 

plume and chain • . 

25 

0 

0 

A Black Sheepskin, 

6 18 


Carried forward £207 

3 

“o 

edged 

0 


£m 9 0 


That evening Mrs. Ponto and her family made their 
darling Wellesley give a full, true, and particular ac- 
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fcounfc of everytliing that had taken place at Lord 
Fitzstultz’s } how many servants waited at dinner; 
and how the Ladies Schneider dressed ; and what his 
Eoyal Highness said when he came down to shoot ; 
and who was there ? “ What a blessing that boy is 
to me ! ” Said she, as my pimple-faced young friend 
moved off to resume smokijig operations with Gules 
ifi the now vacant kitchen ; — and poor Ponto’s dreary 
and desperate lopk, shall I ever forget that ? 

0 you parents and guardians ! 0 you men and wo- 
men of sense in England ! 0 you legislators about to 
assemble in Parliament ! Read over that tailor’s bill 
above printed — read over that absurd catalogue of 
insane gimcracks and madman’s tomfoolery — and 
say how are you ever to get rid of Snobbishness when 
society does so much for its education ? 

Three hundred and forty pounds for a young chap’s 
saddle and breeches ! Before George, I would rather 
be a Hottentot or a Highlander. We laugh at poor 
Jocko, the monkey, dancing in uniform ; or at poor 
Jeames, the flunky, with his quivering calves and 
plush tights ; or at the nigger Marquis of Marmalade, 
dressed out with sabre and epaulets, and giving him- 
self the airs of a field-marshal. Lo ! is not one of the 
Queen’s Pyebalds, in full fig, as great and foolish a 
monster ? 



CHAPTER XXX. 


ON SOME COUNTRY, SNOBS. 

At last came that fortunate day the Evergreens, 
when I was to be made acquainted with some of the 
“ county families ” with whom only people of Ponto’s 
rank condescended to associate. And now, although 
poor Ponto had just been so cruelly made to bleed on 
occasion of his son’s new imiform, and though he was 
in the direst and most cut-throat spirits with an over- 
drawn account at the banker’s, and . other pressing 
evils of poverty ; although a tenpenny bottle of mar- 
sala and an awful parsimony presided generally at his 
table, yet the poor fellow was obliged to assume the 
most frank and jovial air of cordiality } and all the 
covers being removed from the hangings, and new 
dresses being procured for the young ladies, and the 
family plate being unlocked and displayed, the house 
and all within assumed a benevolent and festive ap- 
pearance. The kitchen fires began to blaze, the good 
wine ascended from the cellar, a professed cook 
actually came over from Guttlebury to compile culi- 
nary abominations. Stripes was in a new coat, and so 
was Ponto, for a wonder, and Tummus’s button suit 
was worn en permanence} 

And all this to show off the little lord, thinks I. 
All this in honor of a stupid little cigarrified Cornet 

^ I caught him in tUs costume, trying the flavor of the sauce of 
a tipsy-cake, which was made by Mrs. Ponto’s own hands for bet 
grtests’ delectation. 
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of dragoons, who can barely write his name, — while 
an eminent and profound moralist like — somebody --i- 
is fobbed off with cold mutton and relays of pig. 
Well, well : a martyrdom of cold mutton is just bear- 
able. I pardon Mrs. Ponto, from my heart I do, 
especially as I would n’t turmout of the best bedroom, 
in spite of all her hints ; but held my ground in the 
chintz tester, vowing that Lord Gules, as a young 
man, was quite small and hardy enough to make him- 
self comfortable elsewhere. 

The great Ponto party was a very august one. 
The Hawbucks came in their family coach, with the 
blood-red hand emblazoned all over it : and" their man 
in yellow livery waited in country fashion at table, 
only to be exceeded in splendor by the Hipsleys, the 
opposition baronet, in light blue. The old Ladies 
Fitzague drove over in their little old chariot with the 
fat black horses, the fat coachman, the fat footman 
(why are dowagers’ liorses and footmen always fat ? ). 
And soon after these personages had arrived, with 
their auburn fronts and red beaks and turbans, came 
the Honorable and Reverend Lionel Pettipois, who 
with General and Mrs. Sago formed the rest of the 
party. ^^Lord and Lady Frederick Howlet were 
asked, but they have friends at Ivybush,” Mrs. Ponto 
told me ; and that very morning, the Castlehaggards 
sent an excuse, as her ladyship had a return of the 
quinsy. Between ourselves, Lady Castlehaggard’s 
quinsy always comes on when there is dinner at the 
Evergreens. 

If -the keeping of polite company could niake a 
woman happy, surely my kind hostess Mrs. Ponto 
was on that day a happy woman. Every person pres- 
ent (except the unlucky impostor who pretended to a 
connection with the Snobbington Family, and General 



THE BOOK OF SNOBS. 


331 


Sago, who had brought home I don’t know how many 
lacs of rupees from India) was related to the Peerage 
or the Baronetage. Mrs. P. had her heart’s desire. 
If she had been an Earl’s daughter herself could she 
have expected better company ? — and her family 
were in the oil-trade at Bristol, as all her friends very 
well know. 

What I complained of in my heart was not the din- 
ing — which, for this once, was plentiful and com- 
fortable enough — but the prodigious dulness of the 
talking part of the entertainment. 0 my beloved 
brother Snobs of the City, if we love each other no 
better thafi our country brethren, at least we amuse 
each other more ; if we bore ourselves, we are not 
called upon to go ten miles to do it! 

For instance, the Hipsleys came ten miles from the 
south, and the Hawbucks ten miles from the nortli, of 
the Evergreens ; and were magnates in two different 
divisions of the coxinty of Maugclwurzelshire. Hip- 
sley, who is an old baronet, with a bothered estate, 
did not care to show his contemj)t for Hawbuck, who 
is a new j3re.ation, and rich. Hawbuck, on his part, 
gives himself patronizing airs to Gtmeral Sago, who 
looks upon the Pontos as little better than paupers. 

Old Lady Blanche,” says Ponto, “ I ho])e will leave 
something to her god-dauglitcr — my second girl — 
we’ve all of us half-poisoned ourselves with taking 
her physic.” 

Lady Blanche and Lady Rose Fitzague have, the 
first, a medical, and the second a literary turn. I am 
inclined to believe the former had a wet compresse 
around her body, on the occasion when I had the hap- 
piness of meeting her. She doctors everybody in the 
tieighbovliood, of which she is the ornament ; f^id has 
tried everything on her own person. She went intc 
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Court, and testified publicly her faitli in St. John 
Long ; she swore by Doctor Buchan, she took quanti- 
ties of Gambouge’s Universal Medicine, and whole 
boxfuls of Parr’s Life Pills. She has cured a multi- 
plicity of headaches by Squinstone’s Eye-snuff; she 
wears a picture of Hahnemann in her bracelet and a 
lock of Priessnitz’s hair in a brooch. She talked 
about her own complaints and those of her confidante 
for the time beiqg, to every lady in the room succes- 
sively, from our hostess down to Miss Wirt, taking 
them into corners, and whispering about bronchitis, 
hepatitis, St. Vitus, neuralgia, cephalalgia, and so 
forth. I observed poor fat Lady Hawbuck'*in a dread- 
ful alarm after some communication regarding the 
state of her daughter Miss Lucy Hawbuck’s health, 
and Mrs. Sago turn quite yellow, and put down her 
third glass of madeira, at a warning glance from Lady 
Blanche. 

Lady Rose talked literature, and about the book- 
club at Guttlebury, and is very strong in voyages and 
travels. She has a prodigious interest in Borneo, and 
displayed a knowledge of the history of thg Punjaub 
and Kaffirland that does credit to her memory. Old 
General Sago, who sat perfectly silent and plethoric, 
roused up as from a lethargy when the former coun- 
try was mentioned, and gave the company his story 
almut a hog-hunt at Ramj agger. I observed her lady- 
ship treated with something like contempt her neigh- 
bor the Reverend Lionel Piettipois, a young divine 
whom you may track through the country by little 
"awakening” books at half a crown a hundred,' which 
dribble out of his pockets wherever he goes. I saw 
him give Miss Wirt a sheaf of "The Little Washer- 
woman on Putney Common,” and to Miss Hawbuck 
a couple of dozen of " Meat in the Tray ; or the Young 
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Butoher-boy Bescued;” and on paying a, visit to 
Guttlebury gaol, I saw two notorious fellows waiting 
their trial there (and temporarily occupied with a 
game of cribbage), to whom his' reverence offered a 
tracit . as he ' was walking over Crackshins Common, 
and who robbed him of his purse, umbrella, and 
cambric handkerchief, leaving him the tracts ,to dis- 
tribute elsewhere. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 


A VISIT TO SOME COUNTRY SNOBS. 

“Why, dear Mr. Snob,” said a young lady ’of rank 
and fashion (to whom I prc^stmt my bi'st compli- 
ments), “ if you found everything so snobbish at the 
Evergreens, if the pig bored you and the mutton was 
not to your liking, and Mrs. Ponto was a humbug, 
and Miss Wirt a nuisance, with her abominable piano 
practice, -^why did you stay so long ? ” 

Ah, Miss, what a que.stion ! Have you never heard 
of gallant British soldiers storming batteries, of doc- 
tors passing nights in ])lague wards of lazarettos, 
and other instances of martyrdom ? What do you 
suppose induced gentleimm to walk tivo miles up to 
the batteries of Sobraon, with a hundred and fifty 
thundering guns bowling them down by hundreds ? — 
not ideasure, surely. What liauses your respected 
father to (piit his comfortable homo for his chambers, 
after diniuu', and pore ov(>r the most dreary law 
papers until long ])ast midnight ? Duty, Mademoi- 
selle ; dut}^ which must be done alike by military, 
or legal, or literary gents. There ’s a jjower of mar- 
tyrdom in our iirofession. 

You won’t believe it? Your rosy lips assume a 
smile of iiuiredulity — a mo.st naughty and odious ex- 
pression in a young lady’s face. — Well, then, the fact 
is, that my chambers. No. 24, Pump Court, Temple, 
were being painted by the Honorable Society, and 
Mrs. Slamkin, my laundress, having occasion to go 
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into Durham to see her daughter, who is married, and 
has presented her with the sweetest little grandson — 
a few weeks could not bo better spent than in rusti- 
cating. But all, how delightful Pump Court looked 
when I revisited its well-known chimney-pots ! Cari 
luoghL Welcome, welcome, O fog and smut ! 

But if you think there is no moral in the foregoing 
account of the Pontine family, you are, Madam, most 
painfully mistaken. In this v(‘.ry chayter we are go- 
ing to liave the moral — why, the whole of the papers 
are nothing but the moral, setting forth as they do 
the folly of being a Snob. 

You will remark that in the Country Snobograj)hy 
my poor friend Ponto has been held up almost ex- 
clusively for the public gaze — and why? Because 
we went to no other house ? Be(5ause other families 
did not welcome us to tlnur mahogany ? No, no. 
Sir John Hawbuck of the Haws, Sir John Hipsley of 
Briary Hall, don’t shut the gates of hospitality : of 
General Sago’s mulliga, tawny t could speak from ex- 
perience. And the two old ladies at Guttlebury, were 
they iiothing ? Do you suppose that an agreeable 
young dog, who shall be nameless, would not be made 
welcome ? Don’t you know that people are too glad 
to see anybody in tin? country ? 

But those dignified pm^sonages do not enter into the 
scheme of the present work, and are but minor char- 
actoBS of our Snob drama ; just as, in the play, kings 
and emj)erors are not lialf so im])ortaiit as many 
humble persons. The Doge of Venice, for instance, 
gives way to Othello^ who is but a nigger; and the 
King of France to Falconhridge, who is a gentleman 
of positively no birth at all. kSo with the exalted 
characters above mentioned. I perfectly well recol- 
lect that the claret at Hawbuck’s was not by any 
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means so good as that of Hipsley’s, while, on the 
contrary) some white hermitage at the Haws (by the 
way, the butler only gave me half a glass each time) 
was supernaculat. And I remember the conversa- 
tions. 0 Madam, Madam, how stupid they were! 
The subsoil ploughing; the pheasants and poaching; 
the row about the representation of the county ; the 
Earl of Mangelwurzelshire" being at variance with his 
relative and ijominee, the Honorable Marmaduke 
Tomnoddy ; all these I could put down, had I a mind 
to violate the confidence of private life ; and a great 
deal of conversation about the weather, the Mangel- 
wurzelshire Hunt, new manures, and eating and 
drinking, of course. 

But eui horn ? In these perfectly stupid and hon- 
orable families there is not that Snobbishness which 
it is our purpose to expose. An ox is an ox — a great 
hulking, fat-sided, bellowing, munching Beef. He 
ruminates according to his nature, and consumes his 
destined portion of turnips or oilcake, until the time 
comes for his disappearance from the pastures, to be 
succeeded by other deep-lunged and fat-ribbed ani- 
mals.! Perhaps we do not respect an ox. We rather 
acquiesce in him. The Snob, my dear madam, is the 
Prog that tries to swell himself to ox size. Let us 
pelt the silly brute out of his folly. 

Look, J pray you, at the’ case of my unfortunate 
friend Ponto, a good-natured, kindly English gentle- 
man — not over-wise, but quite passable ■— fond of 
port wine, of his family, of country sports and ^ri- 
^ture, hospitably minded, with as pretty a little 
IMbtrimonial country-house as heart can desire, and a 
thousand poiuuls a-year. It is not much; but mtre 
neus, people can live for less, and not uncomfortably. 

Pot instance, there the doctor, whom Mrs, P; does 
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ttofc condescend to visit that man educates a mirific 
family, and is lo^ed by the poor for miles round : and 
gives them port wine for physic and medicine, gratis. 
And how those people can get on with their pittance, 
as Mrs. Ponto says, is a wonder to Aer. 

Again, there is the clergyman, Doctor Chrysostom, 
— Mrs. P. says they quarrelled about Puseyism, but 1 
am given to understand it was because Mrs. C. had 
the jpas of her at the Haws — you njay see what the 
value of his living is any day in the “ Clerical Guide ; ” 
but you don’t know what he gives away. 

Even Pettipois allows that, in whose eyes the Doc- 
tor’s surplice is a scarlet abomination ; and so does 
Pettipois do his duty in his way, and administer not 
only his tracts and his talk, but his money and his 
means to his people. As a lord’s son, by the way, 
Mrs. Ponto is uncommonly anxious that he should 
marry either of the girls whom Lord Gules does not 
intend to choose. 

Well, although Pon’s income would make up almost 
as much as that of these three worthies put together 
— oh, my dear madam, see in what hopeless penury 
the poor fellow lives ! What tenant can look to /iis 
forbearance ? What poor man can hope for Ais char- 
ity ? “ Master ’s the best of men,” honest Stripes 

says, “ and when we was in the ridgment a more free- 
handed chap did n’t live. But the way in which Mis- 
sus* du soryou, I wonder the young ladies is alive, that 
Idu!” 

They live upon a fine governess and fine masters, 
and have clothes made by Lady Carabas’s own mil- 
liner; and their brother rides with earls to cover; 
and only the best people in the county visit at the 
Evergreens, and Mrs. Ponto thinks herself a pardon 
of wives and mothers, and a wonder of the world, for 
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doing all this misery and humbug, and snobbishness, 
on a thousand a^year. 

What an inexpressible comfort it was, my dear 
madam, when Stripes put my portmanteau in the 
four-wheeled chaise, and (poor Pon being toxiched 
with sciatica) drove me over to the “ Carabas Arms ” 
at Guttlebury, where we took leave. There were some 
bagmen there, in the Commercial Boom, and one talked 
about the house^^ he represented ; and another about 
his dinner, and a third about the Inns on the road, 
and so forth — a talk not very wise, but honest and 
to the purpose — about as good as that of the country 
gentlemen: and oh, how much pleasanter than listen- 
ing to Miss Wirt’s showpieces on the piano, and Mrs. 
I’onto’s genteel cackle about the fashion and the 
county families! 



CHAPTER XXXII. 


SNOBBIUM (JATHKKUM. 

When T see the great effect which fhese papers are 
producing on an intelligent public, 1 have a strong 
hope that before long we shall have a -regular Snob- 
department in the newspapers, just as we have the 
Police Courts and the Court news at present. When 
a flagrant case of bone-crushing or l^oor-law abuse 
occurs in the world, who so eloquent as “ The Times ” 
to point it out ? When a gross instance of Snobbish- 
ness happens, why should not the indignant journa- 
list call the public attention to that delinquency too ? 

How, for instance, could that wonderful case of the 
Earl of IVI angel wurzel and his brother be examined in 
the Snobbish point of view? Let alone the hector- 
ing, the bullying, the vaporing, the bad grauunar, the 
mutual recriminations, lie-givings, challenges, retrac- 
tions, whi(ih abound in the fraternal dispute — juit 
out of the question these points as concerning the in- 
dividual nobleman and his relative, with whose per- 
sonal affairs we have nothing to do — and consider 
how intimately (•orru])t, how hal)itually grovelling 
and mean, how entirely Snobbish in a word, a whole 
county .must be which can find no better chiefs or 
leaders than these two gentlemen. “We don’t 
want,” the great county of Mangelwurzelshire seems 
to say, “that a man should be able to ^vrite good gram- 
mar; or that he should keep a Christian tongue in 
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his head; or that he should have the commonest 
decency of temper, or even a fair share of good sense, 
in order to represent us in Parliament. All we re- 
quire is, that a man should be recommended to us by 
the Earl of Mangel wurzelshire. And all that we 
require of the Earl of Mangelwurzelshire is that he 
should have fifty thousand a-year and hunt the coun- 
try.’’ O you pride of all Snobland ! 0 you crawling, 
truckling, self-confessed lackeys and parasites ! 

But this is growing too savage : don’t let us forget 
our usual amenity, and that tone of j)layfulness 
and sentiment with which the beloved reader and 
writer have pursued their mutual reflections hitherto. 
Well, Snobbishness pervades the little Social Farce 
as well as the great State Coniedy ; and the self-same 
moral is tacked to either. 

There was, for instance, an account in the papers of 
a young lady who, misled by a fortune-teller, actually 
went part of the way to India (as far as Bagnigge 
Wells, I think) in search of a husband who was 
promised her there. Do you suppose this poor de- 
luded little soul would have left her shop for a man 
beloiY her in rank, or for anything but a darling of a 
Captain in epaulets and a red coat ? It was her 
Snobbish sentiment that misled her, and made her 
vanities a prey to the swindling fortune-teller. 

Case 2 was that of Mademoiselle de Saugrenue, 
^^the interesting young Frenchwoman with a profu- 
sion of jetty ringlets,” who lived for nothing at a 
boarding-house at Gosport, was then conveyed to 
Pareham gratis : and being there, and lying on the 
bed of the good old lady her entertainer, the dear 
girl took occasion to rip open the mattress, and step*! 
a cash-box, with which she fled to London. How 
would you account for the prodigious benevolence 



'THK BOOK OF SNOBS 


m 


exetoised tovards the interesting young French lady ? 
Was it her jetty ringlets on her charming face? 
— Bah ! Do ladies love others for having pretty 
faces and black hair ? — she said she was a relation of 
Lord de Saugrenue • talked of her ladyship her aunt, 
and of herself as a De Saugrenue. The honest board- 
ing-house people were at her feet at once. Good, 
honest, simple, lord-loving children of Suobland. 

Finally, there was the case of “ tljjs Right Honor- 
able Mr. Vernon,” at York. The Right Honorable 
was the son of a nobleman, and practised on an old 
lady. He procured from her dinners, money, wear- 
ing-apparel, spoons, implicit credence, and an entire 
refit of linen. Then he cast his nets over a family 
of father, mother, and daughters, one of whom he 
proposed to marry. The father lent him money, the 
mother made jams and pickles for him, the daughters 
vied with each other in cooking dinners for the Right 
Honorable — and what was the end? One day the 
traitor fled, with a teapot and a basketful of cold vic- 
tuals. It was the “ Right Honorable ” which baited 
the hook which gorged all these greedy, simple 
Snobs. Would they have been taken in by a com- 
moner ? Whdt old lady is there, my dear sir, who 
would take in you and me, were we ever so ill to do, 
and comfort us, and clothe us, and give us her money, 
and her silver forks ? Alas and alas ! what mortal 
xaSbi that speaks the truth can hope for such a land- 
lady? And yet, all these instances of fond and 
credulous Snobbishness have occurred in the same 
week’s' paper, with who knows how many score more ? 

Just as we had concluded the above remarks comes 
a pretty little note sealed with a pretty little butter- 
fly — bearing a northern postmark — and to the fol- 
lowing effect: — 
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** November 19. 

Mb. Punch, — Taking great interest in your Snob Papers, 
we are very anxious to know under what class of that respect- 
able fraternity you would designate us. 

We are three sisters, from seventeen to twenty-two. Our 
father is honestly and truly of a very good family (you will say 
it is Snobbish to mention that, but I wish to state the plain 
fact) ; our maternal grandfather was an Earl.^ 

“We can afford to take in a stamped edition of i/ow, and all 
Dickens’s works a^ fast as they come out, but we do not keep 
such a thing as a Peerage or even a Baronetage in the house. 

“We live with every comfort, excellent cellar, etc., etc. ; but 
as we cannot well afford a butler, we have a neat table-maid 
(though our father was a military man, has travelled much, 
been in the best socity, etc.). We have a coachman and helper, 
but we don’t put the latter into buttons, nor make them wait 
at table, like Stripes and Tummus.^ 

“We are just the same to pensons with a handle to their 
name as to those without it. We wear a moderate modicum 
of crinoline,® and are never limp^ in the morning. We have 
good and abundant dinners on china (though we have plate),® 
and just as good when alone as with company. 

“ Now, my dear Mr. Punch, will you please give us a short 
answer in your next number, and I will be so much obliged to 
you. Nobody knows we are writing to you, not even our 
father ; 'lior will we ever tease ® you again if you will only give 
us an answer — just for fun, now do I 

“ If you get as far as this, which is doubtful, you will prob- 
ably fling it into the fire. If you do, I cannot help it; but I 
am of a sanguine disposition, and entertain a lingering hope. 
At all events, I shall be impatient for next Sunday, for you 

^ The introduction of Grandpapa is, I fear, Snobbish 
® That is, as you like. I donT object to buttons in moderation. 

® Quite right. 

* Bless you ! 

® Snobbish ; and I doubt whether yon ought to dine as well when 
alone as with company. You will he getting top good dinners. 

® We like to be teased ; but tell Papa. 
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reach us on that day, and I ain ashamed to confess, we cannot 
resist opening you in the carriage driving home from church.^ 

“ I remain, etc., etc., for myself and sisters. 
Excuse this scrawl, but 1 always write headlong,^ 

P. S. — You were rather stupid last week, don’t you think ? * 
We keep no gamekeeper, and yet have always abundant game 
for friends to shoot, in spite of the poachers. We never write 
oil perfumed paper — in short, I can’t help thinking that if 
you knew us you would not think us Snobs,” 

To this I reply in the following manner : — 

My dear young ladies, I know your post-town : and shall 
be at church there the Sunday after next ; when, will you please 
to wear a tulip or some little tritle in your bonnets, so that I 
may know you ? You will recognize me and my dress — a 
quiet-looking young fellow, in a white top-coat, a crimson satin 
neckcloth, light blue trousers, with glossy tipped boots, and 
an emerald breastpin. 1 shall have a black crape round my 
white hat ; and my usual bamboo cane with the richly-gilt 
knob. I am sorry there will be no time to get up mustaches 
between now and next week. 

“ From seventeen to two-and-twenty ! Ye gods ! wliat ages! 
Dear young creatures, I can see you all three. Seventeen suits 
me, as nearest my own time of life ; but mind, I don’t say two- 
and-twenty is too old. No, no. And that pretty, roguish, de- 
mure, middle one. Peace, peace, thou silly little fluttering 
heart ! 

“ Yon Snobs, dear young ladies ! I will pull any man’s nose 
who says so. There is no harm in being of a good family. You 
can’t* help it, poor dears. What ’s in a name ? What is in a 
handle to it ? I confess openly that I should not object to being 
a Duke myself ; and between ourselves you might see a worse 
leg for a garter. 

^ O garters and stars ! what will Captain Gordon and Exeter 
Hall say to this ^ 

Dear little enthusiast ! 

® You were never more mistaken, Miss, in your life. 
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You Snobs, dear little good-natured things, no ! — that is, 
I hope not — I think not — I won’t be too confident — none 
of us should be — that we are not Snobs. That very confi- 
dence savora of arrogance, and to be arrogant is to be a Snob. 
In all the social gradations from sneak to tyrant, Nature has 
placed a most wondrous and various progeny of Snobs. But 
are there no kindly natures, no tender hearts, no souls hum- 
ble, simple, and truth-loving ? Ponder well on this question, 
'Sweet yotfug ladies. And if you can answer it, as no doubt 
you can — Incky^are you — and lucky the respected Herr Papa, 
and lucky the three handsome young gentlemen who are about 
to become each others’ brother-in-law.” 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 


SNOBS AND MABBIAGE. 

Eveetbody of the middle rank wl^o walks through 
this life with a sympathy for his companions on the 
same journey — at any rate, eveiy man who has been 
jostling in the world for some three or four lustres — 
must make no end of melancholy reflections upon the 
fate of those, victims whom Society, that is, Snobbish- 
ness, is immolating every day. With love and simplic- 
ity and natural kindness Snobbishness is perpetually’ 
at war. People dare not be happy for fear of Siiobs. 
People dare not love for fear of Snobs. People pine 
away lonely under the tyranny of Snobs. Honest 
kindly hearts dry up and die. Grallant generous lads, 
blooming with hearty youth, swell into bloated old- 
bachelorhood, and burst and tumble over. Tender 
‘girls wither into shrunken decay, and perish solitary, 
from whom Snobbishness has cut off the common 
claim to happiness and affection with which Nature 
endowed us all. My heart grows sad as I see the 
blundering tyrant’s handiwork. As I behold it I 
sweti with cheap rage, and glow with fury against 
the Snob. Come down, I say, thou skulking dulness ! 
Come down, thou stupid bully, and give up thy, brutal 
ghost ! . And I arm myself with the sword and spear, 
and taking leave of my family, go forth to do battle 
with that hideous ogre and giant, that brutal despot 
. in Snob Castle, who holds so many gentle hearts in 
torture and thrall. 
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When Punch is king, I declare there shall he no 
such thing as old maids and old bachelors. The Kev- 
erend Mr. Malthus shall be burned annually, instead 
of Guy Fawkes. Those who don’t marry shall go into 
the workhouse. It shall be a sin for the poorest not 
to have a i^retty girl to love him. 

The above reflections came to mind after taking a 
walk with an old comrade, Jack Spiggot by name, who 
is just passing i^to the state of old bachelorhood, after 
the manly and blooming youth in which I remember 
him. Jack was one of the handsomest fellows in 
England when we entered together in tbe Highland 
Buffs ; but I quitted the Cuttykilts early, and lost 
sight of him for many years. 

Ah ! how changed he is from those days ! He wears 
a waistband now, and has begun to dye his whiskers. 
His cheeks, which were red, are now mottled; his 
eyes, once so bright and steadfast, are the color of 
peeled plovers’ eggs. 

“ Are you married. Jack ? ” says I, remembering 
how consumedly in love he was with his cousin Letty 
Lovelace, when the Cuttykilts were quartered at 
Strathbungo some twenty years ago. 

“Married? no,” says he. “Not money enough. 
Hard enough to keep myself, much more a family, on 
five hundred aryear. Come to Dickinson’s; there’s 
some of the best madeira in London there, my boy.” 
So we went and talked over old times. The bill for 
dinner and wine consumed was prodigious, and the 
quantity of brandy-and-water that Jack took showed 
what a regular boozer he was. “A guinea- or two 
guineas. What the devil do I care what I spend for 
my dinner ? ” says he. 

“ And Letty Lovelace ? ” says I. 

Jack’s countenance fell. However, he burst into a 
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loud laugh presently. Letty Lovelace ! ” says he. 

She Letty Lovelace still ; but Gad, such a wizened 
old woman! She’s as thin as a thread-paper ' (you 
remember what a figure she had) ; her nose has got 
red, and her teeth blue. She’s always ill; always 
quarrelling with the rest of the family ; always psalm- 
singing, and always taking pills. Gad, T had a rare 
escape there. Push round the grog, old boy. 

Straightway memory went back tq the days when 
Letty was the loveliest of blooming young creatures : 
when to hear her sing was to make the heart jump 
into your throat ; when to see her dance, was better 
than Montessu orNoblet (they were the Ballet Queens 
of those days) ; when Jack used to wear a locket of 
her hair, with a little gold chain round his neck, and, 
exhilarated with toddy, after a sederunt of the Cutty- 
kilt mess, used to pull out this token, and kiss it, and 
howl about it, to the great amusement of the bottle- 
nosed old Major and the rest of the table. 

My father and hers could n’t put their horses to- 
gether,” Jack said. ^^The General wouldn’t come 
down with more than six thousand. My governor said 
it shouldn’t be done under eight. Lovelace told him 
. to go and be hanged, and so we parted company. They 
said she was in a decline. Gammon 1 She ’s forty, and 
as tough and as sour as this bit of lemon-peel. Don’t 
put much into your punch. Snob my boy. No man 
can stand punch after wine.” 

And what are your pursuits. Jack ? ” says I. 

Sold out when the governor died. Mother lives 
at Bath. Go down there once a-year for a week. 
Dreadful slow. Shilling whist. Four sisters — all 
unmarried except *the youngest — awful work. Scot- 
land in August. Italy in the winter. Cursed rheu- 
matism. Come to London in March, and toddle about 
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at the Club> old boy 5 and we won^t go home till maw- 
aw-ruing till daylight does appear.’^ 

And here ^s the wreck of two lives ! mused the 
present Snobographer, after taking leave of Jack 
Spiggot. Pretty merry Letty Lovelace^s rudder 
lost and she cast away, and handsome Jack Spiggot 
stranded on the shore like a drunken Trinculo.^^ 

What was it that insulted Nature (to use no higher 
name), and perverted her kindly intentions towards 
them ? What cursed frost was it that nipped the 
love that both were bearing, and condemned the girl 
to sour sterility, and the lad to selfish old-baohelor^ 
hood ? It was the infernal Snob tyrant who governs 
us all, who says, ‘^Tliou shalt not love without a 
lady’s-maid ; tfiou shalt not marry without a carriage 
and horses ; thou shalt have no wife in thy heait, 
and no children on thy knee, without a page in but- 
tons and a French bonne; thou shalt go to the devil 
unless thou hast a brougham ; marry poor, and society 
shall forsake thee j thy kinsmen shall avoid tliee as a 
criminal ; thy aunts and uncles shall turn up their 
eyes and bemoan the sad, sad manner in which Tom 
or Harry has thrown himself away.” You, young 
woman, may sell yourself without shame, and marry 
old Croesus ; you, young man, may lie away your 
heart and your life for a jointure. But if you are 
poor, woe be to you ! Society, the brutal Snob auto- 
crat, consigns you to solitary perdition. Wither, pbor 
girl, in your garret : rot, poor baohelor, in your Club. 

When I see those graceless recluses — those unnat- 
ural monks and, nuns of the order of St. Beelssebub/ 

^ This, of course, is understood to apply o»ly to those unrt»arried 
persons whom a mean and Snobbish fear about money has kept 
from fuiaiUng their natural destiny. Many persons there are de« 
voted to celibacy because they cannot help it. Of these a man 
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my hatred for Snobs, and their worship,* and their 
idols, passes all continence. Let us hew down that 
man-eating Juggernaut, I say, that hideous Dagon; 
and I glow with the heroic courage of Tom Thumb, 
and join battle with the giant Snob. 


vvould be a brute who spoke roughly. Indeed, after Miss O’Toole’s 
conduct to the writer, ho would be the last to condemn. But never 
mindi these are personal matters. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 


SKOBS AND MARRIAGE. 

In that noble romance called “Ten Thousand »• 
Year,” I reineuiber a profoundly pathetic description 
of the Christian manner in which the hero, Mr. 
Aubrey, bore his misfortunes. After making a dis- 
play of the most florid and grandiloquent resignation, 
and quitting his country mansion, the writer supposes 
Aubrey to come to town in a post-chaise and pair, sit- 
ting bodkin probably between his wife and sister. It 
is about seven o’clock, carriages are rattling about, 
knockers are thundering, and tears bedim the fine 
eyes of Kate and Mrs. Aubrey as they think that in 
happier times at this hour — their Aubrey used form- 
erly to go out to dinner to the houses of the aristoc- 
racy his friends. This is the gist of the passage — 
the elegant words I forget. But the noble, noble sen- 
timent I shall always cherish and remember. What 
can be more sublime than the notion of a great man’s 
relatives in tears about — his dinner ? With a few 
touches, what author ever more happily described A 
8nob ? 

We were reading the passage lately at the house of 
my friend, Raymond Gray, Esquire, Barrister-at-Law, 
an ingenious youth without the least practice, but 
who has luckily a great share of good spirits, which 
enables him to bide his time, and Itear laughingly his 
humble position in the world. Meanwhile, until it is 
altered, the stern laws of necessity and the expenses 
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of the Northern Circuit oblige Mr. Gray to live in 
a very tiny mansion in a very queer small square in 
the airy neighborhood of Gray’s Inn Lane. 

What is the more remarkable is, that Gray has a 
wife there. Mrs. Gray was a Miss Harley Baker: 
and I suppose I need not say that is a respectable 
family. Allied to the Cavendishes, the Oxfords, the 
Marrybones, they still, though rather d6chus from 
their original splendor, hold their heads as high as 
any. Mrs, Harley Baker, I know,^ never goes to 
church without John behind to carry her prayer- 
book ; nor will Miss Welbecl<^ her sister, walk twenty 
yards a-sho])])ing without the protection of Figby, her 
sugar-loaf page ; tliough the old lady is as ugly as any 
woman in the parish and as tall and whiskery as a 
grenadier. The astonishment is, how Emily Harley 
Baker could have stooped to many Raymond Gray. 
She, who was the prettiest and proudest of the 
family; she, who refused Sir Cockle Byles, of the 
'Bengal Service ; she, who turned up her little nose 
at Essex Temple, Q. C., and connected with the noble 
house of Albyn ; she, who had but £4,000 tout 
potage, to marry a man 'who had scarcely as much 
more. A scream of wrath and indignation was uttered 
by the whole family when they heard of this mhal- 
Uance. Mrs. Harley Baker never speaks of her 
daughter now but with tears in her eyes, and as a 
ruined creature. Miss Welbeck says, I consider 
that man a villain;” and has denounced poor good- 
natured Mrs. Perkins as a swindler, at whose ball the 
young people met for the first time. 

Mr. and Mrs. Gray, meanwhile, live in Gray’s Inn 
Lane aforesaid, with a maid-servant and a nurse, 
whose hands are very full, and in a most provoking 
and unnatural state of happiness. They have never 
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orice thought of crying about their dinner, like the 
Wretchedly puling and Snobbish womankind of my 
favorite Snob Aubrey, of “ Ten Thousand a-Year ; ” 
but, on the contrary, accept such humble victuals as 
fate awards them with a most perfect and thankful 
good grace — nay, actually have a portion for a hun- 
gry friend at times — as the present writer can grata- 
fully testify. 

I was mentioning these dinners, and some admirable 
lemon puddings which Mrs. G-ray makes, to our mutual 
friend the great Mr. Goldmore, the East India Director, 
when that gentleman’s face assumed an expression of 
almost apoplectic terror, and he gasped out, “ What I 
Do they give dinners ? ” He seemed to think it a 
crime and a wonder that such people should dine at 
all, and that it was their custom to huddle round their 
kitchen-fire over a bone and a crust. Whenever he 
meets them in society, it is a matter of wonder to him 
(and he always expresses his surprise very loud) how 
the lady can appear decently dressed, and the maff 
have an unpatched coat to his back. I have heard 
him enlarge upon this poverty before the whole room 
at thp “ Conflagrative Club.*’ to which he and I and 
Gray have the honor to belong. 

We meet at the Club on most days. At half-past 
four, Goldmore, arrives in St. James’s Street, from the 
City, and you may see him reading the evening papers 
in the bow-window of the Club, which enfilades Pall 
Mall -—a large plethoric man, with a bunch of seals in 
a large bow-windowed light waistcoat. He has large 
coat-tails, stuffed with agents’ letters and papers about 
companies of which he is a Director. His seals jingle 
as he walks. I wish I had such a man for an uncle, 

. and that he himself were childless. I would love and 
cherish him, and be kind to him. 
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At six o’clock in the full season, when, all the world 
is in St. James’s Street, and the carriages are cutting 
in and out among the cabs on the stand, and the 
tufted dandies are showing their listless faces out of 
“White’s,” and you see respectable gray-headed gen- 
tlemen waggling their heads to each other through the 
plate-glass windows of “ Arthur’s : ” and the red-coats 
wish to be Briareian, so as to hold all the gentlemen’s 
horses ; and that wonderful red-coated royal porter is 
sunning himself before Marlborough House ; — at the 
noon of London time, you see a light-yellow carriage 
with black horses, and a coachman in a tight floss-silk 
wig, and two footmen in powder and white and yellow 
liveries, and a large woman inside in shot-silk, a jjoo- 
dle, and a pink parasol, which drives up to the gate of 
the “ Conflagrative,” and the page goes and says to 
Mr. Goldmore (who is perfectly aware of the fact, as 
he is looking out of the windows with about forty 
other “.Conflagrative” bucks), “Your carriage, sir.” 
G. wags his head. “ Bemember, eight o’clock pre- 
cisely,” says he to Mulligatawney, the other East 
India Director; and, ascending the carriage, plumps 
down by the side of Mrs, Goldmore for a drive in the 
Park, and then home to Portland Place. As the car- 
riage whirls off, all the. young bucks in the Club feel 
a secret elation. It is a part of their establishment, 
as it were. That carriage “ belongs to their Club, and 
th^ir Club belongs to them. They follow the equipage 
with interest ; they eye it knowingly as they see it in 
the Park. But halt ! we are not come to the Club 
Snobs* yet. O my brave Snobs, what a flurry there 
will be among you when those papers appear 1 
Well, you may jijdge, from ,the above description, 
what sort of a man Goldmore is, A dull and pompous 
Leadenhall Street Croesus, good-natured wi^l, and 



354 THE BOOK OF SNOBS. 

* 

affable — cruelly affable. Mr. Goldmore can never 
forget/’ his lady used to say, ‘Hhat it was Mrs. Gray’s 
grandfather who sent him to India ; and though that 
young woman has made the most imprudent marriage 
in the world, and has left her station in society, her 
husband seems an ingenioixs and laborious young man^ 
and we shall do everything in our power to be of use 
to him.” So they used to ask the Grays to dinner 
twice or thrice i\\ a season, when, by way of increasing 
the kindness, Buff, the butler, is ordered to hire a fly 
to convey them to and from Portland Place. 

Of course I am much too good-natured a friend of 
both parties not to tell Gray of Goldmore’s opinion 
regarding him, and the nabob’s astonishment at the 
idea of the briefless barrister having any dinner at 
all. Indeed, Goldmore’s saying became a joke against 
Gray amongst us wags at the Club, and we used to 
ask him when he tasted meat last? whether we 
should bring him home something from dinner ! and 
cut a thousand other mad pranks with him in our 
facetious way. 

One day, then, coming home from the Club, Mr. 
Gray conveyed to his wife the astounding information 
that he had asked Goldmore to dinner. 

^^My love,” says Mrs. Gray, in a tremor, <‘how 
could you be so cruel ? Why, the dining-room won’t 
hold Mrs. Goldmore.” * 

^^Make your mind easy, Mrs. Gray; her ladyship is 
in Paris. It is only Croesus that ’s coming, and we 
are going to the play afterwards — to Sadlers Wells. 
Goldmore said at the Club that he thought Shakspeare 
was a great dramatic poet, and ought to be patronized ; 
whereupon, fired with enthusiasui, I invited him to 
our banquet.” 

Goodness gracious 1 what can we give him for 
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dinner ? He has two French cooks ; you know Mrs. 
Goldinore is always telling us about them; and he 
dines with Aldermen every day.” 

“ ‘ A plain leg of mutton, niy Lucy, 

I prythee get reswiy at three ; 

Have it tender, and smoking, and juicy, 

And what better meat can there be J’” 

says Gray, quoting my favorite poet. 

“ But the cook is ill ; and you know that horrible 
Pattypan the pastry-cook’s — ’’ 

“ Silence, Frau ! ” says Gray, in a deep tragedy 
voice. “ I will have the ordering of this repast. Do 
all things as I bid thee. Invite our friend Snob here 
to partitke of the feast. Be mine the task of procur- 
ing it.” 

“Don’t be expensive, Eaymond,” says his wife. 
“Peace; thou timid partner of the briefless one. 
Goldmore’s dinner shall be suited to our narrow 
means. Only do thou in all things my commands.” 
And seeing by the peculiar expression of the rogue’s 
countenance, that some mad waggery was in prepara- 
tion, I awaited the morrow with anxiety. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 


SNOBS AND MABBIAOB. 

Punctual to jbhe hour — (by the way, I cannot 
omit here to mark down my hatred, scorn, and indig- 
nation towards those miserable Snobs who come to 
dinner at nine, when they are asked at eight, in order 
to make a sensation in the company. May the loath- 
ing of honest folks, the backbiting of others, the 
curses of cooks, pursue these wretches, and avenge 
the society on which they trample ! ) — Punctual, I 
say, to the hour of five, which Mr. and Mrs. Ray- 
mond Gray had appointed, a youth of. ah elegant 
appearance, in a neat evening-dress, whose trim whis- 
kers indicated neatness, whose light step denoted 
activity (for in sooth he was hungry, and always is 
at the dinner hour, whatsoever that hour may be), 
and whose rich golden hair, curling down his shoul- 
ders, was set off by a perfectly new four-and-nine- 
penny silk hat, was seen wending his way down 
Bittlestone Street, Bittlestone Square, Gray’s Inn. 
The person in question, I need not say, was Mr. 
Snob. He is never late when invited to dine. Bht 
to proceed with my narrative: 

Although Mr. Snob may have flattered himself that 
he made a sensation as he strutted down Bittlestone 
Street with his richly-gilt knobbed cane (and indeed I 
vow I saw heads looking at me from Miss Squilsby’s, 
the brassrplated milliner opposite Raymond Gray’s, 
who has three silver-paper bonnets, and two fly-blown 
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French prints of fashion in the window), yet what 
was the emotion produced by my arrival, compared 
to that with which the little street thrilled, when at 
five minutes past five the floss-wigged coachman, the 
yellow hammer-cloth and flunkies, the black horses 
and blazing silver harness of Mr. Goldmore whirled 
down the street! It is a very little street, of very 
little houses, most of them with very large brass 
plates like Miss Squilsby’s. Coal-merc^)iants, architects 
and surveyors, two surgeons, a solicitor, a dancing- 
master, and of course, several house-agents, occupy the 
houses — little two-storied edifices with little stucco 
porticos. Goldmore’s carriage overtopped the roofs 
almost ; the first floors might shake hands with Croe- 
sus as he lolled inside ; all the windows of those first 
floors thronged with children and women ‘in a twink- 
ling. There was Mrs. Hammerly in curl-papers ; Mrs. 
Saxby with her front awry; Mr. Wriggles peering 
through the gauze curtains, holding the while his hot 
glass of rum-and- water — in fine, a tremendous com- 
motion in Bittlestone Street, as the Goldmore carriage 
drove up to Mr. Raymond Gray’s door. 

^^How kind it is of him to come with both the foot- 
men ! ’’ says little Mrs. Gray, peeping at the vehicle 
too. The huge domestic, descending from his perch, 
gave a rap at the door which almost drove in the 
building. All the heads were out ; the sun was shin- 
ing; the very organ-boy paused; the footman, the 
coach, and Goldmore’s red face and white waistcoat 
were blazing in splendor. The herculean plushed one 
went back to open the carriage door. 

Raymond Gray opened his in his shirt sleeves. 

He ran up to the carriage. Gome in, Goldmore, 
says he ; just in time, any boy. Open the door, 
What-d’-ye^all-um, and let your master out,'* ~ and 
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WWt-d’-ye-call-um obeyed mechanically, with a face 
of wonder and horror, only to be equalled by the 
look of stupefied astonishment which ornamented the 
purple countenance of his master. 

Wawt taim will you please have the cage^ sir ? 
says What-d’-ye-call-um, in that peculiar, unspellable, 
inimitable, flunky fied pronunciation which forms one 
of the chief charms of existence. 

^^Best have jt to the theatre at night,” Gray 
exclaims ; “ it is but a step from here to the Wells, 
and we can walk there. I ’ve got tickets for all. Be 
at Sadler’s Wells at eleven.” 

Yes, at eleven,” exclaims Goldmore, perturbedly, 
and walks with a flurried step into the house, as if 
he were going to execution (as indeed he was, with 
that wicked Gray as a Jack Ketch over him). The 
carriage drove away, followed by numberless eyes 
from doorsteps and balconies ; its appearance is still 
a wonder in Bittlestone Street. 

Go in there, and amuse yourself with Snob,” says 
Gray, opening the little drawing-room door. I ’ll 
call out as soon as the chops are ready. Fanny’s 
below, seeing to the pudding.” 

Gracious mercy ! ” says Goldmore to me, quite 
confidentially, how could he ask us ? I really had 
no idea of this — this utter destitution.” 

Dinner, dinner I ” roars out Gray, from the din- 
ing-room, whence issued a great smoking and fryifig ; 
and entering that apartment we find Mrs. Gray ready 
to receive us, and looking perfectly like a Princess 
who, by some accident, had a bowl of potatoes dn her 
hand, which vegetables she placed on the table. Her 
husband was meanwhile cooking mutton-chops on a 
gridiron over the fire. 

Fanny has made the roly-poly pudding,” says he ; 
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^^the chops are my part. Here’s a fine one; try 
this, Goldmore.” And he popped a fizzing cutlet on 
that gentleman’s plate. What words, what notes of 
exclamation can describe the nabob’s astonishment ? 

The tablecloth was a very old one, darned in a 
score of places. There was mustard in a teacup, a 
silver fork for Goldinore — all ours were iron. 

I was n’t born with a silver spoon in my mouth,” 
says Gray, gravely. That fork is J^he only one we 
have. Fanny has it genei’ally.” 

Raymond!” cries Mrs. Gray, with an .imploring 
face. 

She was used to better things, you know : and I 
hope one day to get her a dinner-service. I ’m told 
the electro-plate is uncommonly good. Wliere the 
deuce is that boy with the beer ? And now,” said he, 
springing up, I ’ll be a gentleman.” And so he put 
on his coat, and sat down quite gravely, with four 
fresh mutton-chops which he had by this time 
broiled. 

We don’t have meat every day, Mr. Goldmore,” 
he continued, and it ’s a treat to me to get a dinner 
like this. You little know, you gentlemen of Eng- 
land, who live at home at ease, what hardships 
briefless barristers endure.” 

Gracious mercy ! ” says Mr. Goldinore. 

Where’s the half and half? Fanny, go over to 
theT ^ Keys’ and get the beer. Here’s sixpence.” 
And what was our astonishment when Fanny got up 
as if to go ! ^ 

Gracious mercy ! let me,” cries Goldmore. 

^^Not for worlds, my dear sir. She’s used to it. 
They wouldn’t serve you as well as theyl^erve her. 
Leave her alone. Law bless you ! ” Raymond said, 
with astounding composure. And Mrs. Gray left the 
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room, and actually came back with a tray on which 
there was a pewter flagon of beer. Little Polly (to 
whom, at her christening, I had the honor of present- 
ing a silver mug ex oj^io) following with a couple 
of tobacco-pipes, and the queerest roguish look in 
her round little chubby face. 

Did you speak to Tapling about the gin, Fanny, 
my dear ? Gray asked, after bidding Polly put the 
pipes on the chimney-piece, which that little person 
had some difficulty in reaching. The last was tur- 
pentine, and even your brewing did n^t make good 
punch of it.’’ 

*^Yo\i would hardly suspect, Goldmore, that my 
wife, a Harley Baker, would ever make gimpuuch? 
I think my mother-in-law would commit suicide if 
she saw her.” 

Don’t be always laughing at Mamma, Raymond,” 
says Mrs. ‘Gray. 

Well, well, she would n’t die, and I don^t wish she 
would. And you don’t make gin-punch,' and you 
don’t like it either — and — Goldmore, do you drink 
your beer out of the glass, or out of the pewter ? ” 

Gracious mercy ! ” ejaculates Croesus once more, 
as little Polly, taking the pot with both her little 
bunches of hands, offers it, smiling, to that astonished 
Director. 

. And so, in a word, the dinner commenced, and was 
presently ended in a similar fashion. Gray pursued 
his unfortunate^ guest with the most queer and out- 
rageous description of his struggles, misery, and 
poverty. He described how he cleaned the knives 
when they were first married; and how he used to 
drag the cSlildren ^ in a little cart ; how his wife could 
toss pan-cakes ; and what parts of his dress she made* 
He told Tibbits, his clerk (who was in fact the funo 
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tionaxy who had brought the beer from the public- 
house, which Mrs. Fanny had fetched from the 
neighboring apartment) — to fetch “ the bottle of 
port wine,” when the dinner was over ; and told 
Goldmore as wonderful a history about the way in 
which that bottle of wine had come into his han^ as 
any of his former stories had been. When the repast 
was all over, and it was near time to move to the 
play, and Mrs. Gray had retired, and yc were sitting 
ruminating rather silently over the last glasses of the 
port, Gray suddenly breaks the silence by slapping 
Goldraore on the shoulder, and saying, “ Now, Gold- 
more, tell me something.” 

“ What ? ” asks Croesus. 

“ Have n’t you had a good dinner ? ” 

Gk)ldmore started, as if a sudden truth had just 
dawned upon him. He had had a good dinner ; and 
did n’t know it until then. The three mutton chops 
consumed by him were best of the mutton kind ; the 
potatoes were perfect of their order ; as for the roly- 
poly, it was too good. The porter was frothy and 
cool, and the port wine was worthy of the gills of a 
bishop. I speak with ulterior views ; for there is 
more in Gray’s cellar. 

“Well,” says Goldmore, after a pause, during which 
he took time to consider the momentous question 
Gray put to him — “ ’pon my word — now you say so 
— I* — I have — I really have had a monsous good 
dinnah — monsous good, upon my ward ! Here ’s 
your health. Gray my boy, and your amiable lady ; 
and when Mrs. Goldmore comes back, I hope we shall 
see you more in Portland Place.” And with this the 
time came for the play, and we went to see Mr. Phelps 
at Sadler’s Wells. 

The best of this story (for the truth of every word 
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of which I pledge my honor) is, that after this ban- 
quet, which Goldmore enjoyed so, the honest fellow 
felt a prodigious compassion and regard for the starv- 
ing and miserable giver of the feast, and determined 
to help him in his profession. And being a Director 
of the newly-established Antibilious Life Assur.ance 
Company, he has had Gray appointed Standing Coun- 
sel, with a pretty annual fee ; and only yesterday, in 
an appeal fronj, Bombay (Buckmuckjeo Bobbachee v. 
Ramchowder-Bahawder) in the Privy Council, Lord 
Brougham complimented Mr. Gray, who was in the 
case, on his curious and exact knowledge of the San- 
scrit language. 

Whether he knows Sanscrit or not, I can’t say ; biit 
Goldmore got him the business ; and so I cannot help 
having a lurking regard for that pompous old Bigwig. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 


SNOBS AND MARRIAGE. 

“We Bachelors in Clubs are very much obliged to 
you,” says my old school and college companion, 
Essex Temple, “ for the opinion which you hold of us. 
You call us selfish, purple-faced, bloated, and other 
pretty names. You state, in the simplest possible 
terms, that we shall go to the deuce. You bid us rot 
in loneliness, and deny us all claims to honesty, con- 
duct, decent Christian life. Who are you, Mr. Snob, 
to judge us so ? Who are you, with your infernal 
benevolent smirk and grin, that laugh {it all our 
generation ? 

“ I will tell you my case,” says Essex Temple ; 
“ mine and my sister Polly’s, and you may make what 
you like of it ; and sneer at old maids, and bully old 
bachelors, if you will. 

“ I will whisper to you confidentially that my sister 
Polly was engaged to Serjeant Shirker — a fellow 
whose talents one cannot deny, and be hanged to 
them, but whom I have always known to be mean, 
selfish, and a prig. However, women don’t see these 
faults in the men whom Love throws in their way. 
Shirker, who has about as much warmth as an eel, 
made tip to Polly years and years ago, and was no 
bad’ match for a briefless barrister, as he was then. 

“ Have you ever read Lord Eldon’s Life ? Do you 
remember how the sordid old Snob narrates his going 
out to purchase twopence-worth of sprats, which he 
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and Mrs. Scott fried between them? And how he 
parades his humility, and exhibits his miserable 
poverty — he who, at that time, must have been mak- 
ing a thousand pounds a-year ? Well, Shirker was 
just as proud of his prudence — just as thankful for 
his own meanness, and of course would not marry 
without a competency. Who so honorable? Polly 
waited, and waited faintly, from year to year. He 
was n’t sick at heart ; his passion never disturbed his 
six hours’ sleep, or kept his ambition out of mind. 
He would rather have hugged an attorney any day 
than have kissed Polly, though she was one of the 
prettiest creatures in the world ; and while she was 
pining alone up stairs, reading over the stock of half 
a dozen frigid letters that the confounded prig had con- 
descended to write to her, he, be sure, was never busy 
with anything but his brief^ in chambers — always 
frigid, rigid, self-satisfied, and at his duty. The mar- 
riage trailed on year after year, while Mr. Serjeant 
Shirker grew to be the famous lawyer he is. 

, “ Meanwhile, my younger brother, Pump Temple, 
who was in the 120th Hussars, and had the same little 
patrianony which fell to the lot of myself and Polly, 
must fall in love with our cousin, Fanny Figtree, and 
marry her out of hand. You should have seen the 
wedding!' Six bridesmaids in pink, to hold the fan, 
bouquet, gloves, scent-bottle, and pocket-handkerchief 
of the bride ; basketfuls of white favors in the vestry, 
to be pinned on to the footmen and horses ; a genteel 
congregation of curious acquaintance in the pews, a 
shabby one of poor on the steps ; all the carriages of 
all our acquaintance, whom Aunt Figtree had levied 
for the occasion; and of course four horses for Mr. 
Pump’s bridal vehicle. 

“Then comes the breakfast, or dije&n^, if you 
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please, with a brass band in the street, and policemen 
to keep order. The happy bridegroom spends about a 
year’s income in dresses for the bridesmaids and pretty 
presents ; and the bride must have a trousseau of laces, 
satins, jewel-boxes and tomfoolery, to make her fit to 
be a lieutenant’s wife. There was no hesitation about 
Pump. He flung about his money as if it had been 
dross ; and Mrs. P. Temple, on the horse Tom Tiddler, 
which her husband gave her, was the most dashing of 
military women at Brighton or Dublin. How old Mrs. 
Figtree used to bore me and Polly with stories of 
Pump’s grandeur and the noble company he kept! 
Polly lives with the Figtrees, as I am not rich enough 
to keep a home for her. 

“ Pump and I have always been rather distant. Not 
having the slightest notions abo\it horseflesh, he has 
a natural contempt for me ; and in our mother’s life- 
time, when the good old lady was always paying his 
debts and petting him, I ’m not sure there was not a 
little jealousy. It used to be Polly that kept the 
peace between us. 

“ She went to Dublin to visit Pump, and brought 
back grand accounts of his doings — gayest man about 
town — Aide-de-Camp to the Lord Lieutenant — 
Fanny admired everywhere — Her Excellency god- 
mother to the second boy : the eldest with a string of 
aristocratic Chri.stiau-names, that made the grand- 
mother wild with delight. Presently Fanny and 
Pump obligingly came over to London, where the 
third was born. 

‘‘ Polly was godmother ■ i^o this, and who so loving 
as she and Pump now ? ‘ Oh, Essex,’ says she to me, 
‘ he is so good, so generous, so fond of his family ; so 
handsome ; who can help loving him, and pardoning 
his little errors?’ One day, Tfhile Mrs. Pump was 
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yet in the upper regions, and Doctor Fingerfee’s 
brougham at her door every day, having business at 
Guildhall, whom should I meet in Cheapside but 
tump and Folly ? The poor girl looked more happy 
and rosy than I have seen her these twelve years. 
Pump, on the contrary, was rather blushing and 
embarrassed. 

I could n’t be mistaken in her face and its look of 
mischief and triumph. She had been committing 
some act of sacrifice. I went to the family stock- 
broker. She had sold out two thousand pounds that 
morning and given them to Pump. Quarrelling was 
useless. Pump had the money ; he was off to Dublin 
by the time I reached his mother’s, and Polly radiant 
still. He was going to make his fortune ; he was go- 
ing to embark the money in the Bog of Allen — I 
don’t know what. The fact is, he was going to pay 
his losses upon the last Manchester steeple-chase, and 
I leave you to imagine how much principal or interest 
poor Polly ever saw back again. 

‘‘ It was more than half her fortune, and he has had 
another thousand since from her. Then came elforts 
to staye off ruin and prevent exposure ; struggles on 
alk our parts, and sacrifices, that” (here Mr. Essex 
Temple beg«an to hesitate) — that need n’t be talked 
of; but they are of no more use than such sacrifices 
ever are. Pump and his wife are abroad — I don’t 
like to ask where ; Polly has the three children, and 
Mr. Serjeant Shirker has formally written to break 
off an engagement, on the conclusion of which Miss 
Temple must herself have speculated, when she 
alienated the greater part of her fortune, 

“ And here ’s your famous theory of poor mar- 
riages ! ” Essex Temple (u-ies, concluding the above 
history, ^^How do you know that I, don’t want to 
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marry myself ? How do you dare sneer at my poor 
sister ? What are we but martyrs of the reckless 
marriage system which Mr. Snob, forsooth, chooses 
to advocate?’’ And he thought he had the better 
of the argument, which, strange to say, is not my 
opinion. 

But for the infernal Snob-worship, might not every 
one of these people be happy ? If poor Polly’s hap- 
piness lay in linking her tender arnfs round such a 
heartless prig as the sneak Avho has deceived her, she 
might have been happy now — as happy as Raymond 
Raymond in the ballad, with the stone statue by his 
side. She is wretched because Mr. Scjrjeant Shirker 
worships money and ambition, and is a -Snob and a 
coward. 

If the unfortunate Pump Temple and his giddy 
hussy of a wife have ruined themselves, and dragged 
down others into their calajuity, it is because they 
loved rank, and horses, and plate, and carriages, and 
Court Guides^ and millinery, and would sacrifice all 
to attain those objects. 

And who misguides them ? If the world were 
more simple, would not those foolish people follow 
the fashion ? Does not the world love Court Guidrs, 
and millinery and plate, and carriages ? Mercy on, 
us! Read the fashionable intelligence; read llu‘ 
Cornet Circular ; read the genteel novels ; survey 
mauTcind, from Pimlico to Red Lion Square, and see 
how the Poor Snob is aping the Rich Snob ; how the 
Mean Snob is grovelling at the feet of the Ih'oud 
Snob; and the Great Snob is lording it over his 
humble brother. Does the idea of equality ever enter 
Dives’s head ? Will it ever ? Will the Duchess of 
Fitzbattleaxe (I like a good name) ever believe that 
Lady Croesus, her next-door neighbor in Belgrave 
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Square, is as good a lady as her Grace ? Will Lady 
Croesus ever leave off pining for the Duchess’s par* 
ties, and cease patronizing Mrs. Broadcloth, whose 
husband has not got his Baronetcy yet ? Will Mrs. 
Broadcloth ever heartily shake hands with Mrs. 
Seedy, and give up those odious calculations about 
poor dear Mrs. Seedy’s income ? Will Mrs. Seedy, 
who is starving in her great house, go and live com- 
fortably in a kttle one, or in lodgings ? Will her 
landlady, Miss Letsain, ever stop wondering at the 
familiarity of tradespeople, or rebuking the insolence 
of Suky, the maid, who wears flowers under her 
bonnet, like a lady ? 

But why .hope, why wish for such times? Do 'I 
wish all Snobs to perish? Do I wish these Snob 
papers to determine? Suicidal fool, art not thou, 
too, a Snob and a brother. 



CHAPTER XXXVIT. 


CLUB SNOBS. 

As I wish to be particularly agreeable to the ladies 
(to whom I make niy most humble obeisance), wo 
will now, if you please, commence maligning a class 
of Snobs against whom, 1 believe, most female minds 
are embittered, — I mean Club Snobs. I have very 
seldom heard even the most gentle and placable 
woman speak without a little feeling of bitterness 
against those social institutions, those palaces swag- 
gering in St. James’s, which are open to the men ; 
while the ladies have but their dingy three-windowed 
brick boxes in Belgravia or in Paddingtonia, or in 
the region between the road of Edge ware and that 
of Gray’s Inn. 

In my grandfather’s time it used to be Freema- 
soniy that roused their anger. It was my grand-aunt 
(whose portrait we still have in the family) who got 
into the clock-case at the Royal Rosicrucian Lodge at 
Bungay, Suffolk, to spy the proceedings of the So- 
ciety, of which her husband was a member, and being 
frightened by the sudden whirring and striking eleven 
of the clock (just as the Deputy-Grand-Master was 
bringing in the mystic gridiron for the reception of 
a neophyte), rushed out into the midst of the lodge 
assembled ; and was elected, by a^ desperate unan- 
imity, Deputy-Grand-Mistress for life. Though that 
adniirable and courageous female never subsequently 
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breathed a word with regard to the secrets of the 
initiation, yet she inspired all our family with such 
a terror regarding the mysteries of Jacdiin and Boaz, 
that none of our family have ever since jdined the 
Society, or worn the dreadful Masonic insignia. 

It is known that Orpluuis was torn to pieces by 
some justly indignant Thracian ladies for belonging 
to an Harmonic Lodge. Let him go back to Eury- 
dice,’’ they said, whom ho is pretending to regret 
so/^ But the history is given in Dr. Lempriere^s ele- 
gant dictionary in a manner much more forcible than 
any which this feeble pen can attempt. At once, then, 
and without verbiage, let us take* up this subject- 
matter of Clubs. 

Clubs ought not, in my mind, to be permitted to 
bachelors. If my friend of the Cuttykilts had not our 
Club, the Union Jack,^’ to go to (I belong to the 

U. 3 P and nine other similar institutions), who 
knows but he never would be a bachelor at this pres- 
ent moment ? Instead of being made comfortable, 
and cockered \ip with every luxury, as they are at 
Clubs, bachelors ought to 1)0 rendered profoundly mis- 
erable', in my opinion. Every encx)uragement should 
be given to the rendering their spare time disagree- 
able. There can be no more odious object, according 
to my sentiments, than young Smith, in tlie pride of 
health, commanding his dinner of three courses; than 
middle-aged Jones wallowing (as I may say) ih an 
easy padded arm-chair, over the last delicious novel or 
brilliant magazine ; or than old Brown, that selfish old 
reprobate for whom mere literature has no 'charms, 
stretched on the best sofa, sitting on the second edi- 
tion of The Times,^^ having the Morning Chroni- 
cle’’ between his knees, the ‘^Herald” pushed in 
between his coat anr. waistcoat, the Standard ” under 
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fiis left arm, the Globe ’’ under the other pinion, and 
the ‘^Daily News in perusal. ^^I’ll trouble you for 
^ Punch,’ Mr. Wiggins,” says the unconscionable old 
gormandizer, interrupting our friend, who is laughing 
over the periodical in question. 

This kind of selfishness ought not to be. No, no. 
Young Smith, instead of his dinner and his wine, 
ought to be, Avhere ? — at the festive tea-table, to be 
sure, by the side of Miss Higgs, sippi^ig the bohea, or 
tasting the harmless muffin ; while old Mrs. Higgs 
looks on, pleased at their innocent dalliance, and my 
friend Miss Wirt, the governess, is performing Thai- 
berg’s last sonata in treble X., totally unheeded, at the 
piano. 

Where should the middle-aged Jones be ? At his 
time of life, he ought to be the father of a family. At 
such an hour — say, at nine o’clock at night — the 
nursery -bell should have just rung the children to bed. 
He and Mrs. J. ought to be, by rights, seated on each 
side of the fire by the dining-room table, a bottle of 
port wine between them, not so full as it was an hour 
since. Mrs, J. has had two glasses; Mrs. Grumble 
(Jones’s mother-in-law) has had three: Jones himself 
has finished the rest, and dozes comfortably until 
bedtime. 

And Brown, that old newspaper-devouring miscreant, 
what right has he at a club at a decent hour of 
niglit? He ought to be playing his rubber with 
Miss MacWhirter, his wife, and the family apothe- 
cary. His candle ought to be brouglit to him at ten 
o’clock; and he should retire to rest just as the young 
people were thinking of a dance. How much finer, 
simpler, nobler, are the several employments I have 
sketched out for these gentlemen than their present 
nightly orgies at the horrid Club. 
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And, ladies, think of men who do not merely fre* 
quent the dining-room and library, but who use Other 
apartments of those horrible dens which it is my pur- 
pose to batter down ; think of Cannoti, the wretch, 
with his coat off, at his age and size, clattering the 
balls over the billiard-table all night, and making bets 
with that odious Ca])tain Spot! — think of Pam in a 
dark room with Bob Truinper, ffaek Deii(*ea(*e, and 
Charley Vole, playing, the poor dt»ar inisguidtHl wretch, 
guinea |X)ints and five jiounds on the rublK*r ! — al>ove 
all, tliink — oh, think of that den of abomination, 
which, I am told, has been established in some clubs, 
called the Smoking-Room^ — think of the debauchees 
who congregate there, the quantities of reeking whis- 
key-punch or more dangerous sherry-<*obbler which 
they consume ; — think of them coming home at cock- 
crow and letting themselves into the quiet house with 
the Cliubb key ; — think of them, the hy]KK»ntes, tak- 
ing off their insidious boots before they slmk up stairs, 
the childnm sleeiung overhead, the wife of their bosom 
alone with the waning rushlight in the two-pair front 
— that chamber so soon to be rendered hateful by the 
smell of their stale cigars ! I am not an advocate of 
violence; I am not, by nature, of an incendiary turn 
of mind ; but if, my dear ladies, you are for assassi- 
nating Mr. Chubb and burning down tlie Club-houses 
in 8t. Jameses, there is one Snob at least who will not 
think the worse of you. 

The only men who, as T opine, ought to be allowed 
the use of Clubs, are married men without a ])rofes- 
$ion. The continual jjresence of these in a house can- 
not be thought, even by the most uxorious of wives, 
desirable. Say the girls are beginning to practise 
their music, which, in an honorable English family, 
ought to occupy every young gentlewoman tliree hours ; 
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it would be rather hard to c^ll upon poor papa to sit 
in' the drawing-room all that time, and listen to the 
interminable discords and shrieks which are elicited 
from the miserable i)iano during the above necessary 
operation, A man with a good ear, especially, would 
go mad, if compelled daily to submit to this horror. 

Or suppose you have a fancy to go to the milliner^s, 
or to Howell and Jameses, it is manifest, my dear 
madam, that your husband is much better at the Club 
during these operations than by your side in the car- 
nage, or perched in wonder upon one of the stools at 
Shawl and Gimcrack’s, whilst young counter-dandies 
are displaying their wares. 

This sort of husbands should be sent out after 
breakfast, and if not Members of Parliament, or 
Directors of a Kailroad, or an Insurance Company, 
should be put into their Clubs, and told to remain 
there until dinner-time. Ko sight is more agreeable 
to my truly wedl-regulated mind than to see the noble 
characters so worthily employed. AVhenever I pass 
by St. James’s Street, having the privilege, like the 
rest of the world, of looking in at the windows of 

Blight’s ” or Foodie’s,” or Snook’s,” or the great 
bay at the Contemplative Club,” I behold with re- 
spectful appreciation the figures within — the honest 
rosy old fogies, the mouldy old dandies, the waist- 
belts and glossy wigs and tight cravats of those most 
vaduous and respectable men. Such men are best 
there during the day-time surely. When you part 
with them, dear ladies, think of the rapture conse- 
quent .on their return. You have transacted your 
household affairs; you have made your purchases; 
you have paid your visits ; you have aired your poodle 
in the Park; your French maid has completed the 
toilettes which renders you so ravishingly beautiful by 
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candlelight, and you ar^ fit to make home pleasant to 
him who has been absent all day. 

Such men surely 6ught to have their Clubs, and we 
will not class them among Club Snobs therefore : — on 
whom let us reserve our attack for the next chapter. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 


CLUH SNOBS. 

Such a sensation has b(>en created in the Clubs by 
the aj)j)earance of the last paper on Club Snobs, as 
can’t but be coinpliinentary to me who am one of their 
numb(fr. 

I belong to many Clubs. The “Union Jack,” the 
“ Sash and Maidin-sjiike ” — Military Clubs. “ The 
True Blue,” the “No Surrender,” the “Blue and Buff,” 
the “Guy Fawkes,” and the “Cato Street” — I’oliti- 
cal Clubs. The “ Brummell ” and the “ Regent ” — 
Dandy Clubs. The “Acropolis,” the “Palladium,” 
tin* “ Areopagus,” the “ I’nyx,” the Penteli(fus,” the 
“Ilissns,” and the “Polujdiloisboio Thalasses” — 
Literary Clubs. I never could make out how the lat- 
ter set of Clubs got their names ; I don’t know Greek 
for one, and T wonder how many other members of 
those institutions do ? 

Ever since the Club Snobs have been announced, I 
observe a sensation created on my entrance into any 
one of these places. Members get up and hustle to- 
gether ; they nod, they scowl, as they glance towards 
the present Snob. “ Infernal impudent jackanapes 1 
If he shows me up,” says Colonel Bludyer, “ I ’ll 
break every bone in his skin.” “ T told you what 
would come of admitting literary men into the Club,” 
says Ranville Ranville to his colleague, Spooney, of 
the Tape and Sealing-Wax Oifice. “ These people are 
very well in their proper places, and as a public man, 
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I make a point of shaking hands with them and that 
sort of thing ; but to have one’s privacy obtruded upon 
by such people is really too much. Come along, 
Spooney,” and the pair of prigs retire superciliously. 

As I came into the coffee-room at the No Surren- 
der,” old J awkins was holding out to a knot of men, 
who were yawning, as usual. Therti he stood, wav- 
ing the Standard,” and swaggering before the fire. 

What,” says |ie, did I tell Peel last year ? Tf you 
touch the Corn Jjaws, you touch the Sugar Question; 
if you touch the Sugar you touch the Tea. I am no 
monopolist. I am a liberal man, but I cannot forget 
that 1 stand on the bidnk of a preeijnce ; and if we 
are to have Free Trade, give me reciprocity. And 
what was Sir Robert Peel’s answer to me ? ^ Mr. 

Jawkins,’ he said — ” 

Here Jawkins’s eye suddenly turning on your hum- 
ble servant, he stopped his sentence, with a guilty 
look — his stale old stui)id sentence, which every one 
of us at the Club has heard over and over again. 

Jawkins is a most pertinacious Club Snob. Every 
day he is at that fireplace, holding that Standard,” 
of which he reads up the leading artk^le, and ])onrs it 
out ore rotundo, with the most astonishing composure, 
in the face of his neighbor, who has just read every 
word of it in the paper. Jawkins has money, as you 
may see by the tie of his neck-cloth. He passes the 
morning swagg(*ring about the City, in bankers'’ and 
brokers’ parlors, and says : — ‘‘I spoke with Peel yes- 
terday, and his intentions are so and so: Graham and 
I were talking over the matter, and I pledge, you my 
word of honor, his opinion coincides with mine ; and 
that What-d’-ye-call-um is the only measure Govern- 
ment will venture on trying.” By evening-pax^er time 
he is at the Club: can tell you the opinion of the 
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City, my lord,” says he, <<aud the way in which Jones 
Loyd looks at it is briefly this ; llothschilds told me so 
themselves* In Mark Lane, people^s minds are quite 
made up.” He is considered rather a well-informed 
man. 

He lives in Belgravia, of course. ; in a drab-colorod 
genteel house, and has everytliing about him that is 
properly grave, dismal, and comfortable. His dinners 
are in the Morning Herald,” among^ the parties for 
the week ; and his wife and daughters make a very 
handsome appearance at the Drawing-room once a 
year, when he comes down to the Club in his Deputy- 
Lieutenant’s uniform. 

He is fond of beginning a speech to you by saying, 

“ When I was in the House, I etc.,” — in fact he sat 
for Skittlebury for three weeks in the first UefornuKl 
Parliament, and was unseated for bril)ery ; since which 
he has thrcie times unsuccessfully contested that hon- 
orable borough. 

Another sort of I^olitical Snob I have seen at most 
Clubs, and tliat is the man wlio do(>s not care so much 
for home politi(;s, but is great upon foreign affairs. 

1 think this sort of man is scarcely found anywhere 
hut ill Clubs. It is for him the papers provide their 
foreign articles, at tlio expense of some ten thousand^ 
a-year each. He is the man who is really seriously 
un(;omfortable about the designs of Russia, and the 
atrocious treachery of Louis Pliilippe. He it is who 
expects a French fleet in the Thames, and has a con- 
stant eye upon the American President, every word ot 
whose* speech (gooilness help him!) he reads. He 
knows the names of the contending leaders in Portugal, 
and what they are fighting about : and it is he who 
says that Lord Abtu-deen ouglit to be impeaohed.;^and 
Lord Palmerston hanged, or vice ver&A. 
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Lord Palmerston’s being sold to Russia, the exact 
number of roubles paid, by what house in the City, is 
a favorite theme with this kiiul of Snob. I once over- 
heard him — it was Captain Spitfire, R. N. (who had 
been refused a ship by the Wliigs, by the way) — in- 
dulging in the following conversation with Mr. Minns 
after dinner: — 

“ Why was n’t the Princess Scragamoffsky at Lady 
Palmerston’s pgrty, Minns? Because she can't show 
— and why can’t she show ? Shall I tell you, Minns, 
why she can’t show ? The Princess ScragamofPsky’s 
back is flayed alive, Minns — I tell you it’s raw, sir ! 
On Tuesday last, at twelve o’clock, three drummers 
of the Preobajinski Regiment arrived at Ashburnham 
House, and at half-i)ast twelve, in the yellow drawing- 
room at the Russian Embassy, before the ambassa- 
dress and four ladies’-maids, the Greek Papa, and the 
Secretary of Embassy, Madame de Scragamoffsky re- 
ceived thirteen dozen. She was knouted, sir, knouted 
in the midst of England — in Berkeley Square, for 
having said that the Grand Dmdiess Olga’s hair was 
red. And now, sir, will you tell me Lord Palmerston 
ought ‘to continue Minister?” 

Minns ; “ Good Ged ! ” 

Minns follows Spitfire about, and thinks him the 
greatest and wisest of human beings. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 


CLUB SNOBS. 

Why does not some gr(‘at author write “ The Mys- 
teries of the Clul>-houses ; or St. Jafties’s Street un- 
veiled.” It would be a line subject for an imaginative 
writer. We must all, as boys, remember wlien Ave 
went to the fair, and luul spent all our money — the 
sort of awe and anxiety Avith whie.h we loitered round 
the outside of the show, speculating upon the nature 
of the entertainment going on Avithin. 

Man is a Drama — of Wonder and Passion, and 
Mystery and Meanness, and Beauty and Truthfulm'ss, 
and Etcetera. Each Bosom is a Booth in Vanity Fair. 
But let us stop this (iapital style, I should die if I 
kept it up for a column (a pretty thing a column all 
capitals woAild be, by the way). In a Cbrb, though 
there m.ayn’t be a soul of your acquaintance in the 
room, you have always the chance of Avatching 
strangers, and speculating on Avhat is going on Avithin 
those tents and curtains of their souls, their coats and 
waistcoats. This is a never-failing sport. Indeed I 
am* told there are some Clubs in the town wdiere 
nobody ever speaks to anybody. They sit in the 
ccffee-room, quite silent, .and watching each other. 

Yet ^how little you can tell from a man’s outward 
demeanor ! There ’s a man at our Club — large, heaAry, 
middle-aged — gorgeoAisly dressed — rather bald — - 
with lacquered boots — and a boa when he goes out ; 
quiet in demeanor, always ordering and consuming a 
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recherche little iliiuier • whom T have mistaken for 
Sir John l^oekliiigtoii any time tliose five years, and 
respected as a man with five hundred pounds per 
diem; and I find he is but a clerk in an ofH<5C in 
the City, with not two hundred pounMs income, and 
his name is Jubbei*. Sir Jidui Poeklington was, on 
the contrary, the dirty little snufty man who cried 
out so about the bad quality of the b(*er, and grumbled 
at being overcharged tliree-hall-peiice for a hening, 
seated at the next table to Jubber on the day when 
some one poinbMl tlie Baronet out to me. 

Take a different sort of mystery. I see, for in- 
stance, old Fawney stealing round the rooms of the 
Club, with glassy, meaningh\ss eyes, ami an endless 
greasy simper — he fawns on everybody be meets, 
and shakes bands with you, and bh^sses you, and 
betrays the most tender and astonishing interest in 
your welfare. You know him to be a quack and a 
rogue, and lie knows you know it. But he wriggles 
on his way, and leaves a tra(*k of slimy flattcn-y after 
him wherev(*r he goes. Who can jiemdrate that maifs 
mystery ? What earthly good can lu* gi*t from you or 
me? You don’t know what is working under tliat 
leering trampnl mask. You have only the dim in- 
stinctive repulsion that warns you, yon are in the 
presence of a knave — beyond which fact all Fawuey’s 
soul is a secret to you. 

I think I like to speculate on the young men best. 
Their play is opener. You know the cards in their 
hand, as it were. Tak(», for example, Messrs. Spavin 
and Cocksptir. 

A spi^cimen or two of |jthe above sort of young fel* 
lows may be found, I belii^ve, at most Clubs. They 
know nobody. They bring a fine smell of cigars into 
the room with them, and they growl together in a 
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corner^ about sporting matters. They recollect the 
history of that short period in which they have been 
ornaments of the world by the names of winning 
horses* As political men talk about ‘‘the reform 
year/^ “the year the Whigs went out,’’ and so forth, 
these young sporting bucks speak of Tamation^s year, 
or Opodddoe^s year, or the year when Catawampm 
ran second for the Chester Cup. They play at bil- 
liards in the morning, they absorb pale ale for break- 
fast, and “top up” with glasses o^ strong waters* 
They read BeWs Life (and a very pleasant paper too, 
with a great deal of erudition in the answers to cor- 
respondents). They go down to Tattersall’s, and 
swagger in the I^ark, with their hands plunged in the 
pockets of their paletots. 

What strikes me especially in the outward de- 
meanor of sporting youth is their amazing gravity, 
their conciseness of speech, and (;are-worn and moody 
air. In the smoking-room at the “Regent,” when 
Joe Millerson will be setting the whole room in a 
roar with laughter, you hear young Messrs. Spavin 
and Cockspur grumbling together in a corner. “ I ’ll 
take your five-and-twenty to one aboht Brother to 
Bluenose,” whispers Spavin. “Can’t do it at the 
I)rice,” Ooctksjmr says, wagging his head ominously. 
The betting-book is always present in the minds of 
those unfortunate youngsters. I think I hate that 
w<5rk even more than the “I’eerage.” There is some 
good in the latter — though, generally speaking, a 
vain record: though De Mogyns is not descended 
from the giant Hogyn Mogyn ; though half the other 
genealogies are ecpially f^tjse and foolish ; yet the 
mottoes are good reading — some of them ; and the 
book itself a sort of gold-laced and liveried lackey 
to History, and in so far serviceable, But what goodt 
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ever came out of, or went into, a betting-book ? If 
I could be Caliph Omar for a week, I would pitch 
every one of those despicable manuscripts into the 
flames; from my Lord’s, who is “in” with Jack 
Snaffle’s stable, and is over-reacliing worse-infonned 
rogues and swindling greenhorns, down to Sam’s the 
butcher-boy’s, who books eighteenpcnny odds in the 
tap-room, and “ stands to win five-and-twenty bob.” 

In a turf transaction, either Sj)avin or Oockspur 
would try to get* the better of his father, and, to gain 
a point in the odds, victimize his best friends. One 
day we shall hear of one or other levanting ; an event 
at which, not being sporting men, we shall not bre;ik 
our hearts. See — Mr. Spavin is settling his toilette 
previous to departure ; giving a curl in the glass to 
his side-wisps of hair. Look at him ! It is only at 
the hulks, or among turf-men, that you ever see a 
face so mean, so knowing, and so gloomy. 

A much more humane being among the youthful 
Clubbigts is the Lady-killing Snob. I saw Wiggle 
just now in the dressing-room, talking to Waggle, his 
inseparable. 

Waggle. — ‘'’Pon my honor. Wiggle, she did.” 

Wiggle. — “Well, Waggle, as you say — I own I 
think she did look at me rather kindly. We ’ll see 
to-night at the French play.” 

And having arrayed their little persons, those two 
harmless young bucks go up stairs to dinner. ‘ 



CHAPTER XL. 


CLUB SKOBS. 

• 

Both sorts of young men, mentioned in my last 
under the fli])pant names of Wiggle and Waggle, may 
be found in tolerable plenty, I think, in Clubs. Wig- 
gle and AVaggle are both idle. They come of the 
middle classes. One of them very likely makes be- 
lieve to be a barrister, and the other has smart 
apartments about Piccadilly. They are a sort of 
second-chop dandies ; they cannot imitate that superb 
listlessness of demeanor, and that admirable vacuous 
folly which distitiguishes the noble and high-born 
chiefs of the race ; but they lead lives almost as bad 
(were it but for the example), and are personally 
quite as useless. 1 am not going to arm a thunder- 
bolt, and launch it at the heads of these little Pall 
Mall butterflies. They don’t commit much public 
harm, or private extravagance. They don’t spend a 
thousand pounds for diamond ear-rings for an Opera- 
daqcer, as Lord Tarquin can : neither of them ever 
set up a public-house or broke the bank of a gam- 
bling-club, like the young Earl of Martingale. They 
have good ])oints, kind feelings, and deal honorably 
in mobey-transactions — only in their characters of 
men of second-rate ple;isure about town, they and their 
like are so utterly mean, self-contented, and absurd, 
that they must not be omitted in a work treating on 
Snobs. 
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Wiggle has been abroad, where he gives you to un- 
derstand that his success among the German coun- 
tesses and Italian princesses, whom he met at the 
tdbles-d’hote, was perfectly terriiic. His rooms arp 
hung f ound with pictures of actresses and ballet- 
dancers. He passes his mornings in a fine dre.ssing- 
gown, burning pastilles, and reading “Don Juan,” 
and French novels (by the way, the life of the author 
of “Don Juan,” as described by himstdf, was the 
model of the life of a Snob). He has twopenny- 
halfpenny French prints of women with languishing 
eyes, dress in dominos, — guitai-s, gondolas, and so 
forth, — and tells you stories about them. 

“It’s a bad print,” says he, “I know, but I’ve 
a reason for liking it. It reminds me of somebody 
— somebody I knew in other climes. . You have 
heard of the Principessa di Monte Pulciano ? I met 
her at Eimini. Dear, dear Francesca! That fair- 
haired, bright-eyed thing in the Bird of Paradise and 
the Turkish Simar with the love-bird on her finger, 
I’m sure must have been taken from — from some- 
body perhaps whom you don’t know but she ’s 
knowh at Munich, Waggle my boy, — everybody 
knows the Countess Ottilia di Bulenschreckenstein. 
Gad, sir, what a beautiful creature she was when I 
danced with her on the birthday of Prince Attila of 
Bavaria, in '44. Prince Carloman was our vis-k-vis, and 
Prince Pepin danced the same contredanse. She has a 
Polyanthus in her bouquet. Waggle, I have it now.” 
His countenance assumes an agonized and mysterious 
expression, and he buries his head in the sofa cush- 
ions, as if plunging into a whirlpool of passionate 
recollections. 

Last year he made a considerable sensation by hav- 
ing on Ws table a morocco miniature-case locked by a 
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gold key, which he always wore round his neck, and 
on which was stamped a serpent — emblem of eter- 
nity — with the letter M in the circle. Sometimes 
lie laid this upon his little moi’occo writing-table, as 
if it were on an altar — generally lie had flowers upon 
it ; in the middle of a conversation he would start uj) 
and kiss it. He would call out from his bedroom to 
His valet, “ Hicks, bring me my casket ! ” 

don’t know who it is,” Wa^de would say. 
^^Who does know that fellow’s intrigues! Desbo- 
rough Wiggle, sir, is the slave of passion. I suppose 
you have heard the story of the Italian princess 
locked up in the Convent of Saint Barbara, at Ri- 
mini ? He has n’t told you ? Then I ’m not at 
liberty to speak. Or the countess, about whom he 
nearly had the duel with Prince Witikind of Bava- 
ria? Perhaps you haven’t even heard about that 
Ixjautiful girl at Pentonville, daughter of a most 
respectable Dissenting clergyman. She broke her 
heart when she found he was engaged (to a most 
lovely creature of high family, who afterwards proved 
false to him), and she’s now in Hanwell.” 

Waggle’s belief in his friend amounts to frantic 
adoration. What a genius he is, if he would but 
apply himself ! ” he wliispers to me. “ He could be 
anything, sir, but for his passions. His poems are 
thet most beautiful things you ever ' saw. He ’s 
written a continuation of ‘Don Juan,’ from his 
own adventures. Did you ever read his lines to 
Mary ? They ’re superior to Byron, sir — superior 
to Byron.” 

I was glad to hear this from so accomplished a 
critic as Waggle 5 for the fact is, I had composed the 
verses myself for honest Wiggle one day, whom I 
found at his chambers plunged in thought over a 
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very dirty old-fashioned album, in which he had not 
as yet written a single word. . 

I can’t/’ says he. Sometimes I can write whole 
cantos, and to-day not a line. Oh, Snobl such an 
opportunity 1 Such a divine creature I She ’s asked * 
me to write verses for her album, and I can’t.” 

^^Is she rich?” said 1. thought you would 
never marry any but an heiress.” 

^^Oh, Snob! she’s the most accomplished, highly- 
connected creature ! — and I can’t get out a line.” 

‘‘How will you have it?” says I. “Hot, with 
sugar ? ” 

“Don’t, don’t! You trample on the most sacred 
feelings, Snob. I want something wild and tender, — 
like Byron. I want to tell her that amongst the fes- 
tive halls, and that sort of thing, you know — I only 
think about her, you know — that I scorn the world, 
and am weary of it, you know, and — something about 
a gazelle, and a bulbul, you know.” 

“And a yataghan to finish off with,” the present 
writer observed, and we began : — 

TO MARY. 

“ I seem, in the midst of the crowd, 

The lightest of all ; 

My laughter rings cheery and loud, 

In banquet and ball. 

, My lip hath its smiles and its sneers. 

For all men to see ; 

But my soul, and my truth, and my tears, 

Are for thee, are for thee ! ” 

“ Do you call that neat, Wiggle ? ” says 1. “ I de- 
clare it almost makes me cry myself.” 

“Now suppose,” says Wiggle, “we say that all the 
world is at my feet — make her jealous you know, and 
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that sort of thing — and that — that I’m going to 
travel^ you know ? That perhaps may work upon her 
feelings.” 

So We (as this wretched prig said) began again : — 

“ Around me they flatter and fawn — 

The young and the old, 

The fairest are ready to pawn 
Their hearts for my gold. 

They sue me — I laugh as I spurn 
The slaves at my knee, • 

But in hiith and in fondness I turn 
Unto thee, unto thee ! ’’ 

Now for the travelling, Wiggle my boy ! ” And I 
began, in a voice choked with emotion — 

“ Away ! for my heart knows no rest 
Since you taught it to feel ; 

The secret must die in my breast 
I burn to reveal ; 

The passion I may not . • 

I say, Snob ! ” Wiggle here interrupted the excited 
bard (just as I was about to break out into four lines 
so pathetic that they would drive you into hysterics). 

T say — ahem — could n’t you say that I was — a — 
military man, and that there was some danger of my 
life?” 

^^You a military man? — danger of your life? 
WHat the deuce do you mean ? ” 

« Why,” said Wiggle, blushing a good deal, I 
told her I was going out — on — the — Ecuador — 
expedition.” 

^^You abominable young impostor,” I exclaimed. 

Finish the poem for yourself ! ” And so he did, 
and entirely out of all metre, and bragged about the 
work at the Club as his own performance. 
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Poor Waggle fully believed in his friend’s genius, 
until one day last week he came with a grin on his 
countenance to the Club, and said, “ Oh, Snob, I ’ve 
made such a discovery ! Going down to the skating 
to-day, whom should I see but Wiggle walking with 
that splendid woman — that lady of illustrious family 
and immense fortune, Mary, you know, whom he wrote 
the beautiful verses about. She ’s five-and-forty. 
She’s red hair. She’s a nose like a pump-handle. 
Her father made his fortune by keeping a ham-and- 
beef shop, and Wiggle ’s going to marry her next 
week.” 

“ So much the better. Waggle, my young friend,” I 
exclaimed. “ Better for the sake of womankind that 
this dangerous dog should leave off lady-killing — this 
Bluebeard give up practice. Or, better rather for his 
own sake. For as there is not a word of truth in any 
of those prodigious love stories which you used to 
swallow, nobody has been hurt except Wiggle him- 
self, whose affections will now centre in the ham-and- 
beef shop. There are people, Mr. Waggle, who do 
these things in earnest, and hold a good rank in the 
world too. But these are not subjects for ridicule, 
and though certainly Snobs, are scoundrels likewise. 
Their cases go up to a higher Court. 



CHAPTER XLI. 


CLUB SNOBS. 

Bacchus is the divinity to whom Waggle devotes 
his especial worship. « Give me wine, my boy,” says 
he to his friend Wiggle, who is praftng about lovely 
womaii : and holds up his glass full of the rosy fluid, 
and winks at it portentously, and sips it, and smacks 
his lips after it, and meditates on it, as if he fh® 
greatest of connoisseurs. 

I have remarked this excessive wine-amateurship 
especially in youth. Snoblings from college. Fledg- 
lings from the army. Goslings from the public schools, 
who ornament our Clubs, are frequently to be heard 
in great force upon wine questions. “This bottle’s 
corked,” says Snobliiig ; and Mr. Sly, the butler, tak- 
ing it away, returns presently with the same wine in 
another jug, which the young amateur pronounces ex- 
cellent. “ Hang champagne ! ” says Fledgling, “ it ’s 
only fit for gals and children. Give me pale sherry 
at dinner, and my twenty-three claret afterwai'ds.” 
“ What ’s port now ? ” says Gosling ; “ disgusting 
thick sweet stuff — where’s the old dry wine one 
uSed to get ? ” Until the last twelvemonth, Fledgling 
drank small-beer at Doctor Swishtail’s ; and Gosling 
used to get his dry old port at a gin-shop in West- 
minster— till he quitted that seminary, in 1844 

Anybody who has looked at the caricatures of thirty 
years ago, must remember how frequently bottle-noses, 
pimpled faces, and other Bardolphian features are in- . 
troduced by the designer. They are much more rare 
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now (in nature, and in pictures, therefore) than in 
those good old times ; but there are still to be found 
amongst the youth of our Clubs lads who glory in 
drinking-bouts, and whose faces, quite sickly and yel- 
low, for the most part are decorated with those marks 
which EoA\dand^s Kalydor is said to efface. I was 
so cut last night — old boy ! ” Hopkins says to‘ Tom- 
kins (with amiable confidence). I tell you what we 
did. We breakfasted with Jack Herring at twelve, 
and kept up with brandy and soda-water and weeds 
till four; then we toddled into the Park for an, hour; 
then we dined and drank mulled port till half-price ; 
then we looked in for an hour at the Haymarket ; then 
we came back to the Club, and had grills and whiskey 
punch till all was blue. — Hullo, waiter ! Get me a 
glass of cherry-brandy.” Club waiters, the civilest, 
the kindest, the patientest of men, die under the in- 
fliction of these cruel young topers. But if the reader 
wishes to see a perfect picture on the stage of this class 
of young fellows, I would recommend him to witness 
the ingenious comedy of London Assurance ” — the 
amiable heroes of which are represented, not only as 
drunkai^ds and five o’clock in-the-morning men, but as 
showing a hundred other delightful traits of swin- 
dling, lying, and general debauchery, quite edifying to 
witness. 

How different is the conduct of these outrageous 
youths to the decent behavior of my friend, Mr. Pa^ 
worthy ; who says to Poppins, the butler, at the club : 

Papworthy. — Poppins, I’m thinking of dining 
early ; is there any cold game in the house ? ” , 

Poppins. ~ There ’s a game pie, sir ; there ’s cold 
grouse, sir ; there ’s cold pheasant, sir ; there ’s cold 
peacock, sir ; cold swan, sir ; cold ostrich, sir,” eto.^ 
etc. (as the ease may be). 



THE BOOK OF SNOBS. 391 

Papworthy. — ‘‘ Hem ! What ’s your best claret now, 
Pop])ins ? — in pints I mean.” 

Poppins. — “ There ’s Cooper and Magnum’s Lafite, 
sir; there’s Lath and Sawdust’s St. Jullien, sir; 
Bung’s Loovill'e is considered remarkably fine; and 
I think you’d like .Tugger’s Chateau Margaux.” 

Papworthy . — “ Hum ! — hah ! — well — give me a 
crust of bread and a glas.s of beer. I ’ll only lumih, 
Poppins.” 

Captain Shindy is another sort of Club bore. He 
has been known to throw all the Club in an uproar 
about the quality of his mutton-chop. 

“ Look at it, sir ? Is it cooked, sir ? Smell it, sir ! 
Is it meat fit for a gentleman ? ” he roars out to the 
steward, who stands trembling before him, and who in 
vain tells him that the Bishop of Bullocksrnifhy has 
just had three from the same loin. All the waiters in 
the Club are huddled round the oa])tain’s mutton-chop. 
He roars out the most horrible curses at John for not 
bringing the pickles ; he utters the most dreadful oaths 
because Thomas has not arrived with the Harvey sauce; 
Peter comes tumbling with the water jug over Jeames, 
who is bringing “ the glittering canisters with bread.” 
Whenever Shindy enters the room (such is the force 
of character), every table is deserted, every gentleman 
must dine as he best may, and all those big footmen 
are in terror. 

4Ie makes his account of it. He scolds, and is bet- 
ter waited upon in consequence. At the Club he has 
ten servants scudding about to do his bidding. ' 

PoQr Mrs. Shindy and the children are meanwhile 
in dingy lodgings somewhere, waited upon by a charity- 
girl in pattens. 



CHAPTER XLII. 


CLUB SNOBS. 

Every well-br^d English female will sympathize 
with the subject of the harrowing tale, the history of 
Sackville Maine, I am now about to recount. The 
pleasures of Clubs have been’ spoken of : let us now 
glance for a moment at the dangers of those institu- 
tions, and for this purpose 1 must introduce you to 
my young acquaintance, Sackville Maine. 

It was at a ball at the house of my respected friend, 
Mrs. Perkins, that I wms introduced to this gentle- 
man and his charming lady. Seeing a young oi-eature 
before me in a white dress, with white satin shoes ; 
with a pink ribbon, about a yard in breadth, flaming 
out as she twirled in a polka in the arms of Monsieur 
de Springbock, the German diplomatist ; with a green 
wreath* on her head, and the blackest bail’ this indi- 
vidual ever set eyes on — seeing, I say, before me a 
charming young woman whisking beautifully in a 
beautiful dance, and presenting, as she wound round 
and round the room, now a full face, then a three- 
quarter face, then a profile — a face, in fine, which 
in every way you saw it, looked pretty, and rosy, 
and happy, I felt (as I trust) a not unbecoming curi- 
osity regarding the owner of this pleasant counte- 
nance, and asked Wagley (who was standing by, in 
conversation with an acquaintance) who was the lady 
in question ? 

« Which ? ” says Wagley. 
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" That one with the coal-black eyes,” I repli^. • 
Hush 1 ” says he ; and the gentleman with whom 
he was talking moved off, with rather a discomfited 
air. 

When he was gone Wagley burst out laughing. 
“ Coal-black eyes ! ” said he ; “ you ’ve just hit it. 
lIFiat ’s Mrs. Sackville Maine, and that was her hus- 
band who just went away. He ’s a coal-merchant, Snob, 
my boy, and I have no doubt Mr. I’erkins’s Wallsends 
are supplied from his wharf. He is in a flaming fur- 
n^e when he hears coals mentioned. He and his 
wife and his mother are very proud of Mrs. Sackville’s 
family; she AVas a Miss Chuff, daughter of Captain 
Chuff, R. H. That is the widow ; that stout woman 
ill crimson tabbinet, battling about the odd trick with 
old Mr. Dumi)S, at the card-table.” 

And so, in fact, it Avas. Sackville Maine (whose 
name is a hundred times more elegant, surely, than 
that of Chuff ) was blessed with a pretty wife, and a 
genteel mother-in-law, both of Avhom some people 
may envy him. 

Soon after his marriage the old lady was good 
enough to come and pay him a visit — just for a fort- 
night — at his pretty little cottage, Kennington Oval ; 
and, such is her affection for the place, has never 
quitted it these four years. She has also brought 
her son. Nelson Collingwood Chuff, to live with her : 
bfit he is not so much at home as his mamma, going 
as a ^y-boy to Merchant Taylors’ School, where he 
is getting a sound' classical education. 

If .these beings, so closely allied to his wife,, and so 
justly dear to her, may be considered as drawbacks 
tp Maine’s happiness, what man is there that has not 
some things in life to complain of? And when I 
first knew Mr. Maine, no man seemed more comfort* 
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•able than he. His cottage was a picture of elegance 
and comfort; his table and cellar were excellently 
and neatly supplied. There was every enjoyment, 
but.no ostentation. The omnibus took him to busi- 
ness of a morning ; the boat brought him back to thei 
happiest of homes, where he would while away the 
long evenings by reading out the fashionable novels 
to the ladies as they worked ; or accompany his wife 
on the flute (which he played elegantly) ; or in any 
one of the hundred pleasing and innocent amusements 
of the domestic circle. Mrs. Chuff covered the draw- 
ing-rooms with prodigious tapestries, the work of her 
hands. Mrs. Sackville had a particular genius for 
making covers of tape or network for these tapestried 
cushions. She could make home-made wines. She 
could make preserves and pickles. She had an album, 
into which, during the time of his courtship, Sackville 
Maine had written choice scraps of Byron’s and 
Moore’s poetry, analogous to his own situation, and 
in a fine mercantile hand. She had a large manu- 
script receipt-book — every quality, in a word, which 
indicated a virtuous and well-bred English female 
mind. 

“And as for Nelson Collingwood,” Sackville would 
say, laughing, “we couldn’t do without him in the 
house. If he did n’t spoil the tapestry we should be 
over-cushioned in a few months ; and whom could we 
get but him to drink Laura’s home-made wine?” 
The truth is, the gents who came from the city to 
dine at the “ Oval ” could not be induced to drink it 
— in which fastidiousness, I myself, when I grew to 
be intimate with the family, confessed that I shared. 

“And yet, sir, that green ginger has been drunk by 
some of England’s proudest heroes,” Mrs. Chuff would 
exclaim. “ Admiral Lord Exmouth tasted and praised 
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it, sir, on board Captain Chuff’s ship, the ‘ Nebuchad- 
nezzar,’ 74, at Algiers ; and he had three dozen with 
him in the ‘ Pitchfork ’ frigate, a part of which was 
served out to the men before he went into his immor- 
tal action with the ‘ Furibonde,’ Captain Choufleur, in 
the Gulf of Panama.” 

All this, though the old dowager told us the story 
every day when the wine was produced, never served 
to get rid of any quantity of it — - apd the green gin- 
ger, though it had fired British tars for combat and 
victory, was not to the taste of us peaceful and degen- 
erate gents of modern times. 

I see Sackville now, as on the occasion when, pre- 
sented by Wagley, I paid my first visit to him. It 
was in July — a Sunday afternoon — Sackville Maine 
was coming from church, with his wife on one arm, 
and his mother-in-law (in red tabbinet, as usual) on 
the other. A half-grown, or hobbadehoyish footman, 
so to speak, walked after them, carrying their shining 
golden prayer-books — the ladies had splendid para- 
sols with tags and fringes. Mrs. Chuff’s great gold 
watch, fastened to her stomach, gleamed there like a 
ball of fire. Nelson Collingwood was in the dis- 
tance, shying stones at an old horse on Kemiington 
Common. ’T was on that verdant spot we met — nor 
can I ever forget the majestic courtesy of Mrs. Chuff, 
ag she remembered having had the pleasure of seeing 
me at .Mrs. Perkins’s — nor the glance of scorn which 
she threw at an unfortunate gentleman who was 
preaching an exceedingly desultory discourse to a 
sceptical audience of omnibus-cads and nurse-maids, 
on a tub, as we passed by. “ I cannot' help it, sir,” 
says she ; “ I am the widow of an officer of Britain’s 
Navy: I was taught to honor my Church and ray 
King ; and I cannot bear a Radical, or a Dissenter.” 
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With these fine principles I found Sackville Maine 
impressed. “Wagley,” said he, to my introducer, 
“ if no better engagement, why should n’t self and 
friend dine at the ‘ Oval ’ ? Mr. Snob, sir, the mut- 
ton ’s coming off the spit at this very minute, laura 
and Mrs. Chuff ” (he said Laurar and Mrs. Chuff ; but 
I hate people who make remarks on these peculiarities 
of pronunciation) “ will be most happy to see you j 
and I can promi|ie you a hearty welcome and as good 
a glass of port wine as any in England.” 

“ This is better than dining at the ‘ Sarcophagus,’ ” 
thinks I to myself, at which Club Wagley and I had 
intended to take our meal ; and so we accepted the 
kindly invitation, whence arose afterwards a consider- 
able intimacy. 

Everything about this family and house was so 
good-natured, comfortable and well-conditioned, that a 
cynic would have ceased to growl there. Mrs. Laura 
was all graciousness and smiles, and looked to as 
groat advantage in her pretty morning-gown as in her 
dress-robe at Mrs. Perkins’s. Mrs. Chuff fired off her 
stories about the “Nebuchadnezzar,” 74, the action 
betweeh the “ Pitchfork ” and the “ Furibonde ” — 
the heroic resistance of Captain Choufleur, and the 
quantity of snuff he took, etc., etc. ; which, as they 
were heard for the first time, were pleasanter than I 
have subsequently found them. Sackville Maine w^s 
the best of hosts. He agreed in everything everybody 
said, altering his opinions without the slightest reser- 
vation upon the slightest possible contradiction. He 
WM not one of those beings who would emulate a 
Sohonbein or Friar Bacon, or act the part of an incen- 
diary towards the Thames, his neighbor' — bub a good^ 
kind, simple, honest, easy fellow-*— in love with his 
wife — well disposed to all the wdrld — content with 
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himself, content even with his mother-iu-law, Xelson 
Colliugwood, I remember, fli the course of tlie even- 
ing, when whiskey-and-water was for some reason pro- 
duced, grew a little tipsy. This did not in the least 
move Sackville’s equanimity. “Take him up staifs, 
Joseph,” said he to the hobbadehoy, “and — Joseph 
— don’t tell his mamma.” 

What could make a man so happily disposed, un- 
happy? What could cause discojnfort, bickering, 
and estrangement in a family so friendly and united ? 
Ladies, it was not my fault — it was Mrs. Chuff’s do- 
ing — but the re.st of the tale you shall have on a 
future day. 



CHAPTER XLIII. 


CLUB SNOBS. 

The misfortune which befell the simple and good- 
natured young Sackville, arose entirely from that 
abominable “ Sarcophagus Club ; ” and that he ever 
entered it was partly the fault of the present writer. 

For seeing Mrs. Chuff, his mother-in-law, had a 
taste for the genteel — (indeed, her talk was all about 
Lord Collingwood, Lord Gambier, Sir Jahaleel Bren- 
ton, and the Gosport and Plymouth balls) — Wagley 
and I, according to our wont, trumped her conyersa- 
tion, and talked about Lords, Dukes, Marquises, and 
Baronets, as if those dignitaries were our familiar 
friends. 

‘‘Lord Sextonbury,” says I, “seems to have re 
covered her ladyship’s death. He and the Duke were 
very jblly over their wine at the ‘ Sarcophagus ’ last 
night ; were n’t they, Wagley ? ” 

“Good fellow, the Duke,” Wagley replied. “Pray, 
Ma’am” (to Mrs. Chuff), “you who know the world 
and etiquette, will you tell me what a man ought to 
do in my case ? Last J une, his Grace, his sop Lord 
Castle Rampant, Tom Smith, and myself were dining 
at the Club, when I offered the odds against Daddy- 
longlegs for the Derby — forty to one, in sovereigns 
only. His Grace took the bet, and of course I won. 
He has never paid me. Now, can I ask such a great 
man for a sovereign ? — One more lump of sugar, if 
you please, my dear madam.” 
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It was lucky Wagley gave her this opportunity to 
elude the question, for it prostrated the whole worthy 
family among whom we were. They telegraphed 
each other with wondering eyes. Mrs. Chuff’s stories 
about the naval nobility grew quite faint : and kind 
little Mrs. Sackville became uneasy, and went up 
stairs to look at the children — not at that young 
monster, l^felson Collingwood, who was sleeping off 
the whiskey-and-water — but at a couple of little 
ones who had made their appearance at dessert, 
and of whom she and Sackville were the happy 
parents. 

The end of this and subsequent meetings with Mr. 
Maine was, that we proposed and got him elected as a 
member of the Sarcophagus Club.” 

It was not done without a deal of opposition — the 
secret having been Avhispered that the cfxndidate was 
a coal-inerchant. You may be sure some of the proud 
people and most of the parvenus of the Club were 
ready to blackball him. We combated this opposition 
successfully, however. We pointed out to the par- 
venus that the Lambtons and the Stuarts sold coals : 
Ave mollified the proud by accounts of his good birth, 
good-nature, and good behavior: and Wagley Avent 
about on the day of election, describing with great 
eloquence, the action between the ‘‘Fitchfork” and 
the Furibonde,” and the valor of Captain Maine, our 
friend’s father. There Avas a slight mistake in the 
narrati/e ; but we carried our man, with only a tri- 
fling sprinkling of black beaus in the boxes : Byles’s, 
of course, Avho blackballs everybody : and Bung’s, 
who looks down upon a coal-merchant, having himself 
lately retired from the wine-trade. 

Some fortnight afterwards 1 saAv Sackville Maine 
lender the following circumstances*.—^ 
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He was showing the Club to his family. He had 
brought them thither in the light-blue fly, waiting at 
the Club door ; with Mrs. Chuff’s hobbadehoy footboy 
on the box, by the side of the flyman, in a sham livery. 
Nelson Collingwood ; pretty Mrs. Sackvillo ; Mrs. 
Captain Chuff (Mrs. Commodore Chuff we call her), 
were all there ; the latter, of course, in the vermilion 
tabbiuet, which, splendid as it is, is nothing in com- 
parison to the sj|^)lendor of the “ Sarcophagus.” . The 
delighted Sackville Maine was pointing out the beau- 
ties of the place to them. It seemed as beautiful as 
Paradise to that little party. 

The “ Sarcophagus ” displays every known variety 
of architecture and decoration. The great library is 
Elizabethan ; the small library is pointed Gothic j the 
dining-room is severe Doric ; the strangers’ room has 
an Egyptian look ; the drawing-rooms are Louis 
Quatorze (so called because the hideous ornaments 
displayed were used in the time of Louis Quinze)} 
the cortile, or hall, is Morisco-Itsdian. It is all over 
marble, maplewood, looking-glasses, arabesques, or- 
molu, and scagliola. Scrolls, cii)liers, dragons, Cn- 
pidsj ^polyanthuses and other flowers writhe up the 
walls in every kind of cornucopiosity. Fancy every 
gentleman in Jullien’s band playing with all his 
might, and each performing a different tune ; the 
ornaments at our Club, the “Sarcophagus,” so be- 
wilder and affect me. Dazzled with emotions which I 
cannot describe, and which she dared not reve'al, Mrs. 
Chuff, followed by her children and son-in-law, walked 
wondering amongst these blundering splendors.. 

In the great library (225 feet long by 160) the only 
man Mrs. Chuff saw, was Tlggs. He was lying on a 
crimson-velvet sofa, reading a French novel of Paul de 
JCock. It was a very little book. He is a very little 
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man. In that enormous hall he looked like a mere 
speck. As the ladies passed breathless and trembling 
in the vastness of the magnificent solitude, he threw 
a knowing, killing glance at the fair strangers, as 
much as to say, “Ain't I a fine fellow?” They 
thought so, I am sure. 

“ Who 18 that?” hisses out Mrs. Chuff, when we 
were about fifty yards off him at the other end of the 
room. / 

“ Tiggs ! ” says I, in a similar whisper. 

“ Pretty comfortable this, is n’t it, my dear ? ” says 
Maine in a free-and-easy way to Mrs. Sackville 5 “ all 
the ihagazines, you see — writing materials — new 
works — choice library, containing every work of 
imimrtance — what have we here ? — ‘ Ihigdale’s 
Monastieon,’ a most valuable and, I believe, enter- 
taining book.” 

And proijosing to take down one of the books for 
Mrs. Maine’s inspection, he selected Volume VII., to 
which he was attracted by the singular fact that a 
brass door-handle grew out of the back. Instead of 
pulling out a book, however, he pulled open a cup- 
board, only inhabited by a lazy housemaid’s broom 
and duster, at which he looked exceedingly discom- 
fited; while Nelson Collingwood, losing all respect, 
burst into a roar of laughter. 

“That’s the rummest book I ever saw,” says Nel- 
sofL “ I wish we ’d no others at Merchant Taylors’.” 

“ Hush, Nelson I ” cries Mrs. Chuff, and we went 
into the other magnificent apartments. 

How they did admire the drawing-room hangings, 
(pink and silver brocade; most excellent wear for 
London), and calculated the price per yard ; and rev* 
elled on the luxurious sofas j and gazed on the im- 
measurable lookiug-glasses. 
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Pretty well to shave by, eh ? ” says Maine to his 
mother-in-law. (He was getting more abominably 
conceited every minute.) Get away, Sackville,’’ says 
she, quite delighted, and threw a glance over her 
shoulder, and spread out the wings of the red tabbi- 
net, and took a good look at herself; so did Mrs. 
Sackvillc — just one, and I thought the glass reflected 
a very smiling, pretty creature. 

But what ’s a woman at a looking-glass ? Bless the 
little dears, it ’s their idaee. They fly to it naturally. 
It pleases them, and they adorn it. What I like to 
see, and watch with increasing joy and adoration, is 
the Club men at the great looking-glasses. Old Gills 
pushing up his collars and grinning at his own mottled 
face. Hulker looking solemnly at liis great person, 
and tightening his coat to give himself a waist. Fred 
Minchin simpering by as he is going out to dine, and 
casting upon the reflection of his white neckcloth a 
pleased moony smile. What a deal of vanity that 
Club mirror has reflected, to be sure ! 

Well, the ladies went through the whole establish- 
ment witli perfect pleasure. They beheld the coffee- 
rooms, and tlui little tables laid for dinner, and the 
gentlemen who were taking their lunch, and old Jaw- 
kins thundering away as usual ; they saw the reading- 
rooms, and the rush for the evening papers ; they saw 
the kitchens — those wonders of art — where the chef 
was presiding over twenty pretty kitchen-maids, and 
ten thousand shining saucejians : and they got into 
the light-blue fly perfectly bewildered with pleasure. 

Sackville did not enter it, though little Laura took 
the back seat on purpose, and left him the front place 
alongside of Mrs. Chuff’s red tabbinet. 

We have your favorite dinner,” says she, in a timid 
TOice ; won’t you come, Sackville ? ” 
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“ I shall take a chop here to-day, my dear,” Sack- 
ville replied. “Home, James.” And* he went up 
the steps of the “ Sarcophagus,” and the pretty face 
looked very sad out of the carriage, as the blue fly 
drove away. 
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CLUB SNOBS. 

Why — why did I and Wagley ever do so cruel an ac> 
tioii as to intro<1uc.e young Sackville Maine into that 
odious “ Sarcophagus ! Let our imprudence and his 
example be a warning to other gents ; let his fate and 
that of his poor wife 1x5 remembered i)y every British 
female. The consequences of his entering the Club 
were as follow : — 

One of the first vices the unhappy wretch acquired 
in this abode of frivolity was that of smokintj. Som<^ 
of the dandies of the Club, such as the Mfirquis of 
Macabaw, Lord Doodeen, and fellows of that high 
order, are in the habit of indulging in this propensity 
up stairs in the billiard-rooms of the “Sarcophagus” 
— and, partly to make their acquaintance, partly from 
a natural aptitude for crime, Sackville Maine followed 
them, ah<l became an ad(!pt in the odious custom. 
Where it is iutroduend into a family I need not say 
how sad the consequences are, both to the furniture 
and the morals. Sackville smoked In his dining-room 
at home, and caused an agony to his wife and mother- 
in-law which T do not venture to describe. 

He then became a professed billiard-player, wasting 
hours upon hours at that amiisement ; betting, freely, 
playing tolerably, losing awfully to Captain Spot and 
Col. Cannon. He played matches of a hundred games 
with these gentlemen, and would not only cpntinue 
until font or five o’clock in the morning at this wofk, 
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but 'would be found at the Club of a forenoon, indulg- 
ing himself to the detriment of his business, the ruin 
of his health, and the neglect of his wife. 

From billiards to whist is but a step — and when a 
man gets to whist and live pounds on the rubber, my 
opinion is, that it is all up with him. How was the 
coal business to go on, and the connection of the firm 
to be kept up, and the senior partner always at the 
card-table ? ^ 

Consorting now with genteel persons and Pall Mall 
bucks, Sackville became ashamed of his snug little 
residence in Kennington Oval, and transported his 
family to Pimlico, where, though Mrs. Chuff, his 
mother-in-law, was at first happy, as the quarter was 
elegant and near her Sovereign, poor little Laura and 
the children found a woful difference. Where were 
her friends who came in with their work of a morn- 
ing ? — At Kennington and in the vicinity of Clap- 
ham. Where were her children’s little playmates ? 
-—On Kennington Common. The great thundering 
carriages that roared up and down the drab-colored 
streets of the new (luarter, contained no friends for 
the sociable little Ljinra. The children that paced 
the squares, attended by a bonne or a prim governess, 
were not like those hapi)y ones that flew kites, or 
played hop-scotch on the well-beloved old Common. 
Aiul ah ! what a difference at Church too! — between 
8t! Benedict’s of Pimlico, with 0 }>en seats, service in 
sing-song — tapers — albs — srirplices — garlands, and 
processions, and the honest old ways of Kennington ! 
The footmen, too, attending St, Benedict’s were so 
splendid and enormous, that James, Mrs. Chuff’s boy, 
trembled amongst them, and said he would give warn- 
ing rather than carry the books to that church any 
more. 
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The furnishing of the house was not done without 
expense. 

And, ye gods I what a difference there was between 
Sackville's dreary French banquets in Pimlico, and 
the jolly dinners at the Oval ” ! No more legs-of-mut- 
ton, no more of the best port wine in England ; 
but entries on plate, and dismal twopenny cham- 
pagne, and waiters in gloves, and the Club bucks for 
company — amoijjg whom Mrs. Chuff was uneasy and 
Mrs. Sackville quite silent. 

Not that he dined at home often. The wretch had 
become a perfect epicure, and dined commonly at the 
Club with the gormandizing clique there ; with old 
Dr. Maw, Colonel Cramley (who is as lean as a grey- 
hound, and has jaws like a jack), and the rest of 
them. Here you might see the wretch tippling 
Sillery champagne and gorging himself with French 
viands; and I often looked with sorrow from my 
table (on which cold meat, the Club small-beer, and 
a half-pint of marsala form the modest banquet), and 
sighed to think it was my work. 

And there were other beings present to my re- 
pentant thoughts. Whereas his wife, thought I? 
Where 's poor, good, kin<l little Laura ? At this very 
moment — it ’s about the nursery bedtime, and while 
yonder good-for-nothing is swilling his wine — the 
little ones are at Laura’s knees lisping their prayers ; 
and she is teaching them to say — ^*'Pray God bless 
Papa.^^ 

When she has put them to bed, her^ day’s occupa- 
tion is gone ; and she is utterly lonely all night, and 
sad, and waiting for him. 

Oh, for shame! Oh, for shame! Go home, thou 
idle tippler. 

How Sackville lost his health; how he lost his 
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business ; how he got into scrapes ; how he got into 
debt; how he became a railroad director; how the 
Pimlico house was shut up ; how he went to Bou- 
logne,— all this I could tell, only I am too much 
ashamed of my part of the transaction. They re- 
turned to England, because, to the surprise of every- 
body, Mrs. Chuff came doAvn with a great sum of 
money (which nobody knew she had saved), and paid 
his liabilities. He is in England ; but at Kennington. 
Ilis name is taken off' the books of the “ Sarcophagus ” 
long ago. VVhen we meet, he crosses over to the 
other side of the street; and I don’t call, as 1 should 
be sorry to see a look of reproach or sadness in 
Laura's sweet face. 

Not, hoAvever, all evil, as I am proud to think, has 
been the influence of the Snob of England upon Clubs 
in general: — Captain Shindy is ali'aid to bullv the 
waiters any more, and eats his mutton-chop without 
moving Acheron. Gobemouche does not take more 
than two papers at a time for his private reading. 
Tiggs does not ring the bell and cause the library- 
waiter to walk about a quarter of a mile in order 
to give him Vol. II., which lies on the next table. 
GroAvler has ceased to walk from table to table in the 
coffee-room and inspect what pco}>le are having for 
dinner. Trotty Veck takes his own umbrella from 
the hall — the cotton one ; and Sydney Scraper s 
paletot^ lined ■'ifith silk has been brought back h) 
dobbins, who entirely mistook it for his own. M ag- 
gie hiis discontinued telling stories about the ladies 
he has killed. ^Snooks does not anymore think it gen- 
tlemanlike to blackball attorneys. Snuffler no longer 
publicly spreads out his. great red cotton ])Ocket-haiid- 
kerchief before the fire, for the admiration of two 
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hundred gentlemen ; and if one Club Snob has been 
brought back to the paths of rectitude, and if one 
poor John has been spared a journey or a scolding — 
say, friends and brethren, if these sketches of Club 
Snobs have been in vain ? 



CHAPTER LAST. 


How it is that we have come to ^No. 46 of this 
present series of papers, my dear friends and brother 
Snobs, I hardly know — but for a whole mortal year 
have we been together, prattling, and abusing the 
human race ; and were we to live for a hundred years 
more, I believe there is plenty of subject for conver- 
sation iathe enormous theme of Snobs. 

The national mind is awakened to the subject. 
Letters pour in every day, conveying marks of sym- 
pathy; directing the attention of the Snob of England 
to races of Snobs yet undescribed. “ Where are your 
Theatrical Snobs; your Commercial Snobs; your Med- 
ical and Chirurgical Snobs ; your Official Snobs ; your 
Legal Snobs ; your Artistical Snobs ; your Musical 
Snobs ; your Sporting Snobs ? ” write . my esteemed 
correspondents. “Surely you are not going to miss 
the Cambridge Chancellor election, and omit showing 
up your Don Snobs, who are coming, cap in hand, to 
a ypung Prince of six-and-twenty, and to implore him 
tobeth^ chief of their renowned University?” writes 
a friend who seals with the signet of the Cam and Isis 
Club. “ Pray, pray,” cries another, “ now the Operas 
are opening, give us a lecture about Omnibus Snobs.” 
Indeed, I should like to write a chapter about the 
Snobbish Ddns very much, and another about the 
Snobbish Dandies. Of my dear Theatrical Snobs I 
think with a pang; and I can hardly break away 
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from some Snobbish artists, with whom I have long, 
long intended to have a palaver. 

But what the use of delaying ? When these were 
done there would be fresh Snobs to portray. The 
labor is endless. No single man could complete it. 
Here are but fifty-two bricks — and a pyramid to 
l)iiild. It is best to stop. As Jones always quits the 
room as soon as he has said his good thing — as Cin- 
cinnatus and General Washington both retired into 
private life in -^tlie height of their popularity, — as 
Prfhce Albert, when he laid the first stone of the 
Exchange, left the bri(;k-layers to com])lete that edi- 
fice and went home to his royal dinner, — as the 
poet Bunn comes forward at the end of the season, 
and with feelings too tumultuous to descrilxi, blesses 
his kyind friends over the footlights: so, friends, 
in the flush of conquest and the splendor of victory, 
amid the shouts and the plaudits of a people — 
triumphant yet modest — the Snob of England bids 
ye farewell. 

But only for a season. Not for ever. No, no. There 
is one celebrated author whom I admire very much — 
who has been taking leave of the public any time these 
ten years in his prefaces, and always comes back again 
when everybody is glad to see him. How can he 
have the heart to be saying good-by so often ? I be- 
lieve that Bunn is affected when he blesses the people. 
Parting is always painful. Even the familiar bore is 
dear to you. I should be sorry to shake hanis even 
with Jawkins for the last time. I think a well-consti- 
tuted convict, on coming home from transportation, 
ought to be rather sad when he takes leave of Van 
Diemen^s Land. When the curtain goes down on the 
last night of a pantomime, poor old clown must be 
very dismal, depend on it. HaJ with what joy he 
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rushes forward on the evening of the 26th of Decem- 
ber next, and says How are you ? — Here we are ! 
But I am growing too sentimental : — to return to the 
theme. 

The national mind is awakened to the sub- 
JECT OF snobs. The word Snob has taken a place 
in our honest English vocabulary. We can’t dcifine 
it, perhaps. We can’t say what it is, any more than 
we can define wit,” or humor, or humbug; but we 
hxow what it is. Some wec^ks since, happening to 
have the felicity to sit next to a young lady at a 
hospitable table, Vhere poor old Jawkins was hold- 
ing forth in a very absurd pompous manner, I wrote 

upon the spoth^ss damask S B,” and called my 

neighbor’s attention to the little remark. 

That young lady smiled. She knew it at once. 
Her mind straightway tilled up the two letters con- 
cealed by apostrophic reserve, and I read in her as- 
senting eyes that she knew Jawkins was a Snob. You 
seldom get them to make use of the word as yet, it is 
true ; but it is inconceivable how pretty an expression 
their little smiling mouths assume when they speak it 
out. If any young lady doubts, just let her go up to her 
own room, look at herself steadily in the glass, and say 
^^Snob.” If she tries this simple experiment, my life 
for it, she will smile, and own that the word becomes 
her mguth amazingly. A pretty little round word, all 
composed of soft letters, with a hiss at the beginning, 
just to make it piquant, as it were. 

Jawkins, meanwhile, Vent on blundering, and brag- 
ging, and boring, quite unconsciously. And so he will, 
no doubt, go on roaring and braying to the end of time, 
or at least so long as people will hear him. You can- 
not alter the nature of men and Snobs by any force 
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of satire; as, by laying ever so many stripes on a 
donkey^s back, you can’t turn him into a zebra. 

But we can warn the neighborhood that the person 
whom they and Jawkins admire is an impostor. We 
(jan apply the Snob test to him, and try wliether he 
IS conceited and a quack, whether pompous and lack- 
ing humility — whether uncharitable and proud of his 
narrow soul. How does he treat a great man — how 
regard a small on^ ? How does he comport himself in 
the^)resence of His Grfice the Duke ; and how in that 
of Smith, the tradesman ? 

And it seems to me that all English society is cursed 
by this mammoniacal superstition and that we are 
sneaking and bowing and cringing on the one hand, or 
bullying and scorning on the other, from the lowest to 
the highest. My wife speaks with great circumspec- 
tion — proper pride ” she calls it — to our neighbor 
the tradesman’s lady : and she, 1 mean Mrs. Snob — 
Eliza — would give one of her eyes to go to Court, as 
her cousin, the Captain’s wife, did. She, again, is a 
good soul, but it costs her agonies to be obliged to con- 
fess that we live in Upper Thompson Street, Seiner’s • 
Town. * And though I believe in her heart Mrs. Whis- 
kerington is fonder of us than of her cousins, the 
Smigsmags, you should hear how slie goes on prattling 
about Lady Sniigsmag, — and I said to Sir John, 
my dear John,” and about the Smigsmags’ house and 
parties in Hyde Bark Terrace. 

Lady Smigsmag, when she meets Eliza, — who is 
a sort of a kind of a species of a connection of the 
family, pokes out one finger, which my wife is at lib- 
erty to embrace in the most cordial manner she can 
devise. But oh, you should see her ladyship’s behav- 
ior on her first-chop dinner-party days, when Lord and 
Lady Longears come I 
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I can bear it no longer — this <UaboUcal invention 
of gentility which kills natural kindliness and honest 
friendship. Proper pride indeed ! Rank and prece- 
dence, forsooth ! The table of ranks and degrees is a 
lie, and should be flung into the fire. Organize rank 
and preceden(5e ! that was well for the masters of cere- 
monies of former ages. Come forward, some great 
marshal, and organize Equality in society, and your 
rod shall swallow up all the juggliiij^ old court gold- 
sticks. If this is not gospel-truth — if the world 
does not tend to this — if hereditary-great-man i^or- 
ship is not a humbug and an idolatry — hit us have the 
Stuarts back again, and crop the Free Press’s ears in 
the pillory. 

If ever our cousins, the Smigsmags, asked me to 
meet Lord Longears, 1 would like to take an oppor- 
tunity after dinner and say, in the most good-natured 
way in the world : — Sir, Fortune makes you a present 
of a number of thousand pounds every year. The in- 
eflable wisdom of our ancestors has placed you as a 
chief and hereditary legislator over me. Our admir- 
able Constitution (the pride of Britons and envy of 
surrounding nations) obliges me to receive you as my 
senator, superior, and guardian. Your eldest son, 
Fitz-Heehaw, is sure of a place in Parliament ; your 
younger sons, the I)e Brays, will kindly condescend to 
bedpost-captains and lieutenant-colonels, and to repre- 
sent UJ^ in foreign courts or to take a good living when 
it falls convenient. These prizes our admirable Con- 
stitution (the pride and envy of, etc.) pronounces to 
be your due : without count of your dulness, your 
vices, your selfishness 5 or your entire incapacity and 
folly. Dull as you may be (and we have as good a 
right to assume that my lord is an ass, as the other 
proposition, that he is an enlightened patriot) ; — dull, 
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I say, as you may be, no oue will accuse you of such 
monsti;ous folly, as to suppose that you are indifferent 
to the good luck which you possess, or have any incli- 
nation to part with it. No — and patriots as we are, 
under happier circumstances, Smith and I, I have no 
doubt, were we dukes ourselves, would stand by our 
order. 

We would submit good-naturedly to sit in a high 
place. We would acquiesce in that admirable Consti- 
tution (pride and envy of, etc.) which made us chiefs 
and the world our inferiors ; we would not cavil par- 
ticularly at that notion of hereditary superiority which 
brought so many simple people cringing to our knees. 
May be we would rally round the Corn-Laws; we 
would make a stand against the Reform Bill; we 
would die rather than repeal the Acts againts Catho- 
lics and Dissenters ; we would, by our noble system of 
class-legislation, bring Ireland to its present admirable 
condition. 

But Smith and I are not earls as yet. We don’t 
believe that it is for the interest of Smith’s army that 
young De Bray should be a Colonel at five-and-twenty, 
— of Smith’s diplomatic relations that Lord Longears 
should go Ambassador to Constantinople, — of our 
politics, that Longears should put his hereditary foot 
into them. 

This bowing and cringing Smith believes to be the 
act of Snobs ; and he will do all in his might and main 
to be a Snob and to submit to Snobs no longer. To 
Longears he says, We can’t help seeing, Longears, 
that we are as good as you. We can spell even better ; 
we can think quite as rightly ; we will not have you 
for our master, or black your shoes any more. Your 
footmen do it, but they are paid ; and the fellow who 
comes to get a list of the company when you give a 
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banquet or a dancing breakfast at Longueoreille House, 
gets money from the newspapers for performing that 
service. But for us, thank you for nothing, Longears 
my boy, and we don’t wish to pay you any more than 
we owe. We will take off our hats to Wellington 
because he is Wellington ; but to you — who are 
you ? ” 

I am sick of Court Circulars. I loathe hauHon 
intelligence. I believe such words as fashionable, 
Exclusive, Aristocratic, and the like, to be wicked, 
unchristian epithets, that ought to be banished from 
honest vocabularies. A Court system that sends men 
of gfenius to the second table, I hold to be a Snobbish 
system. A society that sets up to be polite, and ig- 
nores Arts and Letters, I hold to be a Snobbish society. 
You, who despise your neighbor, are a Snob ; you, who 
forget your own friends, meanly to follow after those 
of a higher degree, are a Snob ; you, who are ashamed 
of your poverty, and blush for your calling, are a Snob ; 
as are you who boast of your pedigree, or are proud of 
your wealth. 

To laugh at such is Mr. Punches business. May he 
laugh honestly, hit no foul blow, and tell the truth 
when at his very broadest grin — never forgetting 
that if Fun is good, Truth is stiU better, and Love 
best of all. 
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